Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Money. 



MCHELiEU. 



"'he|_adyof[yons. 

' HE QUCHESS DE La\/aLLIERE. 

I^otsoBaoas^eSeem, 

"'he Rightful [^EiR. 

\^alpoLe. 






DE wrrrs actixg eduiox. ^ ^r\ 



BULWER'S PLAYS: 



BEING THE 



COMPLETE DRAMATIC WORKS 



OF 



LOED ^TTON, 

(sib EDWARD LYl^N BULWEB, BABT.) 



COMPBXSDIO 



THE LADY OF LYONS. 

MONEY. 

RICHELIEU. 



THE RIGHTFUL HEIR. 

WALPOLE. 

NOT SO BAD AS WE SEEM. 



THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLliRE. 

FROJU THE ORIGINAL TEJTT, AS PRODUCED UNDER THE SUPERVISION 

OF THE AUTHOR AND MR, MACREADY. 

^H ^NTIRELY J^EW ^CTINQ ^DITION. 



^TH ADDITIONAL STAGS DIBECTIONS, AOOUBATELY XABESD— FULL OAST OF 

CHABACTBBS— 8TNOP8I8 OF 80BNEBT — C08TUXB8— BILL FOB PBO- 

OBAXXES— BTOBY OF THE PLAT, AND BKKABK8. 

EDITED 

By JOHN M. KINGDOM, 

Author of " MarcortUi,** " TIu Fountain of Beauty ^^ **A Life't Vengeance,'* 

•« Tancred,** etc. 



NEW YORK: 

ROBERT M. DE WITT, PUBLISHER, 

No. 88 RosB Street. 

(BSTWEEN DUAHB AND FBANXFORT BTBEET*.) 

CopnuGBT, 1876, bt Bobebt M. Db Witt. 



\A< 



R 



.ir-"" 



THE LADY OF LYONS. 

GoFnxaBT, 1876, bt Bobokz 1L Urn Was. 



2 



THE LADY OF LYONS. 



CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

Theatre Royal, Covtnt 
Qarden, London, 1838. 

Claude Melnotte Mr. Macbeaot. 

Colonel Damaa Mr. Babti.bt. 

Beauaeant Mr. Eltgh. 

Ola vis Mr. Meadows. 

MonH. Deecbappellea Mr. Stricklaitd. 

Landlord Mr. Tarnold. 

Oaapar Mr. Diddbas. 

Captain Oervais (lat Officer) Mr. HoWB. 

Captain Dupont (2d Officer) Mr. Pbztchabd. 

Major Desmonlins (3d Officer} Mr. Bob irts. 

Notary Mb. Harris. 

Servant Mr. Brndeb. 

Pauline MissHEUEn Fauoit. 

Madame Deschappelles Mrs. Clipford. 

Widow Melnotte Mrs. Gbipfitbs. 

Janet Mrs. East. 

Marian MissGARBic^ 



Old Park Theatre, 
May 14, 1838. 

Mr. Edwin Forrest. 

Mr. Placidb. 

Mr. EicHiKoa. 

Mr. Wii. Wheatlbt. 

Mr. Clabke. 



Mrs. RlCHABDSOV. 

Mrs. Wheatlet. 

Miss CUSHHAV. 



TIME IN REPRESENTATION— THBEE HOURS. 



SCENERY, 



The scene is laid in France, in the city of Lyons and the neighborhood, during the 
period or 1795 to 1798 
ACT /., Scene /.—Room in the house of M. Debohapfellbs at Lyons. 

Garden scene background. 

.. I Window. I .. 

4th Groove. 4th Groove. 



B. 3 K. 



B. 2 B. 



Sofa. 
O Table. 



Chair •O 

Table. 



idt o E. 



•Chair. 



L. 2e. 



B. 1 K. 



L. 1 K. 



• The flats in the 4th grooves represent one side of a handsomely famished room ; in 
the centre a large window, open, beyond which are beautiful gardens. The w^P» 
correspond with the room. A rich sofa placed in an oblique direction, b. 0. Near 
B. 2 E. a smaU table, b. h. of softt, with notes, letters, and bouquet of flowers in 
vase upon it. Rich table and chairs, l. c «u , -^ v i# # ♦v^ 

Soene //.-Exterior of a smaU village inn, in the 2d grooves. The left half of the 
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Boene represents a portion of the inn ; casement and practicable door ; above it is 
painted the sign of the inn, " The Golden Lion ; ** the right half of the scene repre- 
sents open country, with the city ot Lyons in the distance ; a working moon to be 
used in ^c< ///. but not in this scene. 
Scene //i.— Interior of the Widow Mklnotti'b cottage. 

4th Groove. .. | Window. | .. | Door. | —4th Groove. 



: Table. : 



Stairs. 



B 3 E. ) 



Mantel- 
B. 2 E. piece. * 

Chair. 



L. 8 ■. 



Door. 



£a«el. 



* 
Chair. 



L« «• C. 



R. 1 B. 



L. I E. 



In the 4th grooves the flat repic^icuid uuu bide of a neat and homely cottage. 
K. u. K. a flight of stairs, prqjecting some distance on the stage, leading to the upi^cr 
rooms. Door l. r. Practicable lattice window, c. f., with curtains drawn b.ick. 
Door In h., between 2 e. and 3 £. Painter's eusel with pictures upon it, brushes, etc., 
placed c, in a slanting direction towards the window, covered by a curtain. 
Chairs u c. and r. c— plain oaken chairs. Mantel-piece B. H., between 2 R. and 3 
B., and over it, fencing foils, crossed. Plowers on the mantel-piece and at the win- 
dow, through which flower garden is seen; underneath the window an oaken table 
with guitar and portfolio upon it. Everything has a neat and clean appearance. 

ACT J J,, Scene /.—The gardens uf M. Desouappellbs* house at Lyons. The flats 
placed in the 4th grooves represent beautiful gardens. Wings k, h., to correspond. 
From L. B. B. up to the flats a portion of the house is shown, and another portion 
in continuation, l, b. p., with entrance ways i«. 3 e. and l. u. b. 

A CT 111., Scene I. — Exterior of the Golden Lion Inn. Bame as Scene II., Act I., 
only that it is now evening and the moon rises during the progress of the business 
of the Scene. 

Sceru 7/.— Interior of the Widow Melnotte's cottage, as before. 

Window. Door. 



4th Groove.- 



* Stairs. 
«. 3 E. 



I I ... I I 4th Groove. 

Chair. Chair. 

• • L. 8 b. 



B. 2e. 



Table. 



Chair.* 



♦Chair. 



Door. 



li. 2. ■• 



Mantel- 
piece. 



B.1 B. 



L. 1 B. 



In the 4th grooves one side of the apartment as before, but the window curtains are 
drawn. A chair between the door and window, another l. u. u. e. A table c, with 
cloth, plates, etc, spread for supper. Candlestick and lighted candle. A chair on 
either side, n. c. and x«. c. 

ACT jr., Scene A— Same as the last, but the doth and supper things have bcon 
leBioved and in their place writing materials ; the candle remains. 

ACT F., Scene /.—A street in Lyons. The old French style of houics, in 2d grooves 
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Scene //.—Room in the boose of H. Pi80bappbllbs— as before, but not ao rich- 
ly furnished. 

4th Groove I I .... J | 1th Groove. 

Window. l>oor. 
B. 8 X. L. 3 B. 

Chair.* 

Chair.* 

B. 2 B. : • ■ : L. 2 s. 

Chair.* 



. • • • 



Tablet 
B. 1 X. Chair.* i.. 1 e. 



the 4th grooves the scene represents the side of the apartment. Window, o. r., 
^en beyond. D. l. r. A table and chairs b. o., with writing materials upon it. 



In 

garden beyond. 

Chairs l. 2 x. and l. u. x. 



COSTUMES. 



Clauob Mxlbottb.— ^e< i.— Looee blouse, bine, with waist belt, cap, and loose, 
light trousers, and shoes— but nil of good quality. Act //.—Dark green coat 
with broad facings, broad black braid across breast and cuffs ; knee breeches, 
dark silk stockings, shoes and buckles, black hat, turned up with a side loop. 
Ad ///.-•-Bame with the addition of a cloak. A<^ F.— Blue military coat with 
broad tails, broad lappels faced with white and trimmed with lace, and also 
eaUB, epaulettes ; white small clothes and knee boots fitting to leg, belt and tri- 
oolored sash, and sword, three-cornered hat with tri-oolored knot. Moustache ; 
complexion bronsed, and military cloak. 

COLOMXL Damas.— ^c< /.—Blue coat and vest^ trimmed with lace, broad lappels and 
cnffs, dark pantaloons and tight boots ; tri-eolored knot on three-oomered hat 
Ad F.— Similar dress to Claudx'b, with the exception of the cloak. 

Bbausxabt.— .4c< /.—Dark claret-colored coat, rMching to the knee, broad lappels 
and fadngs braided, and also on the cufEi; pantaloons apd high boots, after the 
nossinn style, fitting dose to the leg ; three-cornered hat with tri-color. Ad V, 
—Similar kind of coat, white knee-breeches, stockings, and shoes with buckles ; 
three-oomered hat and rosette. 

QhATis.—Ad /.—Similar to Beacsbakt's, but not quite so good in appearance. 

Mobs. Dbsobappbluls.— ^c< /.—Dark gray surtout coat, reaching to the knees, 
broad lappels, silk facings and braid, as also on cuflSs, knee-breeches, three-cor* 
nered hat and rosette. Ad V, — ^A similar dress, but rather mean in appearance. 

rtAiiDi.oBD.— Blue blouse, looee breeches, and gaiters, white apron, and half sleeves, 
white, from wrist to elbow. 

Oaspab.- Coarse blouse or short Jacket, wide trousers, shoes, and cap of liberty. 

^^^^' ^ ' ' /Similar dresses to Cou Dauas, but not so heavily oma- 

.. _ V mented or neb looking. 

Majob Dbbmoxtlibs. j ° 

KoTART.— Black stuff gown, fastened round the waist and reaching nearly to the feet, 
skull cap with broad top, black XMUitaloons, stockings and shoes. 

SxBTABTH.— Similar to Oaspeb. 

Paulxbe.— ^c< /.—Rich silk drees (any color), high waisted, arms bare, lace shawl 
or scarf over shoulders, rose in hair, which is worn pUtn, ranall bonnet. Ad 21. 
—Similar costume, but of different material. Ad F.— FUiu dark dress, meaner 
m appearance than before, edged with white trimmings, neck and sleeves. 
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Madams Dbbchappex.lu.— ^d /.—Rich green silk dress, trifDmed with laoe, Bmall 
bounet, bUck lace icarf. Aet F.— Plain black dreas, moderately trimmed with 
lace. 

WiDcAr Mblxotti.— Plain brown etnff drees, neat white cap and apron, shoes with 
buckles 

Jar IT. ) Dresses of plain materials, white caps and aprons, blue stockings and 

Hariar. ) shoes. 



PROPERTIES. 



ACT /., Scum I.— Bich sofa ; two tables ; three or four chairs ; bouquet of flowers, 
in vase ; letters and notes. Sctne 2.— A bill of fare. Scene 3.— An old-£uhioned 
oaken table ; portfolio ; guitar ; painter's easel ; brushes and palette : painting 
on it of a female bust, covered by a curtain ; two or three rases of flowers in the 
latticed window and on the mantel-piece ; two old-fAshioned chairs ; rifle for 
Claudb ; letters for Gaspab and Bbausbamt's servant 

ACT II., Seau I.— Fsn ftr Mad. Descbappbllbs ; diamond ring and snuff-box for 
Clauds ; letters ; two swords. 

ACT ///., Scene 1.— Parse with money for Bbaubbakt. Scene 2.— -Old-fashioned oak 
table ; four chairs ; tablecloth, plates, etc ; candle and candlestick. 

ACT /r.. Scene 1.— Same as last scene, except that the cloth and plates have been 
removed ; writing materials ; pi«tol for Bsaubbabt ; folded paper for Claudf. 

ACT V„ Scene 1. — Snuff-box for Dksohapxx^lks. Scene 2.— Table, not very rich- 
looking, and four chairs; folded pajwr for M. Dbbchapsllbs ; marriage con- 
tract, papers and bag for Notabt; writing materials; bundle of banknotes for 
BsAUBSAXiT ; poeket-book and notes for Cianos. 



8T0RT OF THE FLAT. 

Ix the year 1795 there resided in the quaint old city of Lyons in France a wealthy 
family by the name of Deschappelles. The husband had amasaed a large fortune as 
a silk manufacturer, and had passed through the early part of the Bevolution with- 
out sustaining any noticeable loss. Madame Deschappelles, as frequently the case, 
was the ruler of the houae ; and the success of her husband in amassing wealth had 
put into her head very high and aristocratic notions far beyond her position, and 
certainly not in keeping with the Bepublican spirit of the times. They had but one 
child, Pauline, a girl of such surpassing and attractive loveliness, that old and young 
—rich and poor— all i>aid homsge to her as the Beauty of Lyons. For her, Madame 
DeschappellM was fully determined a brilliant marriage should be brought about. 
It was true that the aristocracy of France had been cleared out, the Revolution had 
reduced every one to a oommon level, only one degree of rank was known, that of 
*' oitiBen,** but the designing mother conceived it to be possible to catch some foreign 
prince or nobleman who might be travelling incog. ; no matter how it was to be 
brought about, nothing less than a prince was to po oocas the hand of the rich and 
beautiful Lady of Lyons, 

Amongst the numerous suitors, who had made an offer of his heart and fortune, 
and had been rejected, was a Mons. Beauseant, who, if his deceased father had not 
been deprived of his title, would have been a Marquis, but as he was not one, he 
fell below Madame Deschappelles* standard of perfection, and in spite of the temp- 
tation of hiB great wealth, his offer was refused. It is at this point the play com- 
mences. 

Smarting sererely under the indignity he considered he had suffered by receiving 
a refoBftl from a merchant's daughter, and the ridieola he .would be exposed to 
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throughout the city when it became known, he resolves to be revenged, to seek some 
plan to humble lier pride severely ; an opportunity soon presents itself. 

On journeying from Lyons to his chateau, he meets with one of his friends, M. 
Glavis, to whom, whilst baiting his hordes at the Golden Lion Inn, a few miles from 
the city, he reveals all that has taken place and his intentions. As he is doing so, 
he is interrupted by loud shouts of " Long live the Prince.*' This cry of " Prince," 
when royalty and nobility no longer existed, astonishes him, and he calls out the 
landlord of the inn to give an explanation. From this source he finds that the so 
called prince is the pride of the village — Claude Melnotte—the only son of a deceased 
gardener, who had left him pretty well off, with a mother who doated upon him. 
Upon the father's death, a great change was observed in Claude. He threw up hi;) 
trade, took to reading and studying much, hired a professor from Lyons, and soon 
became an accomplislied scholar, a skillful fencer, a musician, and an artist. Htind- 
some, strong, and brave, the lads of the village swore by lum and the girls prayed 
for him. They called him " Prince '* because he was at the head of them all, had a 
proud bearing, wore fine clothes, and, in fact, ns they said, *' looked like a prince.'' 
Beausnant further learned that it was reported and believed, Claude Melnotte was 
madly in love with the Beauty of Lyons — the seeds of the passion having been first 
planted when ha worked with his father in M. Deschappclles* garden ; and that 
upon his father's death, it was the ambitious hope of winning her had induced him 
to seek the education and accomplishments which he had so successfully done. It 
was believed, however, that the Beauty of Lyons had never seen him, to know of, or 
to encourage, his love. 

The idea at once strikes Beauseant tliat here are the means of revenge. He will 
induce Claude to puss himself off as a foreign prince, travelling quietly for pleasure, 
provide him with money, jewels, horses, carriages, servants ; introduce him as 
such to the Deschappclles family, mike him propose to Pauline, and, by working 
upon the ambitious pride of her mother, bring about a mjirriai^e ; then strip him of 
his borrowed plumes and crush the haughty beauty. Accordingly he sends a letter 
to Claude requesting him to come to the inn. 

After his success in winning the rifle prizes at the village festival, Claude returns 
to his mother's cottage, elated with joy, but his mind is still occupied with the 
grand pesiio of his existence— to be worthier to love Pauline. In vain does his lov- 
ing mother point out the absurdity of his hopes. Useless— day and night he thinks 
and dreams of her ; every morning he sends her the choicest flowers he can pick ; 
bo has painted her image from memory ; nay, more, that morning he has gone to 
the fullest extent ; he has set forth his worship in poetry, signed his own name, and 
sent the verses to her by a trusty messenger. Alas 1 a fearful blow awaits him. 
His messenger returns not only bringing bock the lettej: which had been thrown at 
hi^ feet, but also the galling news that he had been driven from the duor with kicks 
and blows. Crushed and bewildered, Claude's every hoi)e seems blasted, when Beau- 
seant's letter is brought in. It promises success (the writer telling him he knows 
his secret), upon condition that he will undertake to bear his bride to his mother's 
cottage on the wedding night. Is revenge or love the stronger ? Half frenzied as 
he is, he goes with the messenger and the compact is made. 

By well contrived mean?, he is introduced into the family of the Deschappclles 
SB the Prince of Como, travelling incognito, for fear of the interference of the Re- 
publican government, and by his presumed rank but real attraction and accomplish- 
ments, very soon secures the love of Pauline and the consent of her parents to a 
union. 

His conduct, however, does not please Colonel Damas, a rough and ready soldier, 
and cousin to Pauline ; he suspects there is some deception, and to te«t him, ad- 
dresses him in Italian, a language which Claude is, unfortunately, not master of; 
he evades it as best he can, but only to convince the CoUmel of the correctness of his 
suspicions, and he determines to insult him and force him to fight. With the infatu- 
ated mother and daughter, Claude is more successful ; they do not sec any absolute 
reason why an Italian«Princo is bound to speak or understand his native tcmgue. 
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He farther enchants Pauline, by the description ho gives, not of his own palace on 
the lake of Como, but of a palace of eternal love and summer, joy and happiness— 
one of the most exquisite pieces of poelry ever written. 

Beauseant now claim-s from him the fulfillment of the bond ; he hesitates. Beau- 
seant points out to him, that Dumas suspects him, the police will be set to work, 
arrest will follow, he will be sent to jail as a swindler, and Pauline will despise and 
execrate him. He consents, and is left alone — Damas returns, and insists, now 
that the ladies arc not there, upon crossing swords witli him. Excitedly, Claude 
accepts the offer, after a few passes dinarms the Colonel, and^gencrously returns 
him his sword. Delighted with his skill and gentlemanly bearing, the officer prom- 
ises that if Claude should ever want his assistance or l^iendship, be he a prince or 
not, lie shall have it. 

Immediately, upon quitting Claude, Beauseant finds means to float a story that 
the republican nuthoritie.-i are looking after the prince ; consequently an immediate 
marriiigo is absolutely necessary ; this is agreed to and it takes place. 

By a strange chance, the carriage conveying Claude and his brido to his mother's 
cottage, according to tho bond with Beauseant, breaks down, near the Golden Lion 
Inn, and they are obliged to alight and seek shelter there. They are exposed to the 
half-suppressed smiles and ridicule of the landlord and his servants, who, of course, 
recognize Claude, though not openly ; all of which is a great mystery to Pauline, 
and the more so, when Claude induces her to continue the journey on foot, as she 
believes him to bo strange to tho place : but the climax is reached, and her agony 
intensified, when she is led into the humble dwelling of the Widow Meluotte. 

Light breaks upon her— the veil is lifted from her eyes : she has been deceived— 
all is revealed— and in bitter language she reproaches him for his conduct. 

In a si>eech of most beautiful pathos and faultless construction, Claudo pictures 
to her the story of his love, his hoi>es and sufferings, and lays at her feet his hus- 
band's rights, declaring that a marriage so brought about is null and void, accord- 
ing to tlie laws of France— that under his aged mother's care she shall, that night, 
sleep in: peace and safety, and in the morning he will restore her to her father, pure 
and unsullied as he had received her. 

With broken-heart and fevered brain, he writes to M. Deschappelles, and in the 
morning awaits jKitiently his arrival. Beauseant takes the opportunity to call, lo 
gloat over the misery he has created, and in the excitement of his triumph, goes eo 
far as to insult Pauline, but tho strong arm of her husband burls him off, and he re- 
treats with threats of renewed vengeance. 

M. Deschappelles arrives, and Claude, after a brief explanation, places in his hands 
a full confession of tho fraud that has been practiced, and his consent to a divorce — 
that pure and spotletss he yields her back, and in a distant land he intends to mourn 
his sin, and pray for peace and forgiveness. Hero comes forth a fine burnt of mater- 
nal love ; in sorrow or in guilt, tho widow will not disown her son : for no divorce 
can part Otcm. This noble feeling arouses the woman and tho wife in Pauline, and 
throwing'herself int<4Claudc'd arm?, she implores him to tako her to his bosom. 
Her parents threaten to discard an-l disinherit her— Claude is inexorable *, ho 
refuses firmly. Colonel Damas is charmed with his noble bearing, he tells him he 
is leaving that d.-\y to join the Army of Italy, and offers to take him. It is done ; 
fame or death are before him ; with a bitter struggle, Claude Melnotte sets out for 
the army. 

Two years and n half elapse. Time has worked changes with all. M. 
Deschappelles has suffered such heavy reverses that he stands upon the brink of 
ruin. Beauseant, aware of tliis, offers to help him in return for Pauline's hand ; to 
save her father from destruction she consents to the marri:ige. 

Claude, under tho assumed name of Morier, has passed safely through tho cam- 
paign, and returns wealthy, renowned, and with the rank of Colonel. Damas learns 
of the intended marriage, and he stiggests that Claude, who, with his altered ap- 
pearance, through hard service and change of dress, is not likely to bo recognized, 
should be present at tho signing of tho contract of mnrri()£rc — to take a last fare- 
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well i to this he agrees. Damas introduoefl him aa his most particular friend and as 
a bosom comrade of Claude. Pauline eagerly appeals to him to bear to Claude her 
undying love, and tells him of the reason that she is making the sacrifice of all 
earthly happiness. Beauseant produces the roll of notes he is ready to hand orer 
upon the signing of the contract. Pauline is about to do so, when Claude, seizing 
the contract, tears it into pieces, at the same time throwing to the merchant twice 
the proffered amount. 

Beauseant retires defeated and angered; with the others all is happiness. 
Claude has blotted the stain from his name and redeemed his honor ; Pauline has 
xegained her husband ; the merchant is restored to his high position ; and even 
Madam Deachappelles admits ; 

** A Colonel and a hero I WeU, that's something I'* 



EEMAUKS. 



As "good wine needs no bosh " so any panegryie upon the brilliant writings of 
Lord Lytton (but who will always be better known and spoken of as " Bulwer *' — 
Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer)->is perfectly unnecessary. The hold that his works 
have taken in America is very great, and his reputation is doily increasing. 

For a long time yet across the Atlantic, will live the name and works of James 
Fenimore Cooper, and equally so on this side rise those of Bulwer. 

Nor is this to be wondered at, when the most glowing enconiums possible have 
been passed upon him in every circle. BlackwoodTt Maganru said of him : 

** To Bulwer, the author of * Pelham,' * The Caxtons * and ' My Novel,* we 
assign the highest place among modem writers of fiction. There is always i>ower in 
the creation of his fancy : he is always polished, witty, learned. Since the days of 
Boott were ended, there is, in our own opinion, no pinacle so high as that on which 
we hang our wreath to Bulwer." 

And the great American author, Edgar A. Poe. spoke of him thus : 

*' Who is there uniting the imagination, the passion, the humor, the ene^y, the 
knowledge of the heart, the artist-like eye, the originality, the fancy, and the learn- 
ing of Bulwer? In a vivid wit— in profundity and a gothio massiveness of thought 
—in style— in a calm certainty of definitiveness of purpose — in industry, and, above 
all, in the power of controlling and regulating by volition his illimitable faculties 
of mind, he is unequalled.** 

Buch are specimens of the universal opinion entertained of the author of *' The 
Lady of Lyons '* ** Biohelien ** and ** Money," Plays which will retain their posi- 
tion on the stage for years and yean to come, and which will be published in this 
series, in the order named : 

The period chosen for the incidents of the present play, is some years after the 
oommencement of the Bevolntion in France. Arising chiefiy4h)m oppressive taxa- 
tion, a spirit of discontent had long been growing up amongst the middle and lower 
classes against the sovereign power and the aristocracy. Political intrigues and 
crafty, remorseless kchemes fed and fanned the fl ime which spread throughout the 
country with fearful and terrible rapidity. Many of the people and their leaders 
lost their heads by wild and ferocious delirium ; the royal family and hundreds of 
the nobility and gentry lost theirs by the guillotine. And so, in one continual 
scene of tumult, riot, debauchery and blood, year after year had passed on— now one 
party ruling, and now another, until at the period when the play commences, the 
governing power consisted of a body of men, or deputies, chosen firom the people — 
and termed ** The Directory **— all of them " Citizens,'* the only term recognized- 
all degrees of nobility and rank having been abolished. 

The author's good judgment is most felicitously shown in selecting France and 
this period for the action of his play. Its emotional style is precisely of the nature 
to be found in that country, and the events then in progress enabled him to send his 
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hero into the anaj and raise him natunUlf, and "with u rapidity that was then not at 
all uncommon, to honor and wealth, inatead of resorting to the old stagey deTices of 
** unexpected fortune," *' death of a wealthy uncle in India,*' and other reasons 
ad UbUum and ad nau$eam. Auy and every position was ox>en to a daring and suc- 
cessful soldier. Napoleon Bonaparte progressed from an artillery lieutenant 
to First Consul and Emperor ; Claude Melnotte was more modest in his ambition, 
he was content to stop at Colonel. 

Though very beautiful, in many respeots, the play is nndoubtedly to some extent 
Ikulty and forced in oonstructioa, yet, at the same time, the quickness of action, 
telling points, and beauty of language, rivet and please an audience and push aside 
any imperfections. 

It is a curious fact, but fact it is, that very few good poets or novelists make good 
playwrights, their works require more excision and reforming than those written 
direct for the stage by practical dramatic hands. The Lady of Lyons, as acted, dif- 
fers much from the dramatic poem as originally published. 

Upon the first production of this play, at Covent Garden Theatre Boyal, Lon- 
don, in 1838, it had the advantage of being most effectively cast— and probably never 
since have aU the parts been so well and evenly filled. It must, however, be remem- 
bered, that the author knew what the company could do, and had them in mind 
when he wrote the play. Every person engaged, rose afterwards to a leading posi- 
tion in the profession. Mr. Macready, the representative of the hero of the play, 
was in every respect admirably adapted to the part. Educated for the bar, he quit- 
ted that profession for the stage, and combining a fine appearance with high intel* 
lect, an excellent voice and good elocution, ae was nil that the author could desire. 
He continued his successful career for many years, and held his position against all 
comers. Mr. Elton made one of the best Btauteantt ever seen upon the stage. He 
steadily increased his laurels, and at the time of his lamented death (he was lost at 
sea) he occupied a position in the gallery of public favorites. Mr. Diddear made a hit 
in the small but telling part of Ghispor, and afterwards led a good career, 

Claude Melnotte Is a fine drawn character. It depictures well high ambition, 
ardent love, and at the same time a deep sense of true nobility and honor. His 
pride, his coitsciousnessof possessing sterling merit worthy of the best of women, are 
for the moment crushed by the insulting treatment to his messenger, and the 
scornful rejection of his verses. It is at this opportune moment for evil, that the 
tempter comes, and he fialls an easy victim to Beauseant's artful plans. But the 
principles of reason and honor revive ; his eyes open to the discovery of the cruel 
fraud he has committed, and the grievous wrong and sacrifice he was about to cause 
for his own selfish ends. In true and pure nobility of spirit, he restores Pauline to 
her i>arents ; lost to him forever unless he should succeed in the path of glory. 
This character has always been a great favorite with leading actors. Macready was 
followed by Charles Kean, Phelps, Creswick, James Anderson, and a host of others, 
by all of whom it was well rendered, and last, though by no means least, Barry Sul- 
livan, who may be conisidered at the present period, the best Claude Melnotte on the 
English stage. The celebrated French actor, M. Feohter, also appeared in it, and 
in aversion upon which he exercised his high tilents and skill, by making various 
little practical alterations, he met with very great suooess, as he does in most of his 
parts. 

Pauline is a sweet but somewhat curious type of woman. She has a warm, loving 
and sensitive heart, much injured by the lofty aspirations and vanity instilled into 
her by her flattering and ambitious mother. Not only by his presumed rank, but 
by his warm and passionate love and glowing language, Claude has won her affec- 
tions, and though the fearful discovery of his deceit crushes them for the time, the 
true woman speaks forth and remains firm to the end. She is willing to give her 
hand to save her father from ruin, but, heart and soul, her love is Claude's. 

Miss Helen Faudt was everything that oould be desired to realize the author's 
picture. Toung, beautiful, and accomplished, she made a great hit, and for many 
years afterwards held firm ground in public favor. Her intellect, beauty, talent and 
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purity, won for her, as a husband, an accomplished scholar, gentleman, and lawyer 
(Mr. Theodore Martin),, and there has, perhaps, never been a finer scene than when 
she took her farewell of the stage. 

In Colonel Damas we have a well-drawn specimen of an honest and blunt soldier. 
He openly expresses his disapprobation uf the scheming high notions of his rela- 
tives, and with the keenness of a well-trained soldier, he sees through th3 duplicity 
of Claude. But, rough as he is, he is open to conviction, and the skill and gallant bear- 
ing of his adversary wiu his admiration, his assistance and fhend^hip. It is a capi* 
tal part, giving ample scope for a good actor to make it a most effective one. 

The Widow Melnottc is a neat little genial part. It is very touching when well 
played — the forcible points of maternal love arc strongly and judiciously shown. 

M. Deschappelles is simply a man of business; little sentiment or affection 
enters into his mind ; his wife " rules the roost," and ho looks after the money. 

Madame Deschappelles is an excellent specimen of a vain, ambitious woman, 
whoso only heaven seems to be " princes " or •' loi-ds." To the shrine of one or the 
other she is r jady to sacrifice her daughter, and has cirefully schooled her thoughts 
in that direction. 

Bcauseant is a crafty, self-infiated, and designing m in ; without principle, and 
presuming upon his father's farmer aristocratic position and his own wealth, he 
thinks,. like many of a similar class in the present day, that they are suffloicnt to 
ensure success in ererythin.; he may undertake, and compliance with all his wishes 
— without the slightest regard to the claims of merit and the principles of honesty 
and integrity. 

Even the landlord of the inn is a very neat, little part, and can be made much of 
in the hands of a careful actor. Touching upon thij), I remember an anecdote told 
me in England by the late William Soarlc, who occupied a very fair position in his 
profession. He was well educated, but like miny young men at ihat time starting 
in the profession, ho had, in travelling through the country, very much trouble to 
make both ends meet when business was not good— very often to slip away at 
nights and leave his lodgings unpaid. Upon one occasion, the company ho was with 
was broken up. Ho sought, of course, a new eugagement ; he wiis but little knovrn, 
and after a few words with the manager of another company, the question was ab- 
ruptly put 1o him, ** Can you do the Landlord in the Lady of Lyons ?" 

To which he promptly and wittily replied, *' I should siiv so, tindoubtedly ; I have 
done a good many landlords in my time, and never once failed." 

He was engaged. 

Now let us cross the water and come home. The eminent and great actor, Edwin 
Forrest, had appeared in London, in October, 1836, at the Theatre Hoyal, Drury 
Lane, as Spartacus in Dr. Bird's tragedy of the Gladiator, and .achieved a decided 
success. He was intensely pleased with the production of the Lady of Lyons— hi^ 
keen intellect and high genius at once saw and appreciated the beauty of the concep- 
tion, and that its soocess here was as certain as in England. He returned to New 
York, and produced it at the Old Park Theatre, May 14, 1838, himself, of course, 
playing the hero. All the genius, energy, ability, and talent of this truly great ac- 
tor were concentrated on the part; and from all the authorities I have looked at, it 
was a grand success, and I have little doubt his rendering of the character was equal 
to thatot Macready's. Throughout the play he appears to have been well supported 
by an attractive and efficient Pauline, as also by an excellent Damas, Beauseant, 
and Madame Deschappelles. Taken altogether, it must have been cast almost as 
effectively as upon its first production. So successful was it, that the first three 
nights' takings are said to have realized $4,200. Mr. Forrest made this all through 
his life a favorite character, following it afterwards with Bulwer's succeeding plays 
of Money and Riehe.Ueu. 

3k£r. G. V. Brooke was another fine delineator of the character : indeed, it was al- 
most the last he played in England previous to his departure for Australia in tho 
unfortunate steamur, the London^ which was wrecked in the Bay of Biscay, Jan. 11, 
1866, when ho and nearly all on board perished. 

Mr. F. B. Conway, so recently deceased, also played the character at the Broad- 
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way Theatre, with coiiaiderablt) bucccm. He had been educated in England previ- 
ously in an exeelent itcbuol, having had much experience in Dublin with Miss 
Helen Faucit (the original Tauline), and in London with the accomplished, beauti- 
ful, and versatile actress, Madame Vestris. 

Mr. Thomas Placidc, who played Colonel Damas, was a gentleman of much ex- 
perieucc, having made |iis first appearance at the Park Theatre in 1823, and after* 
wards he visited England ; his performance of the part is well recorded. 

Mr. Riohings, who filled the character of Beauseant, was an old stager at the Pai-k 
Theatre, having first appeared there upon his arrival from England in Sept., 1821, 
as H:irry Bertram, in *' Ouy Mannering.** He continued a great favorite in the city 
until 1839, when he left for Philadelphia. He rendered the character of the rejected 
suitor in a style quite equal to the original. 

Mrs. Wheatley's Madame Descheppelles is recorded as a finished piece of acting. 
Bhe was one of the best representatives of old women upon the American stage. 
Possessed of remarkable study, she mastered the most difficult compositions with 
astounding rapidity, and her vivid and life-like acting was of a character that once 
seen could never be forgotten. Lndeed, from all accounts, her Madame Deschap- 
pelles was a perfect gem. 

One of the sweetest Paulines was Miss Laura Addison. She made a great bit in 
England, and first appeared at the Broadway Theatre, New York, in Sept., 1851. 
Twelve months afterwards she died on board the steamer Oregon^ on her passage 
from Albany to New York, and her sudden demise created a great seftsation. She 
was buried in the Marble Cemetery, Second street, New York ; foul play was sus- 
pected, but a i>ost-mortem examination showed that congestion of the brain was the 
cause of her death. 

It is impossible to give anything like a list of those who have taken the leading 
characters. As Claude, besides those previously named, we have seen Charles Dil- 
lon, J. C. Freer, D. W. Osbaldistoo, Watkins Burroughs, T. C. King, George Van- 
denhoff, Herman Vezin, E. L. Davenport, and a host of others. 

As Pauline, Miss Elsworthy, Mias Vincent, Mrs. C. Dillon, Kate Saxon, Kate 
Reignolds, Mrs. H. Vezin (formerly Mrs. Charles Young), Mrs. Mo watt, Mrs. J. B. 
Booth, and Mrs. Sinclair Forrest, etc., etc. 

Wherever and whenever produced, and even with the drawback of an inferior 
cast, the intrinsic merits of the three plays are such that they have been and always 
will be successful. It is to me quite certain that not one jot of their brilliancy and 
effect has been lost by their transfer to the American boards. j. m. e. 
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BILL FOR PROGRAMMES, Etc, 

The eyents of this Play take place at the city of Lyons, in France. Period, 1795 

to 1798. 

ACT I. 

Scene I.— ROOM IN THE HOUSE OF MONS. DESCHAPPELLES. 

TJie Beauty of Lyons — The Mysterious Flowers — An Offer of Marriage — 

The Refusal, 

ScENB II.— EXTERIOR OF "THE GOLDEN LION INN," WITH 
DISTANT VIEW OF THE CITY OF LYONS. 

The Refected Suitor^Plans for Revenge— The Story of Claude Mehwtte, 
the Gardener's Son— His Love for the Beauty of Lyons— The Letter and 
the Trap. 

Scene III.— INTERIOR OF THE WIDOW MELNOTTE'S COTTAGE. 

Claude Melnotte, the ** Prince** of Riflemen— A Story of Ambition— An 
Artisfs Love and a Painter's Idol— The Poetry of Love— Indignity and 
Diagrat^ > Tt^e Scheme of Revenge begins to Work— The Letter and the 
Snare^The Bird Caught, 

ACT II. 

Scene I.— THE GARDENS OF MONS. DESCHAPPELLES' HOUSE, 

AT LYONS. 

I%e Plot Succeeds— Tha Gardener's Son Changed into a Prince— Free Gifts 
— A Dream of Love and Fairyland— Darkness Approaches— A Forced 
Marriage with the Beauty of Lyons — A Duel and a Generous Adversary 
—Threatened Arrest and a Hasty Mearriage-** Woo, Wed, and bear her 
Home," so runs the Bond. 

ACT III. 

Scene I.— EXTERIOR OF "THE GOLDEN LION INN." MOON- 
LIGHT. 

The Mask falling off— Departure of the Pretended Prince and his Bride for 

Home. 

Scene 11.— INTERIOR OF THE WIDOW MELNOTTE'S COTTAGE. 

Humble Preparations for a Wedding Supper — Surprise and Explanations — 
The Fraud Detected— A ThrtUing Story of Love— A Bride but no Wife. 



ACT IV. 

Scene I.— INTERIOR OF THE WIDOW MELNOTTE'S COTTAGE. 

MORNING. 

Claude's noble Sacrifice and Devotion — A Mother's holy Love — Triumph of 
the Rejected Suitor — A Libertine^s Attack— A Husband to tlie Rescue — 
The Last Embrace — The Fraud Confessed— Claude Consents to a Divorce 
— Devotion of the Beauty of Lyons — " Too late! I achieve Rank and 
Fame, or fall t^pon the Field!** — Departure of Clatide for the Army of 
Italy. 

TWO TXAB8 AND A HALT ELAPBB. 
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ACT V. 

ScEKE 1.— A STREET IN LYONS. 

Bettim/rom the War— The MysteriouM Colonel— Honor, Fame €tnd Fortune 
— Divorce of the Beauty of Lyone — A Plan for the Laet Look of Love. 

Scene II.— ROOM IN THE HOUSE OF MONS. DESCHAPELLES. 

Preparations for the Marriage of PauUne and the Rejected Suitor — A 
Daughter's Heart Sold to Save a Ruined Father— The MyateriouA ColiH 
nel Again — '* Heia a Friend of Claude Melnotte "—Story of a Woman's 
Lave— Pauline's Confession — ** Tell him / love him, but a father colli 
upon his child to save him. We shall meet agtUn in heaven!" — The 
Stakes are Doubled and Claude wins the Race — A Wife Regained— A 
Parent's Honor Saved— Unity of Love and Pride^Happy Re-tmion of 
Claude Melnotte and 

THE LADY OF LYONS, 
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AVTEOKS PREFACE, 

An indistinct recollection of the very pretty little tale, called *'The Bellows- 
Mender," suggested the plot of this Drama. The incidents are, however, greatly 
faltered from those of the tale, and the characters entirely recast. 

Having long hod a wish to illustrate certain periods of French history, so, in the 

selection of the date in which the scenes of this play are laid, I saw that the era of 

the Bepublic was that in which the incidents were rendered must probable, in which 

the probationary career of the hero oould well be made sufficiently rapid for dramatic 

effect, and in which the character of the time itself was depicted by the agencies 

necessary to the conduct of the narrative. For during the early years of the first 

and most brilliant successes of the French Bepublic, in the general ferment of 

society, and the brief equalization of ranks, Claude's high-placed love, his ardent 

feelings, his unsettled principles (the struggle between which makes the passion of 

this drama), his ambition, and his career, were phenomena that characterized the 

age, and in which the spirit of the nation went along with the extravagance of the 
individuaL 

The play itself was comxxxsed with a twofold object. In the first place, sympa- 
thizing with the enterprise of Mr. Macready, as Manager of Covent Garden, and be- 
lieving that many of the higher interests of the Drama were involved in the success 
or failure of an enterprise equally hazardous and disinterested, I felt, if I may so 
presume to express myself, something of the Brotherhood of Art, and it was only for 
Mr. Mucready to think it possible that I might serve him in order to induce me to 
make the attempt. 

Secondly, in that attempt I was mainly anxious to see whether or not, alter the 
oomi>arative failure on the stage of *' The Duchess de la Valliere," certain critics had 
truly declared that it was not in my power to attain the art of dramatic construc- 
tion and theatrical e£Eect. I felt, indeed, that it was in this that a writer, accus- 
tomed to the narrative class of composition, would have the most both' to learn and 
unlearn. Accordingly, it was to the development of the plot and the arrangement 
of the incidents that I directed my chief attention -and I sought to throw whatever 
belongs to poetry less into the diction and the *' felicity of words " than into the con- 
struction of the story, the creation of the characters, and the spirit of ube pervading. 

sentiment. 

The authorship of the play waa neither avowed nor suspected until the play had 
established itself in public favor. The announcement of my name was the signal 
for attacks, chiefly political, to which it is now needless to refer. When a work has 
outlived for some time the earlier hostilities of criticism, there comes a new race of 
critics to which a writer may, for the most part, calmly trust for a fiur oonsidera- 
tioo, whether of the fiuilta or the merita of his peiftemaoce. 



TJTTC LADY OF LYONS ; 

OR, LO YE Aj^D PELDE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— -4 room in the house of M. Db8CHAPPBLI.bs, at Lyons. Pau- 
line redining on a sofa, b. ; Marian, her maid, fanning her, r. Flow- 
ers and notes on a table beside the sofa; Madame Deschappelles seatej 
at a table, l. c. The gardens are seen from the open tcindoto. 

Hue. Deschap. Marian, put that rose a little more to the left (Ma- 
rian alters tJte position of a rose in Pauline's hair) Ah, so I tliat improves 
the hair — the toumure, ihej'e ne sais quoi! You are certainly very hand- 
some, child! — quite my style— I don*t wonder that you make such a 
sensation ! — old, young, rich, and poor do homage to the Beauty of 
Lyons ! Ah, we live again in our children — especially when they haye 
our eyes and complexion ! 

Pauline {languidly) Dear mother, you spoil your Pauline, (aside) I 
wish I knew who sent me these flowers. 

Mme. Deschap. No, child. If I praise yoa, it is only to inspire you 
with a H^per ambition. Yuu are bom to make a great marriage. Beau- 
ty is valuable or worthless according as you invest the property to the 
best advantage. Marian, go and order the terriage I 

[JBxit Marian, r. 3 b. 

Pauline. Who ean it be that sends me, every day, these beautiful 
flowers ? How sweet they are ! 

Snter Servant, l. 2 e. 

Servant. Monsieur Beauseant, madnm. • 

Mmb. Deschap. Let him enter. (£xit Servant) Pauline, this is an- 
other offer I — I know it is I Your father should engage an additional 
clerk to keep the account book of your conquests. \ 

Snter Bbaubbant, l. 2 s. 

Beauseant. Ah, ladies, how fortunate I am to flnd yon at home. 
(aside) liow lovely she looks I It is a great sacrifice I make in maiTy- 
ing into a family in trade! — they will be eternally grateful) (aioud) 
Madam, you will permit me a word with your charming daughter? (op- 
proaehes Pauline, who rises disdainfully) Mademoiselle, I have ventured 
to wait upon you, in a hope that you must long since have divined. Last 
night, when you outshone all the beauty of Lyons, yon completed your 
conquest over roe. You know that my fortune is not exceeded by any 
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estate in tlie province — you know that, but for tlie Revo'ution, which 
has defraude<l me of my titles,^ should be noble. May I, then, trust 
tiiat you will not reject my alliance 1 I offer you my hand and heart. 

Padlinb {asike). He has the air of a man who confers a favor, (aloud) 
Sir, you are very condescending — I thank you humbly ; but, bein^r duly 
sensible of my own demerits, you must allow mo to decline the honor 
you propose, {curtsies, and turns away.) 

Beau. (c). Decline! impossible! — you are not serious. Madnra, 
suffer me to appeal to you. I am a suitor for your daiifj^hter's hand — 
the settlements shall be worthy her beauty and my station. May I wait 
on M. Deschappelles 1 

Mme. Dbschap. M Deschappelles never interferes in the domestic 
arrangements — you are very obliging. If you were still a marquis, or 
if my daui^hter were intended to marry a commoner, why, perhaps, we 
might give you the preference. 

Beau. A commoner ! — we are all commoners in France now. 

Mme. Descuap. In France, yes ; but there is a nobility still left in the 
other countries in Europe. We are quite aware of your good qualities, 
and don't doubt that you will find some lady more suitable to your pre- 
tensions. We shall be always happy to see you as an acquaintance, M. 
Beauseant ! — My dear child, the carriage will be here presently, [tfoes to 
Pauline.) 

Beau. Say no more, madam ! — say no more ! {aside) Refused ! and 
by a merchant's daughter ! — refused I It will be all over Lyons before 
sunset ! I will so and bury myself in my chateau, study philosophy, 
and tuin woman-hater! Refused ! They ouaht to be sent to a mad- 
house ! {aloud) Ladies, I have the honor to wish you a very good morn- 
ing. « [Exit^ L. 2 E. 

Mme. Descuap. How forward these men are! — I think, child, we 
kept up our dignity. Any girl, however inexperienced, knows how to 
accept an offer, but it requires a vast deal of address to refuse one with 
proper condescension and disdain. I used to practise it at school with 
the dancing-master. 

Enter Damas, l 2 b. ^ 

Damas (c). Good morning, cousin Deschappelles. Well, Pauline, 
are you recovered from last night's ball 1 So many triumphs must be 
very fatiguing. Even M. Glavis sighed most piteously when you de- 
parted ; but that might be the effect of the supper. 

Paulink. M. Glavis, indeed I 

Mme. Debchap. M. Glavis 1 — as if my daughter would think of M. 
Glavis ! 

Damas. Hey-day ! why ^lot 7 His father left hlra a very pretty for- 
tune, and his birth is higher than yours, cousin Deschappelles. But 
perhaps you arc looking to M. Beauseant — his father was a marquis be- 
fore the Revolution. 

Pauline. M. Beauseant ! Cousin, you delight in tormenting me ! 

Mme. Deschap. DonH mind him, Pauline! Cousin Damas, you have 
no susceptibility of feeling — there is a certain indelicacy in all youi- 
ideas. M. Beauseant knows already that he is no match for my daugh- 
ter! 

Damas. Pooh ! pooh ! one would think you intended your daughter 
to marry a prince ! 

Mme. Dkschap. Well, and if I did ? — what then 1 Many a foreign 
prince 

Damas {interrupting her). Foreign prince ! — foreign fiddlestick I — you 
ought to be ashamed of such nonsense at your time of life, {crosses b.) 
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Mmb. PESCHA.F. My time of life! That is an expression ncvor ap- 
plied to any lady till she is sixty-nine and three-quarters, and oiily tlien 
by the clergymp.n of the parish ! 

Enter Servant, l. 2 e. 
/ 

Servant. Madam, the carriage is at the door. [Exit, l. 2 e. 

Mmb. Dsschap. Come, child, put on your bonnet — you really havf* a 
very ihorouohbred air — not at all liite your poor father, {fondltj) Ah, 
you little coquette ! when a young lady is always making mischief, it is 
a sure sisn that she takes after her mother ! 

Pauline. Good day, cousin Damas — and a b<»tter humor to you. (/70- 
ing hack to the table ^ and taking the flower 8) AVho cfudd have sent ine iheso 
flowers? [Exeunt Pauline and Madame Deschappelles, l. 2 e. 

Damas. That would be an excellent girl if her head had not been 
turned. I fear she is now become incorris^ible ! Zounds, what a lucky 
fellow I am to be still a bachelor ! They may talk of the devotion <>t' 
the sex — but the most faithful attachment in life is that of a woman in 
love — with herself. [Exit, l. 2 e. 



SCENE U.—TJie exterior of a smaU village inn— sign " Tlte Golden Lion " 
— a few leagues from Lyons, which is seen at a distance. 

Beau, {behind the scenes^ r.). Yes, you may bait the horses ; we shall 
rest here an hour. 

Enter Beausrant and Glavis, r. 

Glavis. Really, my dear Beauseant, consider that 1 have promised to 
spend a day or two with you at your chateau — that I am quite at your 
mercy for my entertainment — and yet you are as silent and as gloomy 
as a mute at a funeral, or an Englishman at a party of pleasure. 

Beau. Bear with me! — the fact is, that I am miserable. 

Gla. You, the richest and gayest bachelor in Lyons ? 

Beau. It is because I am a bachelor that I am miserable. Thou 
knowest Paulin** — the only daughter of the rich merchant, M. Deschap- 
pelles ? 

Gla. Know her 1 — who does not ? — .is pretty as Venus, and as proud 
as Juno. 

Brau. Her taste is worse than her pride, {drawing himself up) Know, 
Gravis, she has actually refused me ! 

Gla. (aside). 80 she has me ! — very consoling ! In all cases of heart- 
ache the aiiplication of another man's disappointment draws out ihc 
pain and allays the irritation, {aloud) Refused you ! and wherefore! 

Beau. I know not, unless it he because the Revolution swept away 
my fnther's title of Marquis — and she will not marry a commoner. Now, 
as we have no noblemen left in France — as we are all citizens, ami 
equals, she can only hope that, in spite of the war, some English Milord 
or German Count will risk his life, by coming to Lyons, that this filli' dh 
Eoinrier may condescend to accept Inm. Refused me, and with .«corn ! 
By Heaven, I'll not submit to it tamely; I'm in a perfect fever of mor- 
tification and rage. Refuse tne, indeed ! {crosses r.) 

Gla. Be comforted, my dear fellow — I will tell you a secret. For 
the same reason she refused mk ! 

Beau. You! — that's a very different matter! But give me your 
hand, Glavis — we'll think of some plan to humble her. Mille diables ! 1 
should like to see her married to a strolling player ! {crosses l ) 
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Enter Landlord /roiN the Inn, l. d. in p. 

Landlord. Your sei vant, citizen Beauseant — servant, sir. Perhaps 
you will take dinner before you proceed to your chateau ; our larder is 
most plentifully supplied. 

Beau. I ha?e no appetite. ^ 

Gla. Nor I. Still it is bad travelling on an empty stomach. What 
have you got 1 {takes the bill of fare from the Landlord, who has crossed c. 
Shout withotit : "Lonj; live the Prince ! — long live the Pnnce ! ") 

BsAiT. The Prince I — what Prince is that 1 I thought we had no 
princes left in France. 

Land. Ha, ha ! the lads always call him Prince. Hehas just won the 
prize in the shooting match, and they are taking him home in triumph. 

Beau. Him ! and who's Mr. Him ? 

Land. Who should he be but the pride of the village, Claude Mel- 
notte 1 Of course you have heard of Claude Meliiotte 1 

Gla {giving back the biU of fare). Never had that honor. Soup — rag- 
out of hare — roast chicken, and, in short, all you have ! 

Beau. Tho son of old Melnotte, the gardener ? 

Land. Exactly so — a wonderful young: nian. 

Beau. How wonderful ? Are his cabbages better than oiher people's ? 

Land. Nay, he don't garden any more ; his father left him well oflf. 
He's only a genius. 

Gla a what ? 

Land. A genius! — a man who can do every thing In life except any- 
thing that's useful — that's a genius. 

Beau. You raise my curiosity — proceed. 

Land. Well, then, about four years ago, old Melnotte died, and left his 
son well to do in the world. We then all observed that a srreat change 
came over young Claude ; he took to reading and Latin, and hired a pro- 
fessor from Lyons, who had so much in his head that he was forced to wear 
a great full-bottom wig to cover it. Then he took a fencing-master, 
and a dancing-master, and a music-roaster ; and then he learned to 
paint ; and at last it was said that young Claude was to go to Paris, 
and set up for a painter. The lads laughed at him at first ; but he is a 
stout fellow, is Claude, and as brave as a lion, and soon taught them to 
laugh the wrong side of their mouths ; and now all the boys swear by 
him, and all the girls pray for him. 

Beau. A promising youth, certainly ! And why do they call him 
Prince! 

Land. Partly because he is at the head of them all, and partly be- 
cause he has such a proud way with him, and weara such fine clothes— 
and, in short, looks like a prince. 

Bisau. And what could have turned the foolish fellow's brain ? The 
Revolution, I suppose ? 

Land. Yes — the revolution that turns us all topsy-turvy — the revolu- 
tion of Love. 

Beau. Romantic young Corydon ! And with whom is he in love \ 

Land. Why — but it is a secret, gentlemen. 

Beau. Oh, certainly. 

Land. Why, then, I hear from his mother, good soul, that it is no less 
a person than the Beauty of Lyons, Pauline Deschappelles. 

Beau andOthk. Ha, ha I Capital ! (Beauseant crosses to Qlavis.) 

Land. You may laugh, but it is as true as 1 stand here. 

Beau. And what does the Beauty of Lyons say to his suit ? 

Land. Lord, sir, she never even condescended to look at him, though 
When he was a boy he worked in her father's garden. 
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Beau. Are you sure of thatl 

Lan6. His mother says tliat Mademoiselle docs not know him by 
8i<zlit. 

Beau, (taking Qlavis aside). 1 have bit it — I have it — here is our re- 
Tenge ! Here is a prince for our damsel. Do you take me ? 

Gla. Deuce take me if I do ! 

Beau. Blockhead ! — it's as clear as a map. What if we conld make 
this elegant clown pass hio^elf off as a foreiffii prince 1 — lend him money, 
clothes, equipage for the purpose ? — make bim propose to Pauline ? — 
marry Pauline t Would it not be delicious 1 

Gla. Ha, ha ! Excellent ! But how shall we support the necessary 
expenses of his highness ') 

Beau. Pshaw ! Revenge is worth a much larger sacrifice than a few 
hundred louis'; as for details, my valet is the trustiest fellow in the 
world, and shall have the appointment of his highnesses establishment. 
Let's go to him at once, and see if he be really this Admirable CrichtoD. 

Gla. With all my heart ; but the dinner ? 

Brau. Always thinking of dinner I Hark ye, landlord; how far is it 
to young Melnotte's cottage ? 1 should like to see such a prodigy. 

Land. Turn down the lane — then strike across the common— and 
you will see his mother's cottage. [£xit, d. p. 

Bbau. True, be lives with his mother, (aside) We will not trust to an 
old woman's discretion ; better send for him hither. Til just step in 
and write him a note. Come, Glavis. 

Gla. Yes; Beauseant, Glavis & Co., manufacturers of princes, whole- 
sale and retail — an uncommonly genteel line of business. But why so 
grave ? 

Beau. You think only of the sport — I of the revenge. 

[Exeunt within the inn, d. in p. 

SCENE in. — The interior of Melkotte's cottage ; flowers placed here and 
there ; a guitar on an oaken tabic, with a port/olio, etc. ; a picture on an 
easel, covered by a curtain ; fencing-foils crossed over t/ie mantel-piece ; an 
atttmpt at refinement in spite of tlie hotneliness of the furniture, etc. ; a 
staircase to the right conducts to the upper story; d. l. p. ; practicable win- 
dow, 0. p. 

The Widow descends the stairs during the shouts. 

{Shout without, distant, l. u. e.). " Long live Claude Melnotte !" ** Long 
live the Prince!" 

Widow Melnotte. Hark ! there's my dear son — carried off the prize, 
I'm sure; and now he'll want to treat them all. {shouts nearer, "Long 
live the Prince.") * 

Clauds Melnotte {without, l.). What I you will not come in, my 
friends ? Well, well — there's a trifle to make merry elsewhere. Good 
dav to you all — ^good day ! {Shouts, " Hurrah ! Long live Prince 
Claude!") 

Enter Claude Melnotte, l. d. in p., with a rifle in his Jutnd. He goes to 

the Widow, and kisses her. 

Mel. Give me joy, dear mother — I've won the prize — never missed 
one shot ! Is it not handsome, this gun 1 

Widow. Humph ! Well, what is it worth, Claude 1 

Mel. Worth ! What is a ribband worth to a soldier 1 Worth ! every- 
thing ! Glory is priceless !" 
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Widow. Leave glory to jrreat folks. All, Claude, Claade ! castles in 
the air cost a vast deal to keep up. How is all this to end 7 What 
good does it do thee to learn Latin, and sini;; songs, and play on the 
guitar, and fence, and dance, and paint pictures 1 All very fine ; but 
what does it bring iu 1 

Mel. Wealth I wealth, my mother ! Wealth to the mind — wealth to 
the heart— high thoughts — brioht dreams-7-the hope of fame — the am- 
bition to be worthier to love Pauline. 

Widow. My poor son I — the young lady wnl never think of thee. 

Mel. Do the stars think of us 1 Yet if the prisoner see them shine 
into his dungeon, wouldvst thou bid him turn away from (heir luMrel 
Even so from this low cell, poverty, I Ijft my eyes to Pauline and forget 
my chains, {puts down his gun and cap near -the staircase^ k. u. e., the 
Widow takes a chair and sits 11. c. Goes to the picture and draws asidt the 
curtain) S»»e, this is her imago — pjinted from memory. Oh, how the 
canvas wrongs her ! {takes up the brush and throws it aside) I shall never 
be a painter. I can paint no likeness but one, and that is above all art. 
I would turn soldier — France needs soldiers ! — but to leave the air that 
Pauline breathes ! AY hat is the hour 1 — so late 1 (takes a chair and sits, ' 
L. 0.) I will tell thee a secret, mother. Thou knowe.\t that for the last 
six weeks I have sent every day tho rarest flowers to Pauline ? — she 
wears them. I have seen them on her breast. Ah, and then the whole 
univerao seemed filled with odors I I have now grown more bold — I 
have poured worship into poetry — I have sent the verses to Pauline — I 
have biyned them with my own name. My messenger ought to be back 
by this time. I bade him wait for the aitswer. 

Widow. And what answer do you expect. Claude? 

Mel. (rises). That which the Queen of Navarre sent to the poor trou- 
badour : " Let me see the Oracle that can tell nations I am beautiful I" 
She will admit me. I shall hear her speak — I shall meet her eyes — 
I shall read upon her cheek the sweet thoughts that translate themselves 
into blushes. Then, — then, oh, then — she may forget that I am the pea- 
sant's son ! {crosses to L.) 

Widow. Nay, it* she will but hear thee talk, Claude. 

Mf.l. I foresee it all. She will tell me that desert is the true rank. 
She will give mo a badge — a flower — a glove ! Oh, rapture ! {crosses r.) 
I shall join the Arniie.s of the Republic — I shall rise— I shall win a uamo 
that beauty wi'.l not blush to hear. I shall return with the right to say 
to her, *' See. how love does not level the j)roud, but raises the hum- 
bio!" Oh, how my heart swells within me! Oh, what glorious prc- 
phets of the future are youth and hope! {hiock at the a, in v.) Who's 
there ? 

Oaspau (without). Gaspar. 

MsL. Come in. {the Widow opt-ns tite door.) 

Enter QabpAr, d. in p. 

IVIel. Welcome, Gaspar. welcome. Whore is the letter? Why-do 
you turn away, mani Where is tho letter? (Gappar gives him one) 
This I This is mine, the one I entrusted to thee. Didst thou not leave 
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Galpar. Yes, I left it. 
i .Mkl. My own verses returned to me. Nothing tlsel 

Gajsrar. Thou wilt bo proud to hear how thy messeuijer was honored. 
For ihy }?ake. Melnotte, I have borne that which no Frenchman can 
biar without disgrace. 

Mel. Disgrace, Caspar I Disgrace 1 
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Gaspar. I gave thy letter to the porter, who passed it from lackey 
to lackey till it reached the lady it was nieaut for. 

Mel. It reached her, then — ^yuu are sure of that! It reached her — 
well, weir 

Qaspab. It reached her, end was returned to me with blows. Dost 
hear, Melnotte ? with blows I Death I are we slaves still, that we are to 
be thus dealt with, we peasants 7 

Mrl. With blows 1 No, Oispar, no; not blows. 

Gabpar. I could show thee the marks if it were not so deep a shame 
to bear them. The lackey who tossed thy letter into the mire swore 
that his lady and her mother never were so insulted. What could thy 
letter contain, Claude 1 

Mbl. {looking over the letter). Not a lino that a serf might not have 
written to an Empress. No, not one. 

Gaspar. They promise thee the same greeting they gave me. If thou 
wilt pass that way. Shall we endure this, Claude 1 

Mel. {wringing Gaspae's hand). Forgive me, the fault is mine ; I 
havn brought this on thee; I will not forget it; thou shalt be avenged. 
The heartless insolence ! * 

Gaspar. Thou art moved, Melnotte; think not of me; I would go 
through fire and water to serve thee ; but — a blow ! It is not the bruise 
that galls—it is the Mush, Melnotte. ( going ) 

Mel. Say, what message 1 How hisulted % Wherefore 1 What the 
offence 1 

Gaspar. Did you not write to Pauline Deschappelles, the daughter of 
the rich merchant 1 

Mbl. Weill 

Gaspar. And are you not a peasant — a gardener's son 1 that was the 
offence. Sleep on it, Melnotte. Blows to a French citizen ; blows ! 

[Exitf D. in F, 

Widow. Now you ore cured, Claude. 

Mel. {tearing the letter). So do i scatter her image to the winds — I 
will stop her in the open streets — I will insult her — I will beat her me- 
nial ruffians — I will — —(turns suddenly to Widow) Mother, am I hump- 
backed — deformed — hideous ? 

Widow. You! 

Mel. a coward — a thief — a liar 1 

Widow. You I 

Mel. Or a dull fool — a vain, drivelling, brainless idiot 7 

Widow. No, no. 

Mel. What am I then — worse than all these 1 Why, I am a peasant. 
What has a peasant to do with love % Vain revolutions, why lavish 
your cruelty on the great 1 Oh, that we — we, the hewers of wood and 
drawers of water — had been swept away, so that the proud might learn 
what the world would l)e without us I {paces the stage excitedly. Knock at 
the D. in p.) 

Enter Servant jrom the Inn^ d. in p. 

Servant. A letter for Citizen Melnotte. 

Mel. A letter ! from her perhaps — who sent thee? 

Sbiiv. (n.). Why, Monsieur — I meim Citizen Beauseant, who stops 
to dine nt the Golden Lion, on his way to his chateau. 

Mkl. Beauseant! {reads) "Young man, I know thy secret — thou 
lovcst above thy station ; if thou hast wit, courage, and discretion, I can 
secure to thee the realization of thy most sanguine hopes ; and the sole 
condition I ask in return is, that thou shalt be steadfast to thine own 
ends. I shall demand from ihee a solemn oath to marry her whom thou 
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lovest ; to bear lier to thine home on thy wedding night. I am serious — 
if thou wouldst learn more, lose not a moment, but follow the bearer of 
this letter to thy friend and patron, Coarlbs BBAusEAyT." Can I be- 
lieve my eyes? Are our own passions the sorcerers that raise up for 
us spirits of good or evil? 1 will go instantly. [Erit SeayANT, d. in f. 

Widow. What is this, Claude 1 

Mbl. "Marry her whom thou lovest" — "bear her to thine own 
home." Oh, revenge and love ; which of you is the stronger 1 {gazing 
on the picture) Sweet face, thou smilest on me from the canvas; weak 
fool that I am, do I then love her still ? No, it is the vision of my own 
romance that I have worshipped; it is the reality to which I bring scgm 
for scorn. Adieu, mother ! I will return anon. [Exit Widow ttp the 
staircase) My brain reels — the earth swims before me. {looks again at the 
letter) ** Marry her whom thou lovest." No, it is not a mockery ; I do 
not dream I [Exit^ d. in p. 

CUBTAIir. 



ACT II. 



SCENE. I. — The gardens of M. Dbschappelles* house at Lyons — the home 

seen at the back of ilie stage. 

Enter Bbauseant and Glavis from the house, l. 8. E. 

Beau. Well, what think you of my plot ? Has it not succeeded to a 
miracle 1 The instant that I introduced his Highness the Prince of Como 
to the pompous mother and the scornful daughter, it was all over with 
them ; he came — he saw — he conquered ; and, thouoh it is not many 
days since he arrived, they have already promised him the hand of Pau- 
line. 

Ola. It is lucky, though, that you told them his highness travelled 
incognito, for fear the Directory (who are not very fond of princes) 
should lay him by the heels ; for he has a wonderful wish to keep up 
his rank, and scatters our gold about with as much coolness aS if he 
were watering his own flower-pots. 

Beau. True, he is damnably extravagant ; I think the sly dog does it 
out of malice. However, it must be owned tliat he reflects credit on his 
loyal subjects, and makes a very pretty flgure in his flne clothes, with 
my diamond snuff-box. 

Gla. And my diamond ring! But do you think he will be flrm to 
the last? I fancy I see symptoms of relenting; he will never keep up 
his rank if he once lets out his conscience. 

Beau. His oath binds him ! he cannot retract without being for- 
sworn, and those low fellows are always superstitious I But, as it is, I 
tremble lest he be discovered ; that bluff* Colonel Damas (Madame Des- 
chappelles' cousin) evidently suspects . him ; we must make haste and 
conclude the farce ; I have thought of a plan to end it this very day. 

Gla. This very day ! Poor Pauline ! her dream will soon be over. 

Bkau. Yes, this day they shall be married; this evening, according 
to his oath, he shall carry his tride to the Golden Lion, and then ponip, 
equipage, retinue, and title all shall vanish at once; and her "Highness 
the Princess shall flnd that she has refused the son of a Marquis, to 
marry the son of a gardener. Oh, Pauline ! once so loved, now hated, 
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vet still not relinquished, thou shnlt drain the cup to the dregs — thou 
bhalt know what it is to be humbled ! {thei/ go l.) 

Enter from the fmtse, l. b. e., Melnottb, as the Prince of Como, leading in 
Pauune ; Madame DescuafprlleSj fanning herteif ; and CoLoyEh 
Daxas. Beauseant and Glavis bow reipeclfidlg. Pauline and Mel- 
voTTE'walk apart. 

Mmr Deschap. Good morning, gentlemen ; really I am so fatigued 
with lausr liter ; the dear Prince is so entertaining. What wit he has I 
Any one may see that ho has spent his whole life in courts. 

Daxa8 (r.). And what the deuce do you know about courts, cousin 
Deschappelleci 1 You women regjard men just as you buy books — you 
never care about what is in them, but how they are bound and lettered. 
*Sdeath, I don't think you would ev«u look at your Bible if it had not a 
title to it. 

Mxe. Deschap. (r. c). How coarse you are, cousin Damas ! quite the 
manners of a barrack — you don't deserve to l>e one of our family ; really, 
we must drop your acquaintance when Pauline marries. I cannot^)at- 
ronize any relations that would discredit my future son-in-law, Prince 
of Como. 

Mel. (c, advancing). These are beautiful gardens, madam. 

MxB. Deschap. Does your highness r^lly think so ? 

Mel. They are laid out in the best taste ; who planned them ? (Beau- 
8KANT and Glavis retire.) 

Mmb. Deschap. A gardener named Melnotte, your highness — an hon- 
est man who knew his station. I can't say as much for his son — a pre- 
suming fellow, who — ha, ha ! actually wrote verses — such doggerel ! — 
to my daughter. 

Pauline. Yes, how you would have laughed at them, Prince ! you 
who write such beautiful verses ! 

Mel. This Melnotte must be a monstrous impudent person ! 

Damas. Is he good-looking ? 

Mme Deschap. I never notice such canaille — an ugly, mean-looking 
clown, if 1 remember right. 

Damas. Yet I heard your porter say he was wonderfully like bis high- 
ness. 

Mel. {taking muff). You are complimentary. 

Mmb. Deschap. For shame, cousin Damas ! like the Prince, indeed ! 

Pauline. Like you I Ah, mother, like our beautiful Prince! I'll 
never speak to you again, cousin Damas. (Pauline, Madame Deschap- 
PLBS, and Dama8 retire, r. Beausbant and Glavis advance^ l.) 

Mel. {aside). Humph — rank is a great beautiflerl 1 never passed for 
an Apollo while I \vuh a peasant ; if I am so handsome as a prince, what 
should I be as an emperor! {aloud) Monsieur Beauseaut, will you hon- 
or me ? {offers snuff.) 

Beau. No, your highness ; I have no small vices. 

Mel. Nay, if it were a vice, you'd be sure to have it. Monsieur Bcau- 
seant. (Madame Deschappblles and Vavlive advance, r. c.) 

Mme. Drschap. Ha ! ha ! how very severe— what wit I 

Beau, {in a rage, and aside). Curse his impertinence. 

Mmb. Deschap. (c). What a superb snuff-box. I 

Pauline (b. c). And what a beautiful ring I 

Mel. You likeihe box — a trifle — interesting perhaps from associations 
— a present from Louis XlV. to my great-great-grandmother. Honor 
me by accepting it. 

Beau. ( plucking him by the sleeve). How — what the devil I my box— 
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are yea mad 1 It is worth fiyo hundred IduIs. (^Madamb Dbschapplles 
sJtows the box to Dabias.) 

Mel. {unhieding him, and turning to Pauline). And you like this ring 1 
Ah, it has, indeed, a lustre since your eyes liave shoue on it. {^placinj 
it on Iierjinger) Henceforth hold me, sweet enchantress, the Slave of the 
Rin:;. 

Gla, {pulting him). Stay, stay — what are you about! My maiden 
auitt's legacy — ^a diamond of the first water. You shall be hanged for 
swhidhog, sir. 

Mel. (pretending not to hear). It is curious, this ring; it is the one 
with which my grandfather, the Doge of Venice, married the Adriatic! 
(Madame and Pauline examine the ring, and retire, n.) 

Mel. (to Beauseant and Gla vis). Fie, gentlemen ! princes must be 
senerous. {turnM to Daxaa, who ia a. c, and who watches them closely) 
These kin<l Triends have my intcresc so much at heart, that they are as 
careful of my property as if it were their own. 

Beait. anddhk. {confusedly). Ha! ha! very gooJ joke that {appear to 
remonstrate with Mblnottb in dumb show,) 

Damas. What's aJl that whispering 1 I am sure there is some ju2sle 
here; hang me, if I think he is an Italian after all. Gad, Til try him. 
Servitore umillisslmo, Eccellenza.* (Claude looks at Beauseant for in- 
formation.) 

Mel. Hum — what does he mean, I winder 1 

Damas. Godo di vedervi in buona salute.f 

Mel. Hem — ^hem ! (crosses ^ r.) 

Damas. Pa bel tempo — cho si dice di iiuovo ?J 

Mbl. Well, sir, what's all that gibberish ? 

Damas. 0!i. oh ! only Italian, your highness — ^the Prince of Como 
does not understand his own language ! 

Mkl. Not as you pronounce it; who the deuce could 1 ( goes up, c.) 

Mme. Dsscuap. Ha I ha ! cousin Damas, never pretend to what you 
don't know. ( goes to Mblnotte. ) 

Pauline. Ha ! ha I cousin Damas ; pou speak Italian, indeed ! {ma^es 
a mocking gesture at him, and Joins MKhyoijE and Madame Deschap- 

PELLES.) 

Beau, (to Gl avis). Clever dog J how ready! 

Gla. (l.) Ready, yes ; with my diamond ring ! Damn his readiness. 
{they retire a few paces.) 

Damas. Laugh at me ! laugh at a cohmel in tho French Army ! — the 
fellow's an impostor ; I know ho is. 1 11 see if he understands fighting 
as well as he does Italian, (goes up to him, aud toucJus him upon the shoul- 
der. Melnottr bows to the Ladies and comes forward) Sir, you are a 
jackanapes ! Can you construe thati 

Mel. No, sir ; I never construe afi'ronts in the presence of ladies ; by- 
and-by I shall be happy to take a lesson — or give one. 

Demas. I'll find tiie occasion, never fear! 

Mme. Dbschap. Where are you going, cousin 1 

Damas. To correct my Italian. [Exit into Jtottse, l s. e. 

. Beau, [to Glavis). Let us after, and pacify him; he evidently sus- 
l>ects something. ( going. ) ' . 

Gla. Yes ! — but my diamond ring ! 

Bkau. And my box ! We are over-taxed fellow-.'-.ubjects ! we must 
stop the supplies, and dethrone the prince. 

Gla. Prince ! — he ought to be heir-npparent to King Stork. 



♦ Your Excellency's moat liumblo serrant. 1 1 nm glad to sec yoa in good health. 

t Fine weather. "What news U there J 
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Exeunt Beauseakt and Glatis into house, l. s. e. The Ladies and 

Melnottb advance. 

Mme. Descuap. (r). Dare I ask your liigliness to forgive my cousin's 
iusufferabie vulgarity 7 

Pauline (l.). Oh, yes ! — you will forgive his manner for the sake of 
]ii» lieart. 

Mel. (c.)> And the sake of bis cousin. Ah, madam, there is ono 
comfort in rank — we are so sure of our position that we are not easily 
affronted. Besides, M. Damas has bought the right of indulgence from 
his friends by never showing it to his enemies. 

Paul. Ah ! lie is indeed as brave in action as lie is rude in speech. 
He rose from the ranks to bis present grade, and in two years ! 

Mel. In two years ! — two years, did you say 1 

Mme. Descuap. {aside). I donU like leavins; girls alone with their lov- 
eis ; but, with a prince, it would be so ill-bred to bo prudish. 

[Exit into house^ l. 8. e. 

Mel. You can be proud of your connection with one who owes his 
position to merit — not birth. 

Pauline. Why, yes; but still 

Mel. Still what,* Pauline ? 

Pauline. There is somethin<T slorions in the heritage of command. A 
man who has ancestors is like a representative of the past. 

Mel. True ; but, like other representatives, nine times out of ten he 
is a silent member. Ah, Pauline I not to the past, but to the future, 
looks true nobility, and finds its blazon in posterity. 

Pauline. You sny this to please me, who have no ancestors; but 
you. prince, must be proud of so illustrious a race! 

Mel. No, no! I would not, were I fifty times a prince, be a pen- 
sioner on the dead ! I honor birth and ancestry when they are regard- 
ed as the incentives to exertion, not the title-deeds to sloth ! I honor 
the laurels that overshadow the sraves of our fathers— it is our fathers I 
emulate, when I desire that beneath the evergreen I myjielf have planted 
my own ashes may repose ! Dearest ! couldst thou but see with my 
eves! 

Pauline. I cannot forego pride when I look on thee, and think that 
thou lovest me. Sweet Prince, tell me again of thy palace by the lake 
of Como ; it is so ])1easa:ii to hear of thy splendors since thou didst 
swear to me that they would bo desolate without Pauline; and when 
thou describest them, it is with a mocking lip and a noble scorn, as if 
custom had made thee disdain greatness. 
Mel. Nay, dearest, nay. if thou wouldst have me paint 
The home to which, could love fulfill its prayers, 
This hand would lead thee, listen !* A deep vale 
Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude world ; 
Near a clear lake, margined by fruits of gold 
And whispering myrtles ; glassing softest skies, 
As cloudless, save with rare and roseate shadows 
As I would have thy fate ! 



* The reader will observe that Melnotte evades the request of Pauliae. He pro- 
ceeds to describe a home. whicU he docs not sujr 1 e possesses, but to which lie would 
lead her, " muld bwf. fulfill its prayrrs.'* Tbw caution id iuteDdcd us a reply to a sa- 
{jucious critic who ccniiures the description because it U not uu exact and prosiiic in- 
ventory of the charaoteris(io8 of the Lake of T'omo I When Melnotte, for instance, 
talks of bird^ " that syllable the name of Pauline " (by the way, a litexiil translaiiun 
tmm an Italian poet), be is not tbiukin^^ of oinitholo:fy, but probably of the ** Ara- 
bian Nights/* lie is venting the extravagant bat natural entbuaiasai ot the poet 
and the lover. 
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Pauline. My own dear love ! 

Claude and Pauline pace the stage during this fpeeeh^ arid at the end Mel- 

NOTTE sioftda L. 

Mel. a palace lifting to eternal summer 

Its marble walls, from out a flossy bower 

Of coolest foliage, musical wiih birds, 

Whose songs should syllable thy name ! At noon 

We'd sit beneath the archin:j viues, and wonder 

Why Earth could be unhappy, while the Hejivena 

Still left us youth and lovo ! We'd have no friends 

That were not lovers ; no ambition, save 

To excel them all in love ; we'd read no books 

That were not tales of love — that we might smile 

To think how poorly eloquence of words 

Translates the poetry of hearts like ours ! 

And when night came, amidst the breathless Heavens, 

We'd guess what star should be our home when love 

Becomes immortal ; while the perfumed light 

Stole through the mist of alabaster lamps, 

And every air was heavy with the sighs 

Of orange groves and music from sweet lutes. 

And murmurs of low fountains that gush forth 

r the midst of roses ! — Dost thou like the picture? 
Pauline. Oh, as the bee upon the flower, I hang 

Upon the honey of thy eloquent tongue ! 

Am I not blest 1 And if I love too wildly, 

Who would not love thee like Pauline ? 
Mel. {bitterly). Oh, false one ! 

It is the prince thou lovest, not the man ; 

If in the stead of luxury, pomp, and power, 

I had painted poverty, and toil, and care. 

Thou hadst found no honey on my tongue ; Pauline, 

That is not love ! {crosses a.) 
Pauline. Thou wrongest me, cruel Prince ! 

At first, in truth. I might not have been won. 

Save through the weakness of a flatterM pride ; 

But now — oil ! trust me — couldst thou fall from power 

And sink 

Mel. As low as that poor gardener's son 

Who dared to lift his eyes to thee 1 
Pauline. Even then, 

Methinks thou wouldst be only made more dear 

By the sweet thought that I could prove how dpep 

Is woman's love ! We are like the insect", caught 

By the poor glittering of a garish flame ; 

But, oh, the wings once scorch'd, the brightest star 

Lures us no more ; and by the fatal light 

We cling till death ! {embrace.) 
Mel. Angel I 

(aside). conscience ! conscience ! 

It must not be — her love hath grown a torture 

Worse than her hate. I will at once to Beauseant. 

And - hi ! he comes. Sweet love, one moment leave me. 

I have business with these gentlemen — I — I 

Will forthwith join you. 
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£nter Bbauseant and Glavis ; Ihey bow to Paulixr, and rtinain up ttage, 

m 

Paulinb. Do nut tarry long ! [Exit into hotue, l. 8. e. 

Bbauseant and Glayis advance. 

Mel. (c). Release me from my oath — ^I will not marry her ! 

Beau. Then thou art perjured. (Glavis standi i*.) 

Mel. No, I was not in my senses when I swore to thee to marry her ! 
I was blind to all but her scorn — deaf to all but my passion and my 
raoje ! Give roe back^my poverty and my honor. 

Beau. It is too latc^— you must marry her ! and this day. I have a 
story already coined, and sure to pass current. This Daraas suspects 
thee — he will set the police to work— thou wilt be detected — Pauline 
will despise and execrate thee. Thou wilt be sent to the common jail 
as a swindler. 

Mel. Fiend ! {crossen to b.) 

Beau. And in the heat of the girl's resentment (you know of what re- 
sentment is capable), and the parents* shame, she will be induced to 
marry the first that offers — even perhaps your humble servant. 

Mel. You ! No ; that were worse — for thou hast no mercy ! I will 
marry her — I will keep my oath. Quick, then, with the damnable in- 
vention thou* art hatching — quick, if thou wouldstnot have me strangle 
thee or myself {retires, r ) 

Gi.A. What a tiger ! Too fierce for a prince — he ought to have been 
tho Grand Turk. 

Beac. Enough — I will use dispatch ; be prepared. 
[Exeunt Beau 8E Ay T and Glayis into fiouse, l. s. e. Mklkottk advances, n. 

Enter DAMAS,//'om the house, l. s. e., tcith iico swords. 

Damab. Now, then, sir, the ladies are no longer your excuse. I have 
brought you a couple of dictionaries ; let us see if your highness can find 
out the Latin for bilbo. 

Mel. Away, sir ! I am in no humor for jesting. 

Dam a 8. I see yon understand something of the grammar ; you de- 
cline the noun-substanlive " small-sword " with great ease; but that 
won't do — you must take a lesson in parsing, 

Mel. Fool ! (crosses^ l.) 

Bamas. Sir, as sons take after their mother, so the man who calls me 
a fool insults the lady who bore me ; there's no escape for you — fight 
you shall, or 

Mel. (l.). Oh, enough 1 enough — take your ground. (tJiey Jight\ Da- 
mas is disarmed. Melnotte takes up t/u stcord and returns it to Damas 
respectfully) A just punishment to the brave soldier who robs the State 
of its best property — the sole right to his valor and his life. 

Damas (r. ). Sir, you fence exceedingly well ; you must be a man of 
honor — I don't care a jot whether you are a prince ; but a man who has 
carte and tierce at his finger's ends must be a gentleman. 

Mel. {aside). Gentleman! Ay, I was a gentleman before I turned 
conspirator ; for honest men are the gentlemen of Nature ! (aloud) Colo- 
nel, Ihey tell me you rose from the ranks. 

Damas. I did. 

Mel. And in two years! 

Damas. It is true ; that's no wonder in our army at present. Why, 
the oldest general in the service is scarcely thiriy, and we have some of 
two-aud-twenty. 
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^Iel Two-an<l-t.wenly ! 

Dama.3. Yes; in ilio French Array, now-a-days, promotion is not a 
matter of purchase. We are all heroes, because we may be all generals. 
We have no fear of the cypress, because we may all hope for the laurel. 

Mel. a general at two-and-iwenty 1 (funiiuy to Damap) Sir, I may 
.ask you a favor one of these days. 

Damas. Sir, I shall be proud to grant it. (Melnotte retires) It is as- 
tonishing how much I. like a man after I have fought with him. {hidfn 
the ttcarda, a.) 

Enter Madame Deschappellcs and Bkauseant, from house, l. s. e. 

Beauseant crosses behind to r. 

Mmb Deschap. Oh, prince — prince ! What do I hear 7 You must 
fly — you must quit us ! 

Mel. I ! 

Beai7. Yes, prince ; read this letter, just received from my friend at 
Paris, one of the Directory ; they suspect you of desiijns against the 
Republic ; they are very suspicious of princes, and your family take 
part with the Anstrians. Knowing that 1 introduced your hii^hnoss at 
Lyons, my friend writes to me to say that you must quit the town im- 
mediately, or you will be arrested — thrown into prison, perhaps guillo- 
tined ! Fly I I will order horses to your carriage instantly. Fly to 
Marseilles; there you can take ship to Leghorn. 

Mme. Deschap. And what's to become of Pauline 1 Am I not to bo 
a mother to a princess, after all 1 

Untcr Pauline awrf Monsieur Dkscuappelles, /rom Itous;?, l. s. e. 

Pauline {throwing herself into Melxotte's arms). You must leave us. 
Leave Pauline ! 

Beau. Not a moment is to be wasted. 

M. Deschap. (c). I will go to the magistrates, and inquire 

Br AC. Then ho is lost ; the magistrates, hearing he is su»pecic.l, will 
order his arrest. 

Mmb. Deschap. And I shall not be a princess-dowager ! 

Beau. Why not? There is only one thing to be done — send for the 
priest — let the marriage take place at once, and the prince carry home 
a bride, {ero^ses to h.) 

Mel. Impossible I (aside) Villain! 

Mmk. Deschap. What, lose my child 7 

Beau, And gain a jHincessI 

Mme. Deschap. Oh, Monsieur Beauseant, you are so very kind, it must 
be so — we ought not to be selfish, my daughter's happiness at stake. She 
will go away, too, in a carriage and six ! 

Pauline. Thou art here still — I cannot part from thee, my heart will 
break. 

Mel. But you will not consent to this hasty union 1 — thou wilt not 
wed an outcast — a fugitive 1 

Paulixk. Ah ! if thou art in danger, who should share it but Pauline ] 

Mel. {aside). Distraction ! If the earth could swallow me ! 

M. Deschap. Gently! gently! The settlements — the contracts — my 
daughter's dowry ! 

Mel. The dowry! I am not base enough for that; no, not one far- 
thing I 

Beau, (to Madame). Noble fellow ! Really your husband is too 
mercantile in these mattei*s. Monsieur Deschappelles, you hear his 
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highness? we can arrange tho settlements by proxy \U the way with 
people of quality. 

M. Descuap. But 

Mme. Dbschap. Hold your tongne ! Don't ex|)ose yourself. 
Beau. 1 will lirina the prie.-t in a trice. Go in ^11 of you and pre- 
pare : tlie carriage shall be at the door before»the ceremony is over. 

Mmb. Dbschap. Be sure there are six liorses, Beauseaut 1 You are 
very good to have forgiven ns for refusing you ; but yoi^, see — a prince. 

Deau. And such a priuce ! Madame, I cannot blush at tho success 
of so illustrious a rival, (astde) Novv will I follow them to the village, 
enjoy my triumph, and to-morrow, in the hour of thy shame and grief, 
I think, proud girl, thou wiH prefer even these arms to those of the gar- 
dener's son. [Exit, L. 8. E. 

Mmr. Dbschap. Come, Monsieur Deschappelles, give your arm to her 
highness that is to be. 

M. Dbschap. I don*t like doing business in such a hurry ; 'tis not 
the way with the house of Deschappelles and Co. 
• Mme. Dbschap. There, now, you fancy you are in the counting- 
house, don't you 1 ( pushes him to Pauline.) 

Mkl. Stay, stay, Pauline — one word. Have yon no scruple, no fear ? 
Speak — it is not yet too Inle. 

Pauline. When I loved thee, thy fate became mine. Triumph or 
danger — joy or sorrow — 1 am by thy side. 

Dauas. Well, well. Prince, thou art a lucky man to be so loved. She 
is a good little girl in spito of her foibles — tnako her as happy as if she 
were not to be a princess. Come, sir, I wish you joy — young— tender- 
lovely — zounds ! I envy you. {slappiny him on the shoulder.) 
Mel. {who has stood opart in gloomy abstraction). 
Do you 1 Wise judges wo are of each other. 
" Woo, wed, and bear her homo !" So runs the bond 
To which I sold myself— and then — what then 1 
Away — I will not look beyond the hour. 
You envy me— I thank you — you may read 
My joy upon my brow — I thank you, sir ! 
If hearts had audible language, you would hear 
What mine would answer when you talk of envt/ ! 

[Exeunt into Itotise, l. u. e. 

CURTATX. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The exterior of the Gdilcn L'on — time^ twilight, Th< moon 

rises during the scene. 

Enter Landlord and his Daughter from the Inn^ l. d. p. 

Land. Ha — ha— ha ! Well, I never shall get over it. Our Clande is 
a prince with a vengeance now. His carriage breaks down at my inn — 
ha — ha ! 

Janet. And what airs tho young lady gives herself ! "Is this the 
best room you have, young woman 1" with such a toss of the head. 

Land. Well, get in, Janet; get in and see to the supper ; the servants 
must sup before they go back. [Exeunt^ l. d. p. 
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£rtier Beaureaxt and Glavis, l. h. 

Beau. You seo our princess is lodged at last— one stage more, and 
she'll be at her journey's end — the beautiful pa'ace at the foot of the 
Alps — ha — ha ! 

Gla. Faith, I pity the poor Pauline— especially if she's going: to sup 
at the Golden Lion, {inakea a wry face) 1 shall never forget that cursed 
ragout. 

£nter Mblnotte from the Inn, l. d. p. 

Beau. Your servant, my Prince ; you reigned most worthily. I con- 
dole with you on your abdication. I am afraid that your Irighness's re- 
tinue are not very faithful servants. I think they will quit you in the 
moment of your fall — 'lis the fate of greatness. But you are welcome 
to your fine clothes — also the diamond snuff-box, which Louis XIV. 
gave to your frreat-greatgrand mother. 

Gla. And the ring, with which your grandfather the Doge of Venice 
married the Adriatic. 

Mel. I have kept my oath, gentlemen — say, have I kept my oath 7 

Beau. Most relisriously. 

Mel. Then you have done with me and mine — away with you. 
" Beau. How.^knave ? 

Mel. Look you, our bond is over. Proud conquerors that we are, 
we have won the victory over a simple girl, compromised her honor — 
embittered her life — blasted, in their very blossoms, all the flowers of 
tier youth. This is your triumph — it is my shame ! {turns to Bbadsbant) 
Enjoy thy triumph, but not in my sight. I was her betrayer — I am her 
protector ! Cross but her path — one word of scorn, one look of insult 
— nay, but one quiver of that mocking lip, and I will teach thee that 
bitter word thou hast graven eternally in this heart — Repentance ! 

Beau. His highness is most grandiloquent. 

Mel. Highness mo no more! Beware! Remorse has made me a 
new being. Away with you ! There is danger in me. Away 1 

Gla. (aside). He's an awkward fellow to deal with; come away, Beau- 
seant ! 

Beau. I know the respect due to rank. Adieu, my Prince. Any 
commands at Lyons ? Yet hold — I promised you 200 louis on your 
wedding-day; here they are. 

Mel. {dashing the purse to the ground). I gave you revenge, I did not 
sell it. Take up your silver, Judas; take it. Ay, it is fit you should 
learn to stoop. 

Beau. You will beg my pardon for this some aay. {aside to Glavis) 
Come to my chateau — I shall return hither to-morrow, to learn how 
Pauline likes her new dignity. 

Mel. Are you not gone yet 1 

Beau. Your highness's most obedient, most faithful 

Gla. And most humble servants. Ha — ha ! 

[Exeunt Beauseant and Glavis, r. 

Mel. Thank Heaven I had no weapon, or I should have slain them. 
Wretch ! what can I say ? Where turn 1 On all sides mockery — the 
very boors within — {laughter fotn the Inn) 'Sdeath, if even in this short 
absence the exposure should have chanced. I will call her. We will 
go hence. I have already sent one I can trust to my mother's house. 
There, at least, none can insult her agony — gloat upon her shame ! 
There alone must she learn what a villain she has sworn to love. 

At he turns to the door^ Pauline enters frotn the Inn^ l. d. f. 
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Pauunb. Ah ! my lord, what a place ! I never saw such rode peo- 
ple. I think the very sight of a prince, though he travels ineognitOf 
tarns their honest heads. What a pity the carriage should break down 
in such a spot-! Tou are not well — the drops stand on your brow — your 
hand is feverish. 

Mbl. Nay, it is but a passing spasm ; the air— - 
Paulinb. Is not the soft air of your native south. {pauH) 

How pale he is ! — indeed thou art not well. 

Where are our people '^ I will call them, {going,) 
Mbl. Hold ! 

I— I am well. 
Paulinb. Thou art ! Ah ! now I know it. 

Thou fanciest, my kind lord — I know thou dost — 

Thou fanciest these rude walls, these rustic jzossips, 

Brick'd floors, sour wine, coarse viands, vex Pauline ; 

And so they might, but thou art by my side, 

And I forget all else. 

Enter Landlord from d. f., the Sbbvants peeping and laughing over his 

shoulder, 

La5d. My lord — ^your highness — 

Will your most noble excellency choose 

Mbl. Begone, sir ! [Exit Landlobd, laughing, 

Paulinb. How could they have learn'd thy rank ? 

One's servants are so vain ; nay, let it not 

Chafe thee, sweet Prince ! — a few short days and we 

Shall see thy palace by its lake of silver. 

And — nay, nay, spendthrift, is thy wealth of smiles 

Already drained, or dost thou play the miser 1 
Mel. (b. c). Thine eyes would call up smiles in deserts, fair one. 

Let us escape these rustics ; close at hand 

There is a cot, where I have bid prepare 

Our evening lodgment — a rude, homely roof, 

But honest, where our welcome will not be 

Made torture by the vulgar eyes and tongues 

That are as death to Love I A heavenly night ! 

The wooing air and the soft moon invite us. 

Wilt walk 1 I pray thee, now— I know the path, 

Ay, every inch of it ! 
Paulinb. What, thou ! methought 

Thou wert a stranger in these parts 1 Ah, truant, 

Some village beauty lured thee ! — thou art now 

Grown constant 1 
Mbl. Trust me. 

Padline. Princes are so changeful I 

Mbl. Come, dearest, come. 
Pauline. Shall I not can our people 

To light us ? 
Mbl. Heaven will lend its stars for torches I 

It is not far. 
Paulimb. The night breeze chills me. 

Mel. Nay, 

Let me thus mantle thee ; {throws hit doak over her) it is not cold« 
Paulinb. Never beneath thy smile I 
Mbl. (aeide), Heaven I forgive me I 

[ExemU, b. 
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SCENE II. — Melnottb's cottage — "Widow bustling about — a table spread 

for supper. 

Widow So, I tliink tbat looks very neat. He sent me a line, so blot- 
ted that I can scarcely read it. to say he would be here almost immedi- 
ately. She must have loved him well indeed to'liave forgotten his birth ; 
for though he was introduced to her in disguise, he is too honorable not 
to have revealed to her the artifice ; which her love only could forj^ive. 
Well, I do not wonder at it ; for though my son is not a prince, he 
ought to be one, and that*s almost as good, {knock at d. in f.) Ab ! here 
tliey are. 

E)iter Melnotte and Vavljse from d. in p. ; he places his cloak and hat on 

a elusir. 

Widow. Oh, my boy — the pride of my heart ! — welcome, welcome. I 
beg pardon, ma'am, but I do love him so ! (Melnottb conies down l.) 

Pauline (r.). Good woman, I really — why. Prince, what is this I — 
does the old lady know you ? Oh, I guess you have done her some ser- 
vice. Another proof of your kind heart ; is it not ? 

Mel. (l.). Of my kind heart, ay ! 

Pauline. So you know the Prince 1 

Widow. Know him, madam ? Ah, I begin to fbar it is you who know 
him not ! 

Pauline (cross's to Mf.lnotte). Can we stay here, my lord ? I think 
there's sonieiliing very wild about her. (Melnotjb passes her round to l.) 

Mel. Madam, I-^no. I cannot tell her : what a coward is a man who 
has lost his honor ! Speak to her — speak to her — {to his mother) te!l her 
that — Iloaven, that 1 were dead I {crohses r.) 

Pauline. How confused he looks I — this strange place! — this woman 
— what can it mean ? — I half suspect — i^ho are you, madam ? — who are 
you 1 can't you speak ^ are you struck dumb 7 

Widow (c ). Claude, you have not deceived her ? Ah, shame upon 
you ! I thought that, before you went to the altar, she was to La¥e 
known all. 

Pauline. All ! what! My blood freezes in my veins ! 

Widow. Poor lady — dare I tell her, Claude 1 ( Melnottb makes a 
sign of absent) Enow you not, then, madam, that this young man is of 
poor though honest parents 1 Know you not that you are wedded to 
my son, Claude Melnotte 7 

Pauline. Your son ! hold — ^hold ! do not speak to me. (approaches 
yiELVOTTR, and lays her hand on his arm) Is this a jest? is it? I know 
it is, only speak— one word — one look — one smile. I cannot believe — I 
who loved theo so — I cannot believe that thou art such a — No, I will 
not wrong thee by a harsh word ! Speak. 

Mel. Leave us. (crosses to the Widow and sinks into a chair) Have pity 
on her, on me ; leave us I 

Widow. Oil, Claude, that I should live to see thee bowed by shame I 
thee of whom I was so proud ! I Exit, d. l. h. 

Pauline. Her son — her son ! (Melnotte rises, brings forward the chairs 
mot tons Pauline to be seated ; she proudly ddincs.^ 
Mel. Now, lady, hear me. 
Pauline. Hear thee! 

Ay, speak — her son ! have fiends a parent? speak, 
That thou mayst silence curses — speak ! 
Mel. No, curse me ; 

Thy curse would blast me less than thy forgiveness. 
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PauiMXB {laughing wildly), "This is thy palace,* where the perfume. I 
Ught 
Steals through the mist of alabaster lamps, 
And every air is heavy with the sighs 
Of orange groves, and music from sweet lutes, 
And murmurH of low fountains, that gush forth 
I' the midst of roses V Dost thou like the picture ? {ero8»f8, l.) 
This is my bridal home, and thou my bridegroom. 

fool — dupe — wretch 1 I see it all. 
The by- word anl the jeer of every tongue 
In Lyons. Hast thou in thy heart one touch 
Of human kindness ? if thou hast, why, kill me, 

And sava thy wife from madness, [erotsest b.) No, it cannot — 
It cannot b3; this is some horrid dream ; 

1 shall wake soon, {touching him) Art flesh 1 art man 1 or. but 
The shadows seen in sleep I It is too real. 

What have I done to thee ? how sinn'd against thee, 
That thou shouldst crush me thus ? 
Mel. Pauline, by pride 

Angels have fallen ere thy time ; by pride — 
Tliat sole alloy of thy most lovely mould — 
The evil spirit of a bitter love, 
And a revengeful heart, had power upon thee. 
From my first years my soul was fiird with thee ; 
I saw thee midst the flowers the lowly boy 
Tended, unmark.'d by thee — a spirit of bloom. 
And joy, and freshness, as if Spring itself 
Were made a living thing, and wore thy shape I 
I saw thee, and the passionate heart of man 
Entered the breast of the wild-dreaming boy. 
And from that hour I grew — what to the last 
I shall be — thine adorer ! Well, this love, 
Vain, frantic, guilty, if thou wilt, became 
A fountain of ambition and bright hope ; 
I thoui^ht of tales that by the winter hearth 
Old gossips toll — how maidens sprung from kings, 
Have stooped from their high sphere; how love, like death, 
Levels all ranks, and lays the shepherd's crook 
Beside the sceptre. 

IVIy father died; and 1, the peasant born, 
Was my o.vn lord. Then did I seek to rise 
Out of the prison of my mean estate ; 
And, with such jewels as the exploring mind 
Brings from the caves of knowledge, buy my ransom 
From those twin jailers of the daring heart — 
Low birth and iron fortune. For thee I grew 
A midnight student o*er the dreams of sages. 
For thee I sought to borrow from each grace, 
And every muse, such attributes as lend 
Ideal charms to love. 1 thought of thee, 
And passion taught me poesy — of thee. 
And on the painter*8 canvas grew the life 
Of beauty ! Art became the shadow 
Of the dear starlight of thy haunting eyes t 
Men caird me vain — some mad — I heeded not ; 
But still toird on-^hoped on — for it was sweet, 
If not to win, to feel more worthy thee 1 
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PAI7LINB. Why do I cease to bate liiin ! 

Mbl. At last, in one mad hour, I dared to pour 

The thoughts that burst their channels into songi 

And sent tiiem to thee — such a tribute, lady, 

As beauty rarely scorns, even from the meanest. 

The name — appended by the burning heart 

That long'd to show its idol what bright things 

It had created — ^yea, the enthusiast's name, 

That should have been thy triumph, was thy scorn ; 

That very hour — when passion, turn'd to wrath, 

Resembled hatred most — when thy disdain 

Made my whole soul a chaos — in that hour 

The tempters found me a revengeful tool 

For their revenge ! Thou hadst trami>led on the worm — 

It turned and stung thee ! {throws hvnaeJf into ehair^ L. c.) 
PAi7LiyE. Love, sir, hath no sting. 

What was the slight of a poor powerless girl 

To the deep wrong of this most vile revenge 1 

Oh, how I loved tUs man ! — a serf — a slave ! 
Mbl. Hold, lady ! (starts up) No, not a slave I Despair is free 

I will not tell thee of the throes — the struggles— 

The anguish — the remorse. No. let it pass ! 

And let me come to such most poor atonement 

Yet in my power. Paulino ! 

{approaching her with great emotion^ and about to take her J^nd, 
Paulinb. No, touch me not ! 

I know my fate. You are, by law, my tyrant ; 

And I — Heaven ! — a peasant^s wife ! I'll work — 

Toil — drudge — do what thou wilt — but touch me not 1 

Let my wrongs make me sacred ! 
Mbl. Do not fear me. 

Thou dost not know roe, madam ; at the ultar 

My vengeance ceased — my guilty oath expired ! 

Henceforth, no image of some marble saint, 

Niched in cathedral aisles, is hallowed more 

From the rude hand of sacrilegious wrong. 

I am thy husband — nay, tbou-need'st not shudder ! — 

Here, at thy feet, [ lay a husband's rights. 

A marriage thus unholy — unfulfiU'd — 

A bond of fraud — is, by the laws of France, 

Made void and null. To-night sleep — sleep in peace 

To-morrow, pure and virgin as this morn 

I bore thee, bathed in blushes, from the shrine, 

Thy father s arms shall take thee to thy home. 

The law shall do thee justice, and restore 

Thy right to bless another with thy love. 

And when thou art happy, and hast half forgot 

Him who so loved — so wrong'd thee, think at least 

Heaven left some remnant of the angel still 

In that poor peasant's nature ! {goes toD. l. n. and calls) Ho ! my 
mother I 

Enter Widow, d. l. h. 

Conduct this lady (she is not my wife ; 

She is our guest — our honor'd guest, my mother) 

To the poor chtfmber, where the sleep of virtue 
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Never, benealh luy father's bonest roof, 

£*en villaios dared lo mar I Now^ ^^^Vt ^^^y 

I think thou wilt believe me. {takes her hand and leads her io the 
Widow) Gro, my mother ! 
Widow. She is not thy wife! (an the stairs,) 
Mbl. Hush, hush 1 for mercy's sake 1 

Speak not, but go. 

Widow ascends the stairs, a. u. e. Pauline follows^ weeping — turns to look 

hack, 

Mbl. {throws himself upon his knees beside the chair ^ c). Ail angels bless 
and guard her ! 

CDRTAIX. 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I. — The cottage as before — Melnottb seated before a table — writing 
implements, etc. {Dag breaking; he rises and goes to the foot of tlie 
staircase, and listens.) 

Mel. Hush, luisli !— she sleeps at last ! — thank Heaven, for a while 
she forgets even that 1 live ! Her sobs, wliich have gone to my heart 
the whole, long, desolate night, have ceased! — all calm — all still! {sils 
and writes) I will go now ; I will send this letter to Pauline's father ; 
when he arrives I will place in his hands my own consent to the divorce, 
and then, France ! my country ! accept among thy protectors, thy de- 
fenders — the Peasant's Son 1 Our, country is less proud than custom, 
and does not refuse the blood, the heart, the right hand of the poor 
man. 

£nter Widow, down the staircase^ b. u. e. 

Widow. My son, thou hast acted ill ; but sin brings its own punish- 
ment. In the hour of thy remorse, it is not for a mother to reproach 
thee. 

Mbl. What is past is past. There is a future left to all men, who 
have the virtue to repent, and the energy to atone. Thou shalt be 
proud of thy son yet. Meanwhile, remember this poor lady has been 
grievously injured. For the sake of thy son's conscience, respect, hon- 
or, bear with her. If she weep, console — if she chide, be silent. 'Tis 
but a little while more — I shall send an express fast as horse can speed 
to her father. Farewell I I shall return shortly. 

Widow. It is the only course left to thee — thou wert led astray, but 
thou art not hardened. Thy heart is light still, as ever it was when, in 
thy most ambitious hopes, thou wert never ashamed of thy poor mother. 

Mbl. Ashamed of thee ! No, if I yet endure, yet live, yet hope — it is 
only because I would not die till I have redeemed the noble heritage I 
have lost — the heritage I took unstained from thee and my dead father 
— a proud conscience and an honest name. I shall win them back yet 
— Heaven bless you! ^ [Exit,j>. in p. 

Widow. My dear Claude ! How my heart bleeds'for him. {the Widow 
draws back the window curtains, removes the candle from the tall ■, and goes 
off, d. l. b.) 



36 THE L\DT OF LYONS. [aCT IV. 

Paulinr look* down from the ttain^ and, afier a pause, det^fitndt. 

Pauline. Not here! — be spares uie that pain at least; so far be is 
consid irate — yel tlie place seem:} still more desolate wtthottt Him. Oli, 
tiiat I could bate him — the gardener's son ! — and yet how nobly be — no 
— no— !io, I will not be so mean a thing as to for>|ive him ! 

Re-enter Widow, d. l. h. 

Widow. Qood mornini;, madam ; I would have waited on you if 1 bad 
known you were stirrinfr. 

Pauline. It is no matter, ma*am — your son's wife ought to wait on 
herself. 

Widow. My son's wife — let not that thonaht vex you, madam — ^be 
tells me that you will have your divorce. And I hope I shall live to see 
him smile asain. There are maidens in this village, young and fair, 
mi lam, who may yet console him. 

Paulixk I dare say — they are very welcome — and when the divorce 
is ijot — he will marry again. I am sure I hope so. {weeps.) 

Widow. Tie could have married the richest girl in the province, if he 
bad pleased it ; but his head was turned, poor child ! he could think of 
nothing but you. {weeps ) 

PAULI5B. Don't weep, mother. 

Widow. Ah, bo has behaved very ill, I know, but love is so bead- 
Btroiis in the young. 

Pauline. So, as you were saying — go on. 

Widow. Oh, I cannot excuse him, ma'am — he was not in bis right 
senses. 

Pauline. But he always — always {sobbing) loved— loved me then 1 

Widow. He thought of nothing else. See here — be learnt to paint 
that he might take your likeness, {uncovers the picture) But that^s all 
over now — I trust you have cured him of his folly — but, dear heart, you 
have had no breakfast ! 

Pauline. I can't take anything— don't troub'.e yourself. Oh, if bo 
were but a poor genMeman, even a merchant; but a gardener's son — 
and whit a liom? ! Oh, no, it is too dreadful. (^Pauline sits l. of the 
table. Beauseant opcm the lattice and looks in, p.) 

Beau. So — so — the coast is clear ! I saw Claude in the lane — I sba'.l 
have an excellent opportunity, {shuts the lattice and knocks at the d. in F.) 

Pauline {starting). Can it be my father ? he h.is not sent for him yet. 
No, he cannot he in such a hurry to get rid of me. 

Widow. It is not time for your father to arrive yet ; it must be some 
neighbor. 

Pauline. Don't admit any one. 

Widow opens the d. in p., Beauseant pus/tcs her aside, and enters. 

Ila ! Heavens ! that hateful Beauseant ! This is indeed bitter 1 

Beau. Good morning, madum ! 0, widow, your son be^s you will 
have the goodness to go to him In the village — he wants to speak to you 
on particular business ; you'll find him at the inn, or the grocer's shop, 
or the baker's, or at some other friend's of your family — make haste. 

Pauline. Don't leave me, mother — don't leave me ! 

Bbau. {with great respect). Be not alarmed, madam. Believe me your 
friend — vour servant 

Paulink. Sir, 1 have no fear of you, even in this liouse! Go, madam, 
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if your son wishes it ; I will not contradict his commands whilst, at 
least, he has still the riglit to be obeyed. 

Widow. I don*t understand this ; however, I shan't be long gone. 

[Exii^ D. in f. 

Pauliss. Sir, I divine the object of your visit — you wish to exult in 
the humiliation of one who humbled you. Be it so; I am prepared to 
endure all — even your presence ! 

Bkau. You mistake me, madam— Pauline, you mistalce me ! I come 
to lay my fortune at your feet. You must already be disenchanted 
with this impostor ; these walls aro not worthy to be hallowed by your 
beauty I Shall that form be clasped in the arms of a base-bom pea^ 
santr Beloved, beautiful Pauline! fly with me — my carriage waits 
without — I will bear you to a homo more meet for your reception. 
Wealth, luxury, station — all shall yet be yours. 1 forget your past dis- 
dain — I remember only your beauty, and my unconquerable love ! 

Pauunk. Sir ! leave this house — it is humble; but a husband's roof, 
however lowly, is, in the eyes of God and man, the temple of a wife's 
honor ! Know that I would rather starve — yes — with him who has 
betrayed me, than accept your lawful hand, even were you the prince 
whose name he bore. Go. 

Beau. What, is not your pride humbled yet? 

Pauline. Sir, what was pride in prosperity in' afiUction becomes vir- 
tue. 

Beau. Look round ; these rugged floors — these homely walls — this 
wretched struggle of poverty for comfort — think of this ! and contrast 
with such a picture the refinement, the luxury, the pomp, that the 
wealthiest gentleman of Lyons offers to the loveliest lady. Ah, hear me. 

Pauline. Oh! my father — why did I leave you?— why am I thus 
fKendless t Sir, you see before you a betrayed, injured, miserable wo- 
man — respect her anguish ! 

Beau. No, let me rather thus console it ; let me snatch from those 
lips one breath of that fragrance which never should be wasted on the 
low churl thy husband. 

Pauline. Help! Claude! — Claude! Have I no protector ? 

Beau. Ba silent! (Melkotte appears ai the d. f. Seeing Bbausrant, 
he pauses at the threshold. Beauseant sJwws pistol) See, I do not come 
unprepared even for violence. I will brave all things — thy husband 
and all his race — for thy sake. Thus, then, I clasp thee ! (Melnottb 
ruslies forward. ) 

Mel. {dashing him to the of Iter end of the stage). Pauline — look up, Pau- 
line ! thou art safe. 

Beau. Dare you insult a man of my birth, ruffian ? {ktelling his pistol.) 

Pauline. Oh, spare him — spare my husband ! Beauseant — Claude — 
no — no — ( faitUs ) 

Mkl. Miserable trickster! shamo upon you! brave devices to terrify 
a woman ! Coward ! — you tremble — you have outraged the laws — you 
know that your weapon is harmless — you have the courage of the 
mountebank, not the bravo ! Pauline, there is no danger. 

Beau. I wish thou wert a gentleman — as it is, thou art beneath me. 
Good day, and a happy honeymoon, {aside) I will not die till I am 
avenged ! [Exit^ d. in p. 

Mel. I hold her in these arms — the last embrace ! 
Nevei', ah ! never more, shall this dear head 
Bo i>illowM on the heart that should have sheltered 
Aiul has betrayed I Soft — soft ! one kiss — poor wretch I 
No scorn on that pale lip forbids me now ' 
One kiss — so ends all record of ray crime ! 
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It is the seal upon the tomb of hope, 

By which, like some lost, sorrowing: angel, sits 

Sad memory ever more ; — she breathes — she mores — 

She wakes to scorn, to hate, bat not to shudder 

Beneath the toucli of my abhorred love, {pheeglter in a ehair) 

There — we are strangers now I 
Pauline. All gone— all calm — 

Is every thing a dream ? thou art safe, unhurt — 

I do not love thee ; but — but I am a woman, 

And — and — ^no blood is spilt 1 
Mbl. (a.). No, lady, no; 

My guilt hath not deserved so rich a blessing 

As even danger in thy cause. 

Enter Widow, from d. im p. ; eomes down o. 

Widow. My son, I have been everywhere in search of you ; why did 
you send for me 1 

Mbl. 1 did not send for you. 

Widow. No ! but I must tell you that your express has returned. 

Mbl. So soon ! impossible ! 

Widow. Yes, he met the lady^s father and mother on the road ; they 
were going into the country on a visit. Your messenger says that Mon- 
sieur Deschappelles turned almost white with anger when he read your 
letter. They will be here almost immediately. Oh, Claude, Claude ! 
what will they do to you 1 How I tremble ! Ah, madam ! do nut let 
them injure him — if you knew how he doated on you ! 

Pauline. Injure him ! no, ma'am, be not afraid, {the Widow goes vp 
to the widow) My father ! how shall I meet him 7 how go back to Lyons ? 
the scoff of the whole city ! Cruel, cruel Claude, {in great agitation) Sir, 
you have acted most treacherously. 

Mbl. I know it, madam. 

Paulinb {aside). If he would but ask me to forgive him ! {aloud) I* 
never can forgive you, sir. 

Mel. I never dared to hope it. 

Pauline. But you are my husband now, and I have sworn to — to love 
you. sir. 

Mel. That was under a false belief, madam. Heaven and the laws 
will release you from your vow. 

Paulinb. He will drive me mad ! if he were but less proud — if he 
would but ask me to remain — ^hark, hark — I hear the wheels of the car- 
riage — sir — Claude, they are coming ; have you no word to say ere it is 
too late ? Quick — speak I 

.^Ibl. I can only congratulate you on your release. Behold your pa- 
rents I 

Enter Monsieur and Madame Deschappblles and Colonel Damas, d. 

in p. 

M. Descuap. My child ! my child ! igoe» to Paulinf.) 

Mme. Descuap. Oh, my poor Pauline ! what a villainous hovel this is ! 

Old woman, get me a chair — I shall faint — I certainly shall. What will 

the world say ? Child, you have been a fool, {sits l. c.) A mother's 

heart is easily broken. 

Dam AS (r.). Ha, ha ! most noble Prince — I am sorry to see a man of 

your quility in such a condition ; I am afraid your highness will go to 

the House of Correction. 
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Mel. (b. c). Taunt on, sir; I spared you, when you were unarmed — 
I am unarmed now. A man who has no excuse for crime is indeed de- 
fenceless ! 

Damas. There's something fine in the rascal, after all ! {retires and 
eroues behind to l.) 

M. Dbbchap. (l. cJu Where is the impostor ? Are yon this shame- 
less traitor 1 Can you brave the presence of that girl's father 1 

Mel. Strike me, if it please you — you are her father. 

Paulink. Sir — sir, for my sake ! — whatever his guilt, he has actea no- 
bly in atonement. 

Mmb. Dbschap. Nobly! Are you mad, giiH I have no patience 
with you — to disgrace all your family thus ! Nobly ! Oh, you abomi« 
nable, hardened, pitiful, mean, ugly villain ! {erossea to Mblicottr and 
back again to l } 

Damas (l.). Ugly I Why, he was beautiful yesterday ! 

Padlinb. Madame, this is his roof, and be is my husband. Aespect 
your daughter, or let blame fall alone on her. 

Mmb. Dbschap. You — you! Oh, Tmchokinsf {retiree and aita l. u. e.) 

M. Dkschap. Sir, it were idle to waste reproach upon a conscience like 
yours — you renounce all pretensions to the person of this lady ? 

Mbl. I do. (ffivea a paper) Here is my consent to a divorce — my full 
confession of the fraud which annuls the marriage. Your daughter has 
been foully wronged — I grant it, sir ; but her own lips will tell you that, 
from the hour in which she crossed this threshold, I returned to my own 
station, and re8|)ected hers. Pure and inviolate, as when yestermorn 
you laid your hand upon her head and blessed her, I yield her back to 
you. For myself — 1 deliver you for ever from my presence. An out- 
cast and a criminal, I seek some distant land, where 1 may mourn my 
sin, and pray for your daughter's peace. Farewell — farewell to you all, 
forever ! 

Widow. Claude, Claude, you would not leave your poor old mother 1 
She does not disown you in your sorrow — no, not even in your guilt. 
No divorce can separate a mother from her son. (embracca Claude.) 

Pauline. This poor widow teaches me my duty. No, mother — no, 
for you are now mi/ mother also^nor should any law, human or divine, 
separate the wife from her husband's sorrows. Claude — Claude — all 
is forsotten — forgiven — I am thine forever ! {throwa heraelf paaaionatdy 
into hia arms. ) 

Mmb. Deschap. What do I hear? Come away, or never see my face 
again. 

M. Deschap. Pauline, toe never betrayed you— do you forsake us for 
him? 

Paulinb {going back to her father). Oh, no — but you will forgive him, 
too ; we will live together — he shall be your son ! 

M. Deschap. Never ! Cling to him and forsake your parents ! His 
home shall be yours — his fortune yours — ^his fate yours ; the wealth I 
have acquired by honest industry shall never enrich a dishonest man. 

Pauline. And you would have a wife enjoy luxury while a husband 
toils ! Claude, take me ; thou canst not give me wealth, titles, station 
— but thou canst give me a true heart I will work for thee, tend thee, 
bear with thee, and never, never shall these lips reproach thee for the 
past, {jd'tapa her arma around him.) 

Mbl. This is the heaviest blow of all. What a heart I have wronged ! 
Do not fear me, sir; I am not all hardened— I will not rob her of a 
holier love than mine. Pauline! — angel of love and mercy — your mem- 
ory shall lead me back to virtue. The husband of a being so beautiful 
in her noble and sublime tenderness may be poor — may be low-bom ; — 
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(there is no guilt in the decrees of Providence 1) — but he should be one 
who can look tbee in llie face without a blu»h — to whom tliy love does 
not bring remorse — who can fold thee to his heart, and say, — " Her^ 
there is no deceit !" — I am not that man ! {retuma her to Dbschappblleb.) 

Damas {who has been wa'chiny Mblxotte, comes down, b.). Tliou art a 
noble fellow, notwithstanding; ; and wouMst make an excellent soldier. 
Serve in my regiment. I have had a letter from the Directory — our 
young general takes the command of the army in Italy — I am to joia 
him at Marseilles — I will depart this day, if thou wilt co with me. 

Mel. It is the favor I would have asked thee, if I dared. Place me 
where a foe is most dreaded — wherever France most needs a life! 

Dahas. There shall not be a forlorn Lope without thee ! 

Mel. There is my hand ! Mother , your blessins. (poet to the Widow, 
R.) I shall see you again — a better man than a prince — a man who hat 
bought the right to high thoughts by brave deeds. And thou ! — thou 1 
80 wildly worshipped, 80 guiltily betrayed — all is not yet lost — for thy 
memory, at least, must be mine till death ! If I live, the name of him 
thou hast once loved shall not rest dishonored — if I fall, amidst the car- 
nage and the roar of battle, my soul will fly back to thee, and love shall 
share with death my last sigh ! More — more would I speak to thee — to 
pray — to bless ! But no — when I am le&s unworthy I will utter it to 
Heaven ! I cannot trust myself to— {(urninp to Descuappellbs) Your 
pardon, sir — they are my last words — farewell ! 

[Exeunt Mel>'otte and Daihas, D. t>) p. 

Pauline {starting j'roin her father's anns). Claude — Claude— my hua- 
bind! (she fails ; Deschappblles rrit^ Madame raise her, I7te Widow 
stands at tJ^e door watching the departure of Claude.) 

CURTAIN. 



ACT V. 

{Two years and a half from the date of Act JT.) 

SCENE I.— A street in Lf/ons. 

Enter Capt. Qebvais, Lieut. Dupoxt, ami Majoii Desmoulixs, l. 

Capt Gkrvais. This Lyons is a flne city ! your birth-place, I think ? 

LiKUT. Dun)»T. Yes — it is just two years and a half since I left it un- 
der the command of the brave Colonel Damas; here we are returned 
— he a General, I a Lieutenant. 

Major Desmoulins. Ay, promotion is rapid in the French army. Now 
the war in Italy is over, I hope he will find employment for our regiment 
elsewhere. 

Capt. G. Well, I hope so, too. Here comes the General. 

Enter General Damai«, l. 

Damas. Good day, gentlemen, good day ; so here we are in Lyons, 
improve<l since we left it. It is a pleasure to grow old when the years 
that bring decay to ourselves ripen the prosperity of our country. 

Capt. G. And cover our gray hairs with the laurel wreath, General. 

Damas. I hope you will amuse yourselves during our slay at Lyons. 
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CiiPT. Q. 1 shall make the best use of my time, Qeneral ; but I have 
little appetite for siglit-seeiiig without Morier ; liis fine taste and exten- 
sive informatiou qualify him for a professional cicerone; by the way, 
General, this is the anniversary of the glorious day in which the Colonel 
so dtstiuguibhfKl himself. 

DamJlS. Ah, poor Morier i he deserres all his honors. 

Lieut. D. That he does indeed, Qeneral. Pray, can you tell us who 
this Morier really is 1 

Damas. Is ! — why, a colonel in the French anny. 

Majwr D. True ; but what was he at first 1 

Damas. At first i VVliy, a bahy in Ion*; clothes, I suppose. 
, Cait. G. Ha, ha ! Ever facetious, General. Who were his parents 1 
Who were his ancestors 1 

Damas. Brave deeds arc the ancestors of brave men. 

LiBUT. D. (aside). The General is sore upon this point ; you will only 
chafe him. {aloud) Any commands, General 1 

Damas. None. Good day to you. 

[£reitnt Majoii Drsmouliits and Lieut. Dupont, b. 

Damas. Our comrades are very inquisitive. Poor Morier is the sub- 
ject uf a vast deal of curiosity. 

Capt. G. Say interebt, rather, General. His constant melancholy, the 
loneliness ot his habits — his daring valor, his brilliant rise in the profes- 
sion — your friendship, and the favors of the commander-in-chief — all 
tend to make him a^ much the matter of gossip as of admiration. But 
where is he. General 1 I have missed him all the morning. 

Damas. Why, Captain, I'll let you into a secret. My young friend 
has come with me to Lyons in hopes of finding a miracle. 

Capt. G. A miracle I * 

Damas. Tes, a miracle I in other words, a constant woman. 

Capt G. Oh, an aftair of love I 

Damas. Exactly so. No sooner did he enter Lyons than he waved 
his hand to me, threw himself from his horse, and is now, I warrant, 
asking every one who can know anything about the matter, whether a 
certain lady is still true to a certain centleman ! 

Capt. G Success to him ! — and of that success there can be no doubt. 
The gallant Colonel Morier, the hero of Lodi, might make his chofce out 
of the proudest families in France. • 

Damas. Oh, if pride be a recommendation, the lady and her mother 
are most handsomely endowed. By the way, Captain, if you should 
chance to meet with Morier, tell him he will find me at the hotel. 

Capt. G. I will, General. [£r./, n. 

Damas. Now will I go to the Deschappelles, and make a report to my 
young Colonel. Ha ! by Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, Virorum, hero comes 
Monsieur Beanseant ! 

Unter Bkausbant, r. . 

Good morning, Monsieur Beauseant 1 How fares it with you 1 

Beau, {aside). Damas! that is unfortunate !— if the Italian campaign 

should have filled his pockets, he may seek to baffle me in the moment 

of my victory, {aloud) Your servant, General — for such, I think, is 

your new dislhiction. Ju^t arrived in Lyons 1 

Damas. Not an hour ago. Well, how go on the Deschappelles 7 Have 

they forgiven you in that affair of young Melnotte 1 You had some 

hand in that rotable device — eh 1 

Beau. Why, less than you think for ! The fellow imposed upon me. 

I have set it all right now. What has become of him 1 He could not 

have joined the army, after all. There is no such name in the books. 
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Damas. I know nothing about Melnotte. As you say, I nerer beard 
the name in the Grand Array. 

Beau. Hem ! You are not married, General 7 

Damas. Do I look like a married man, sir 1 No, tbauk Heaven ! My 
profession is to make widows, not wives. 

Beau. You must have gained much booty in Italy ? Pauline will be 
your heiress — eh 1 

Damas. Booty ! Not I. HeiVess to what? Two trunks and a port- 
manteau — four horses — three swords — two suits of re<iimental!<, and six 
pairs of white leather inexpressibles ! A pretty fortune for a young 
ladv I 

Bkau. {aside). Then all is safe I {aloud) Ha! ha I Is that really all 
your capital, General Ddmas T Why, I thought Italy had been a second 
Mexico to you soldiers. 

Damas. All a toss-up, sir. I was not one of the lucky ones ! My 
friend Morier, indeed, saved something handsome. But our command- 
er-in-chief look care of him, and Morier is a thrifty, economical dog — 
not like the rest of us soldiers, who spend our money as carelessly as if 
it were our blood. 

Beau. Well, it is no matter. I do not want fortune with Pauline. 
And you must know, General Damas, that your fair cousin has at length 
consented to reward my lon^ and ardent attachment. 

Damas. You I the devil 1 Why, she is already married ! There is no 
divorce ! 

Beau. True ; but this very day she is formally to authorize the ne- 
cessary proceedings — this very day she is to sign the contract that is to 
make her mine within one week from the day on which her present il- 
legal marriage is annulled. * 

Damas. You tell me wonders ! Wonders ! No ; I believe anything 
of women ! 

Beau. I must wish you good morning ! 

Ai he it going l., enter Dbscuappelleb, l. 

M. Deschap. Oh, Beauseant I well met. Let us come to the notary 
at once. 

Dai&s {to Deschappelles). Why, cousin ! 

M. Drbchap. Damas, welcome to Lyons! Pray call on us; my wife 
will be delishted to see you. 

Damas. Your wife — blessed for her condescension ! But {taking him 
aside) what jdo I hear ? Is it possible that your daughter has consented 
to a d.vorce? — that she will marry Monsieur Beauseanti 

M. Dbschap. Certainly ! What have you to say against it ? A gen- 
tleman of birth, fortune, character. We are not so proud as we were ; 
even my wife has had enouoh of nobility and princes ! 

Damas But Pauliiie iQved that young man so tenderly I 

M. Dbschap. {taking snuff ). That was two years and a half ago ! 

Damas. Very true. Poor Melnotte ! 

M. Deschap. But do not talk of that impostor ; I hope he is dead or 
has left the country. Nay, even were he in Lyons at this moment, he 
ousrht to rejoice that, in an honorable and suitable alliance, my daugh- 
ter may forset her sufferings and his crime. 

Damas. Nay, if it be all settled, I have no more to say. M(msieur 
Beauseant informs me that the contract is to be signed (his vt-ry day. 

M. Dbschap. It is; at one o'clock precisely. Will you be one of the 
wltn'^sses ] 

Damas. I ? No ; that is to say — yes, certainly — at one o'clock I will 
wait on vou. 
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M. Deschap. Till then, adieu— come, Beauseaiit. 

[Exewtl BKiLUliBiL5T and Debohappblles. l. 
Damas. The man who sets his heart upon a woman 
Is a chameleon, and doth feed on air ; 
From air he lakes his colors— holds his life — 
Changes with every wind— grows lean or fat, 
Rosy with hope, or green with jealousy, 
Or pallid with despair — just as the gale 
Varies from north to south — from heat to cold ! 
0, woman ! woman ! thou shouldst hare few sins 
Of thine own to answer for ! * Thou art the author 
Of such a book of follies in man. 
That it would need the tears of all the angels 
To blot the record out ! 

Enter Mblnottr, pale and agitated, a. 



I need not tell thee ! Thou hast heard- 



Mbl. The worst ! 

I have ! {eroMeSj l.) 

Damas. Be cheer'd ; others are fair as she is ! 

Mbl. Others ! The world is crumbled at my feet ! 

She was my world ; flll'd up the whole of being — 
Smiled in the sunshine — walk'd the glorious earth — 
Sate in my heart — was the sweet life of life. 
The past was hers ; I dreamt not of a future 
That did not wear her shape ! Mem'ry aad Hope 
Alike are gone. Pauline is faithless ! 

Daxas. Hope yet. 

Mbl. Hope, yes ! — one hope is left me still — 

A soldier's grave ! {after a pause) But am I not deceived 1 
I went but by the rumor of the town ; 
Rumor is false — I was too hasty ! Damas, 
Whom bust thou seen 1 

Daxas. Thy rival and her father. 
Arm thyself for the truth. He heeds not 

Mel. She 

Will never know how deeply she was loved. 

Damas. Be a man ! 

Mel. I am a man ! — ^it is the sting of woe 
Like mine that tells us we are men ! 

Damas. The false one 

Did not deserve thee. 

Mbl. Hush ! No word against her ! 

Why should she keep, through years and silent absence, 

The holy tablets of her virgin faith 

True to a traitor's name ! Oh, blame her not ; 

It were a sharper grief to think her worthless 

Than to be what I am ! To-day — to-day ! 

They said " To-day 1" This day, so wildly welcomed— 

This day, my soul bad singled out of time 

And mark'd for bliss I This day ! oh, could I see her, 

See her once more unknown ; but hear her voice. 

Damas. Easily done I Come with me to her house ; 

Your dress — your cloak — mustache — the bronzed hues 
Of time and toil — the name you bear — belief 
In your absence, all will ward away suspicion. 
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Keep in tho shade. Ay, I would have you come. 

There may be hope ! Pauline is yet bo young, 

Tiiey may have forced her to these second bridals 

Otit of mistaken love. 
Mel. No, bid me Dot hope ! 

Bid me not hope ! I could not bear again 

To fall from such a heaven ! Oh, Damas, 

There's no such thing as courage in a man ; 

Tlie veriest slave that ever crawled from danger 

Might spurn roe now. When first I lost her, Damas, 

1 bore it, did I not 1 I still had hope, 

And now I — I — ibumts info an agony of grief ) 
Damab. What, comrade ! all the women 

That ever smiled destruction on brave hearts 

Were not worth tears hke these ! 
Mel. {erossittg to r ). 'Tis past — forget it, 

1 am preparcKl ; life has no further ills 1 
Damas. Come, Melnotte, rouse thyself ; 

One effort more. Again thou'lt see her. 
Mel. See her! 

Damas. Time wanes ; come, ere it yet be too late. 
Mi:l. ''Too late!** 

Load on. One last look more, and then 

Damas. Forget her I 

Mel. Forget her! yes— for aeath remembers not ! [Exeunt, i^, 

SCENE II. — A room tn tne house of M. DesciiAPPELLES ; not go richly 
furnished at in the First Art ; Pauli.vb seated^ in great dejection^ at a 
table, B. 

Paulixe. It is so, then. I muf^t be false to Love, 
Or sacrifice a father! Oh, my Claude, 
My lover, and my husband I Have 1 live<l 
To pray that thou mayest find some fairer boon 
Than the deep faith of this devoted heart — 
Nourish'd till now — now broken 1 

Enter Monsieur DssciiArpRLLRS, l. 

M. Drschap. My dear child, 

How shall I thank — ^how bless thee ? Thou hast saved, 
I will not say my fortune — I could bear 
Reverse, and shrink not — but that prouder wealth 
W hich merchants value most — ^my name, my credit — 
The hard-won honors of a toilsome life ; 
These thou hast saved, my child ! 

PAnLiNB. Is there no hope 1 

No hope but this ? 

M. Dksciiap. None. If, without the sum 

Which Beauseant offiers for thy hand, this day 
Sinks to the west — to-morrow brings our ruin ! 
And hundreds, mingled in that ruin, curse 
The bankrupt merchant ! and the insolvent herd 
We feasted and made merry, cry in scorn, 
'- How pride has fallen ! Lo, the bankrupt merchant! " 
My daughter, thou hast saved us 

Pauline. And I am lost I 
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M. Dbsouap. Come, let us hope that Beauseant'8 love 

Paulinb. His love ' 

Talk not of love. Love has lio thought of self ! 

Love buys not with the ruthless usurer's gold 

The loathsome prostitution of a hand 

Without a heart ! Love sacrifices all things 

To bless the thing" it loves ! He knows not love. 

Father, his love is hate — his hope revenge ! 

My tears, my anguish, my remorse for falsehood — 

These are the joys that he wrings from our despair I 
M. Dbschap. If thou deem'st thus, reject him. Shame and ruin 

Were better than thy misery ; think no more on't. 

My sand is well-nigh run — what boots it when 

The glass is broken 7 We'll annul the contract ; 

And if to-morrow in the prisoner's cell 

These age;l limbs are laid, why still, my child, 

I'll think thou art spared ; and wait the Liberal Hour 

That lays the beggar by the side of kings ! 
Paulike. No — MO — forgive me! You, my honored father — 

You, who so loved, so cherish' d me, whose lips 

Never knew one harsh word ! I'm not ungrateful ; 

I am but human — hush ! Now^ call the bridegroom. 

You see I am prepared — no tears — all calm ; 

But, father, talk no inore of love! 
M Dbschap. My child, 

'Tis but one struggle ; he is youns, rich, noble ; 

Thy state will rank first 'mid the dames of Lyons ; 

And when this heart can shelter thee no more, 

Tiiy youth will not be guardianless. 
Pauunb. I have set 

My foot upon the ploughshare, (rf Drschap. retires) I will pass 

The fiery ordeal, [aside]^ Merciful Heaven support me ! 

And on the absent wanderei* shed the light 

Of happier stars — lost evermore to me ? 

EnteTj c. L., Madamr Deschapplles, Beauseaxt, Glavis, and Notart, 
who confers with .\i. Dbscuappblles, and then sits at table, r. 

Mmb Dbschap. Why, Pauline, you are quite \n de«habUle-^yo\xo\k2\\i 
to be more alive to the importance of this joyful occafiion. We* had once 
looked higher, it is true; but you see, after all, Monsieur Beauseant's 
father was a Marquis, and that's a great comfort. Pedigree and join- 
ture — you have them both in Monsieur Beauseant. A young lady dec- 
orously brought up should only have two considerations in her choice 
of a husband; first, is his birth honorable? secondly, will his death be 
ailvantageous 7 All other trifling details should be left to parental anx- 
iety. 

Beau. (l. c, approacJiing and waving aside Madame). Ah. Pauline! 
lei m3 hope that you are reconciled to an event which confers sucb rap- 
ture upon me. 

Pauline. I am reconciled to my doom. 

Beau. Doom is a harsh word, sweet lady. 

Pauline {aside). This miii must have some mercy — ^liis heart cannot 
be marble, [aloud) Oh, sir, be just— be generous! Seize a noble tri- 
umph — a grcai revenge! Save th« father, and spare the child I 

Bkau. {aside). Joy — joy alike to my hatred and my passion ! The 
haughty Pauline is at last my suppliant, (aloud) You ask from me what 
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I have not the sublime virtue to grant — a virtue reserved only for the 
gardener's son ! I cannot forego njy hopes in the moiueut of their ful- 
fillment ! I adhere to the coutract — your lather's ruin or your hand. 

Pauline. Tiien all is over. Sir, I have decided, {the dock striket one, 
Bbaubeant retires to l. oftdUe and sitt examining the papert.) 

Enter Daxas and Mblnottb, l. r. 

Damas. Tour servant, cousin Deschappelles. Let me introduce Colo- 
nel Morier. 

MxB. Dbbcuap. (eurtaeying very low). What, the celebrated herol 
This is, indeed, an honor ! {she crosses; seems to converse with Mblnottr, 
who bows as she returns to the table^ it. ; Melnotte throws hitnsHf into a 
chair, l. u. e.) 

Damas {to Paulike). My little cousin, I congratulate you. What, no 
smile— no blush 1 You are going to be divorced from poor Melnotte, 
and marry this rich gentleman. Ton ought to be excessively happy ! 

Pauline. Happy ! 

Damas. Why, how pale you are, child ! Poor Pauline I Hist — con- 
fide in me ! Do they force you to this ] 

Pauline. No. 

Damas. You act with your own free consent 1 

Paulinr. My own consent — ^yes. 

Damaa. Then you are the most — I will not say what you are. 

Paulinb. You think ill of me — be it so— yet if you knew all^— 

Damas. There is some mystery — speak out, Pauline. 

Pauline {suddenly). Oh, perhaps you can save me ! you are our re- 
lation — our friend. My father is on the verge of bankruptcy — this day 
he requires a large sum to meet demands that cannot be denied ; that 
sum Beauseant will advance — this hand the condition of the barter. 
Save me if you have the means — save me ! You will be repaid above ! 

Damas {aside), I recant. Women are not so bad after all ! {aloud) 
Hunoph, child t I cannot help you — ^I am too poor. 

Pauline. The last plank to which I clung is shivered. 

Damas. Hold—you see my fKend Morier ; Melnotte is his most inti- 
mate friend — fought in the same fields — slept in the same tent. Have 
you any message to send to Melnotte 1 any word to soften this blow? 
{she bows ; Damas goes to Melnotte, who rises and eomes forward, l. o.) 

Pauline. He knows Melnotte — ^he will see him — he will bear to him 
my last farewell, {approaches Melnotte ; he bows to her, and overcome Ay 
his emotion, turns toward l.) He has a stern air— he turns away from me — 
he despises me t Sir, one word, I beseech you I 
• Mel. {aside). Her voice again. How the old time comes o*er me ! 

Damas {to Madame). Don't interrupt them. He is going to tell her 
what a rascal young Melnotte is ; he knows him well, I promise you. 

Mmb. Dbsohap. So considerate in you, cousin Damas I 

Damas approaches Dbschappelles ; converses apart with him in dumb 
shew — Dbschappbllbb shows him a paper, which he inspeeis and takes, 

Pauline. Thrice have I sought to speak ; my courage fails me. 

Sir, is it true that you have known — nay, are 

The friend of— Melnotte ? 
Mel. Lady, yes! Myself 

And misery know the man ! 
Paulikb. And you will see him, 

And you will bear to him — ay — word for word, 
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AH that tliis heavt, which breaks in partinfr fruin him, 

Would send, ere still for ever r 
Mel. Lady, speak on ! 

Pauline. Tell him, for years I never nursed a Ihouslit 

That was not hin ; that on his wandcringr way, 

Daily and nightly, pour'd a mourner's prayers ; 

Tell him e'en now that I would rather share 

His lowliest lot — walk by his side, an outcast — 

Work for him, bes with him — live upon the light 

Of one kind smile from him — than wear tho crown 

The Bourbon lost 1 
Mel. (aareU). Am I already mad 1 

{aloud) You love him thus, and yet desert him ? 
Paulixe. Say. that if his eyes 

Oould read this heart — its struggles, its temptations—- 

His love itself would pardou that desertion ! 

Look on that poor ohl man — he is my father; 

He stands upon the vei't^o of an abyss ! — 

He calls his child to save him ! Shail I shrink 

From him who gave me birth 1 — withhold my hand, 

And see a parent perish ] Tell him this, 

And say — that we shall meet again in heaven I 
Mel. Night is past — joy cometh with the morrow ! 

{goes to Damas, who is l. ) What is this riddle? — what is tho 
nature of this sacrifice ? 
Bkau. {at t/ie tabl') Tho |)apcrs are prepared — we only need 

Your hand and seal. 
Mel. Stay, lady^^ne word more. 

Were but your duty with your faith united, 

Would you still share the low-born peasant's lof? 
Paitline. Would 1 7 Ah., better death with I him love 

Than all tho pomp — wliicii is but as the flowers 

That crown the victim ! {turning away) I am ready. 
(Melnotte goes to Damas, tcho has taken t/te paper from the table.) 
Damas {^showing paper). There — 

This is the schedule — ihis the U»tal. 
BEAtJ. {to Desoiiappkllel, showing notes). These 

Are yours the instant she has sign'd ; you are 

Still the great house of Lyons ! 

The Notary is about to hand iJie contract to Pauline, when Melnotte seizes 

it and tears it, 

Brau. (^0'«7 l.). Are you mad 1 

M. Deschap. (l. c). How, sir. What means this insult? 

Mel. (c.) Peuce, old n.an ! 

I have a prior claim. Before the face 

Of man and Heaven I urgfe it ; I outbid 

Yon sordid huckster for your priceless jewel, {giving a pocket-booh) 

There is the sum twice told ! Blush not to take il ; 

Thftre's not a coin that is not bmi2ht and hallo w'd 

In the cause of nations with a soldier's blood ! 
Bkau. Torments and death ! 

Paulixb. That voice ! Thou art 

Mel. Thy husband ! 

(Pauline rushrs info his amis) 

Look up I Look up, Panline — for 1 can bear 
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Thine eyes ! The ^tain In blotted from my name. 
I have redeem'd mine honor. I can call 

00 France to sanction thy divine forgiveness ! 

Oh, joy ! — oh, rapture ! By the midnight watchflres 

Thus have I seen thee I thus foretold this hour ! 

And 'midst the roar of battle, thus have heard 

The beating of thy heart against my own ! 

{plaees Paulikr m a clutir — the Notabt goei off^ L. o.) 
Bbau. Fool'd, duped, and triumph'd over in the hour 

or mine own victory I Curses on ye both ! 

May thorns be planted in the marriase-bed ! 

And love grow sour'd and blacken'd into hate — 

Such as the hate that gnaws me I 
Damas. Curse away ! 

And let me tell thee, Beauseant, a wise proverb 

The Arabs have : " Curses are like young chickens, 

{solemnly) And still come home to roost I '' 
Beau. Their happiness 

Maddens my soul ! I am powerless and revengeless ! 

(^0 Madame) I wish you joy ! Ha ! ha ! the gardener's son ! 

[Exitj L. 0. 
(Paulike rUet and comes forward^ r. c. Claude grasps Daxab' hand,) 
Paulikb. Oh! 

My father, you are saved — and by my husband ! 

Ah! blessed hour! {she embraces ^A^hmatr^.) 
Mel. Yet you weep still, Pauline ! 

Pauurb. But on thy breast — theee tears are sweet and holy I 
M. Desohap. You have won love and honor nobly, sir ! 

Take her — be happy both ! 
Mmb. Dbschap. Fm all astonished ! 

Who, then, is Colonel Morier 1 
Damab. Yon behold him I 

Mfec. Morier no more after this happy day I {crosses^ n. c.) 

1 would not bear again my father's name 

T!)l I could deem it spotless ! The hour's come ! 

Heaven smiled on conscience I As the soldier rose 

From rank to rank, how sacred was the fame i 

That cancellHl crime, and raised him nearer thee ! 
Mmb. Desohap. A colonel and a hero ! Well, that's something ! 

He's wondrously improved ! {crosses to him) I wish you Joy, sir f 
Mel. Ah ! the same love that tempts us into sin. 

If it be true love, works out its redemption ! 

And he who seeks repentance fbr the past 

Should woo the Angel Virtue in the future. 

Madame Dbschappelles. Mblnottb. Pauline. 

R. C. 0. L. C. 

M. Deschappelles. Damas. 
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SCENERY, 
ACT L'-'Seene 1.— A Drawing-room in Sir John Vxset*s house. 

... .Drawing-room beyond. .. . 
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A handsomely furnished, carpeted apartment. Folding doors open, showing anotbei 
handsome room beyond, b. b., handsome table, upon which are newspapers, books, 
etc L. B., another table, smaller, and near there a secretary writing-table, with k 
dozen chairs placed in the posittons indicated. 
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ACT 11 ^Seene L— An Ante-room in Evkltb'i bouse. Small table b. b. Writ- 
ing-desk and materials i>. h. Cbairs b. h and i>. h. Door l. o. r. 

Scene 2.— Drawing-room in Bib John VcsKT'd bouse, as before. Portfolio and 
drawings upon tbe side table. 

ACT JJLScene 1.— Drawing-room in Bib Johk yBSBT*B bouse, as before. Tbe 
scene so aminyed as to allow the next scene to close in. 

Scene S.— Boudoir in Sir Johv Vbskt's bouse. Tbe flats in tbe second groove rep- 
resent a bandsome apartment. Two chairs are brought on by the Paob. 

Scene 3.— Grand saloon at £tiltii*8 club bunse. 
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An elegantly ftimisbed saloon with tobies and chairs, and the other Brtides placed 
HH shown in the diagram. 

ACT 7r.— iSteiu.l.— An ante-room in Bysltk's. as before. 

Scene 2.— A splendid saloon in Evklts's mansion. 



Dining-Room. 
• • • ♦ 



Chairs. * 



Table. 



4tb groove 



I Folding Doors. | 



: Chairs. 



Ith grooves.' 



• Chairs. • 

B. 8 E. — r\ 

Chair.* Table. 



B.S1I.- 



• Chairs. ♦ 

Table. 

• 

Cbairs. — l. 3 

• 



Chairs. 

e 



B. 1 R.- 



-L. 1 X. 



A magnificently furnished saloon, with paintings, etc Two tables, i. B. and l. b., 
with candelabra. Cbairs placed in tbe positions indicated. Folding doors c. f. 
Beyond them the interior of the dining-room, with cbairs arranged for the guests- 
table spread for dinner. Candelebra, etc. 

ACT V,^Scene l.~Boom at Evxlti*8 club bouse. Hsndsomelv furnished. 
Tables B. b. and l. b. Cloth and breakfut pieces on the toble L. b. Doors o. r. 
Two chairs at each table. Papers, eto., on table b. b. 

Scene 2.~Drawingr-room in Sia John Vbsbt's bouse, as before. 

Scene 8.— Saloon in EtJelte's mansion, as befbre. 
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COSTUMES. 

So fur as the costumes of this play are coDcerned, there is nothing so very partic- 
ular in the text, as in the previous plays, to rigidly compel an adherence to the one 
style of the one particular period. 

At the time the play wa« produced there was a very peculiar style of fashion pre- 
vailing in London. The Count D'Orsay was the leader, the model in fact. He was 
at that time considered one of the most elegant and accomplished gentlemen ; in- 
deed, he might be termed the " Beau Brummell " of the period. It was the «• D'Or- 
say hat," the " D'Orsay coat,'* the " D'Orsay vest,'* and ** D'Orsay boots ;'* in fact, 
everything in a fashionable West-end store bore the title. 

As this play was originally played, the above style of costume was adopted ; but 
there is no actual necessity for it, and the costumes now given are expressly com- 
piled for this edition of the work — observing a medium course between the past and 
present ; but they may be altered, according to the manager's views, to the leading 
fashions prevailing at the time when the play is produced. 

Alfred Evklyn.— 1«/ Dreu: Frock coat and vest, bluck ; dark trousers ; black 
necktie ; boots. 2d Drtst: Dark-blue frock coat ; fancy mixture trousers and 
▼est ; patent-leather boots ; neck Fcarf ; riding gloves and hat. In Act /F., a 
handsome dressing-gown, silk-lined, etc. : and then in Sctne 2, black dress-coat, 
white vest, black trousers, plain black necktie, patent-leather boots. Act V, : 
The same, or a similar dress, to the one secondly described. 
6iB John Vbsey.— Black dress-coat and trousers, white vest and cravat, pair of 

gold-mounted, eyeglasses, with black silk ribbon ; hair white. 
LoBD Globsmobi. — Black frock coat and trousers, fancy vest, patent-leather boots, 

scarf, and kid gloves. In Act /F., usual dress for a fashionable dinner-party. 
Sib Frbdkbiok Bloumt — In the 1st Act, a plain black suit— handsome garments of 
any color, but made in the highest fashion and of the very beet quality— rich 
silk handkerchiefs, and very fine light-colored overcoat, etc.* 
Stout. — Blue cloth cont with broad tails : velvet vest, white cravat, and stand-up 
collar ; Oxford gray trousers, cloth boots, large red handkerchief^ white hat 
with black band, afterwards removed. 
Graves.— Body coat, vest, trousers, and gloves all black. In Act ///., a colored 

silk hand'icerchief. 
Captaik Dud l by Smooth.— U< Dress : Dark fashionable morning or lounging coat, 
vest, and trousers. 2d Dress : Frock coat and fancy colored vest and trousers, 
patent-leather boots, dd Drfss : Usual dress for a fasionable dinner-party. 
Bhabp.— Plain black body coat, vest, and trousers ; white cravat, shoes. 
Old Membkb.— Blue colored body coat with gilt buttons, fancy colored vest, nan- 
keen trousers, shoes and cloth gaiters, white scarf, and high collar. 
Clara Douolab.- l5< Dress: Plain black walking dress with sleeves, and the hair 
plain. 2d Dress: Fancy muslin dress, ornamented, but not too much, accom- 
panied by rich gold bracelets, etc. 3d Dress : A rich dark velvet walking cos- 
tume, and handsome ornaments. 
Lady FuASKLiir.— A very rich and guy colored silk dress, with lace shawl, etc. In 
Act /F., handsome evening dress, the sleeves being short. In Act F., a hand- 
some morning costume, bonnet and lace shawl. 
Geoboina.— White muslin dress trimmed fancifully with black ribbons, jet orna- 
ments on the breast and the wrists of the long sleeves ; neck-chain of jet. In 
Act //., similar dress varied by fancy ribbons and gold ornaments. In Aet /F., 
change for dress for a foshionable dinner-party. In Act F., silk dress, fashion- 
ably cut blue mantle and trimmings ; hat and feather. 
Sebtants.— Those belonging to Sib John Yebey and Alfbed Etelyh : Plain black 
body coat, vest, and knee-breeches, white stockings and shoes. Those at the 
Club House : Puce colored body coats, yrith large brass buttons, velvet plush 
vests and knee-breeches, white neckties and stockings, shoes, and hair powdered. 

* All actors whom I have seen play this part made it the medium for the display 
of the richest and most fashionable clothing. 
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PROPERTIES, 

ACT I,j Scene I.— Two rich tables and covers ; newspapers, books ; twelve chairs ; 
carpet; a secretaire writin{; table; writing materials; black-edged letter; 
watch ; purse ; banknote ; wine; decanters; glasses; cake ; will ; letter ; 

ACT //., >Scene 1.— Three drawings ; bundle with now coat ; writing desk and ma- 
terials : table ; chairs : book and parchment ; piece of gold coin ; letter. Scene 
2.— As in Act I., with the addition of portfolio, drawings ; a portrait ; letter, as 
in last. 

ACT Jll.f Scene 1.— Same furniture, etc., as in Act I,, Scene 1, except there need 
not be.BO many chairs ; writing materials ; letter. Scene 2. — Two chairs. Scene 
3.— Five tables ; twelve chairs ; newspapers ; books ; writing materials ; pli^y- 
ing cards ; coffee cups ; Ini-ge round snuff-box ; two salvers ; glasses ; letter ; 
note ; pocket-book ; wax lights in candelabras on the tables ; lemonade and 
glasses. 

ACT I V.J Scene 1.— Two tables ; two chairs ; writing materials ; pocket-book ; 
checks. Scene 2. — Two tables with candelabra, etc. ; nine chairs ; painting ; 
letter ; paper fur Sherifi'*s officer : table in dining-room at back ; chairs round 
it ; dinner service spread ; candelabra and lights. 

ACT F., Scene 1.— Two tables ; four chairs ; table cloth and breakfast things ; 
glasses and wine ; letter ; bill ; salver ; large and shall watches. Scene 2.— 
Bell poll and bell without, Scene 3.— Same as Act IV., Scene 2. Letter, salver, 
writing materials on table. 



EXPLANATION OF THE STAGE DIRECTIONS. 
The Actor is snpixMed to &O0 the Audience. 
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ATTDIENCE. 



XmO. 



L. Left. 

L. o. Left Centre. 

Xta 1 s. Left First Entrance. 

Zi. 3 s. Left Second Entrance. 

i^ 3 X. Left Third Entrance. 

L.v,iL Left Upper Entrance 

(wherever this Scene may be.) 

p. z.. c Door Left Centre. 



o. Centre. 

B. Right. 

B. 1 E. Right First Entrance. 

B. 2 B. Right Second Entraaoatr 

B. 3 B. Right Third Entranoei 

B. u. X. Right Upper EntranoQb 

D. B. o* Door Bight Centre. 
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BILL FOR PROORAMXES, Etc, 
The erents of this plaj take place in London. Period, the present oentary. 

ACT I. 

ScBWE I.— DRAWING-ROOM IN SIR JOHN VESEY'S HOUSE. 

The Scheming Baronet and hie Dauffhter—DeeUh of a Rich Indian Couein 
—The Poor Secretary and the Poor Ward— The Story of Evelyn* e Love 
— Offer of Hand and Heart — Clara'e Refestton — A Taie of Sorrow — 
The Reading of the WiUr-** 1 leave all the residue of my fortune to 
Alfred Evelyn/* 

ACT n. 

ScBNB I.— AN ANTE-ROOM IN EVELYN^S NEW MANSION. 

The Troublee of Riches - Specimen of a Political Economic— Election 
Prospects— Bribery and Corruption — A Game of Battledore and Shuttle^ 
cock— The Story of Evelyn*s Life and Struggles— The Mysterious Let' 
ter—^ Who sent it? Clara or Georginat** 

Scene II.— DRAWING-ROOM AT SIR JOHN VESEY'S. 

Mr, Graves and his ** Sainted Maria**— A Dangerous Widow — I^ BaroneCe 
Cunning— An Artful Trick to Entre^ Evelyn— The Portait—The Bait 
Caught — The Letter was from Georgina—She Sent her Savings to Re* 
lieve Distress— The Offer of Hand and Fortune to Oeorgina — Evelyn i» 
Accepted— Clara's Agony—** With my whole heart I say it— be happy /" 

ACT III. 

ScBNB I.— DRAWING-ROOMS IN SIR JOHN VESEY»S HOUSE. 

Clouds in the Horizon — Eztravagance and Gambling — Bocks Ahead — Clara^a 
Departure from England— The Warning Voice of Love, as a Sister — 
" Let us part friends .'** — Suspicions of Truth — Graves* Story of 
Georgina*s Flirtations— A Trap Set for the Trapper, 

ScBNB II.— BOUDOIR IN SIR JOHN VESEY'S HOUSE. 

A Widower and Widow in Love— The Temptations of a Charming Woman 
—A Cure for Melancholy— Dancing and a Sweet Voice— Uf^leasani 
Interruption* 

ScEKB III.— GRAND SALOON AT EVELYN'S CLUB HOUSE. 

A Gentleman and a Gambler— Captain Deadly Smooth's Good Luck—Pl<A 
and Counterplot— Infatuation in Gaming— Loss after Loss — Evelyn's 
Ruin Approaching, 
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ACT IV. 

ScBNB I.— ANTE-ROOM IN EVELYN'S HOUSE. 

Morning Oaiii—Debt Against Debt—NiM Mode of Payment by Inerea$iiig 

— Not Quite Sharp Enough, 

ScEKE II.— SPLENDID SALOON IN EVELYN'S HOUSE. 

7%e Plot TTiickem— Evelyn t « Drifting Wrong— Suggestions for Anvtt- 
ance—" Will Georgina A«/p- me .»— £10,000 /or a time will save me" 
— An Ansvoer Deferred— Unpleasant Duns and a Sherr\ff't Officer- 
Failure qf Evelyn* t Bankers^ Clamorous Creditor t— Pleasure 
Against Charity— Desertion qf Friends as the Money goes Down ! 

ACT V. 

ScBKB I.— A ROOM AT THE CLUB. 

More Netos of the DownfaU — A Friend in the Scheme — Oeorgina's Old Love 
— The Eccentric Baronet — Political Intrigues — The Mine is Opening, 

ScENB IL— DRAWING-ROOMS IN SIR JOHN VESEY'S HOUSE. 

A Devoted Heart— A Woman in Distress— The Old Love Revived— If he 
Can be Saved he Shall — Departure of Clara to see Evelyn, 

ScEKB III.— SPLENDID SALOON IN EVELYN'S HOUSE.' 

Money Works Wonders — A Change Jvom Respect to It\famy—^ THs the 

way qf the World— £lOfiOO placed at Evelyn's Bankers— Saved— 

**'7\« Georgina's act-the die is cast!'*— Lovers Alone— The Story 

of Clara's L\fe—The Reasons for R^ection— Hope for the Future— 

Too Late!— Evelyn Elected a Member qf Parliament— The Mine is 

Sprung— Startling ^ews— Georgina Marries Sir Frederick Blount! 

•• Who, then, sent the money to my bankers?"— The Mystery Solved 

— 2^e Letter Explained— Clara Douglas!— Acceptance of Evelyri 

—The Scheme at an End— He was AVrer Ruined— Only a Plot to 

Show the Value qf 

MOJVEY. 



8 HONKY. 



TEE STORY OF THE PLAY. 

In the centre of the most fashionable part of London there resided, at the com- 
mencement of the play, Sir John Vesey, Baronet, ex-ilemUer of Farliuracnt, etc., 
Fellow of ever so many societies, and President of ever so munjr Corporations; in 
fact, a man surrounded by all the attributes of wealth uud hi}fh political and social 
position. Outwardly well x>olishnd, he had naturally a largo and influential circle 
of admiring triends and cringing ihitterers ; wealth and position, like honey, attract 
many flies— aud an artifice he resorted to of ^tting it mooted about ihat he was 
hoarding up his money, gradually acquired him the name of " Stinj?y Jack," and 
stimulated a belief, in some persons, and confirmed the opinion of others, that he 
really was a most highly honorable and wealthy gentleman, though somewhat 
eccentric, and that his only daughter, Qcorgiiia, was a rich heiress. 

The fact, however, was just the reverse. Ho had been, and was, playing a very 
deep game indeed ; he was in every respect an unprincipled and unsubstantial man, 
—a living specimen, though more advanced in years, uf Dickens' ever to be remem- 
bered character, Montague Tigg, alioi Tigg Montagtic. 

The members of Sir John Yesey's household were (ieorgina, his daughter ; Lady 
Franklin, his half-sister and a widow ; Glai-a Douglas, a i)0or ori>han cousin and his 
ward, and Alfred Evelyn, another poor cousin, who acted as his private secretary. 

As to Sir John himself— his father for services rendered in the army obtained a 
title, but expended all available means in keeping it up, consequently the only for- 
tune he could leave his son was the title. But this worthy son was not to be so 
easily foiled. On the strength of his parent's services, he obtained a pension of 
£4f>0 a pear, which was quite sufficient trading capital for a man of Sir John's ad- 
venturous disposition and tactics. On j£400 he took credit for jCBOO ; upon which 
credit he married a woman with i;lO,000, and increased his credit to £40,000. Then 
it was that he worked his artful scheme and paid a highly respect :ible but impovex- 
iHhed gentleman so much per week to mix in society and constantly allude to him 
OS *' Stingy Jack,** upon the principle that if a man of position is called " stingy" he 
is presumed to be " rich," and to be presumed " rich,** is to be universally respected. 

Working the wires thus, he had been elected n member of Parliament, and re- 
mained so until a fitting opportunity arrived, when he resigned his seat in favor of 
a member of the Government, who, in return, gave him a sinecure appointment, 
bringing in about j£2,000 a year ; all of which, and more raised upon the strength of 
it, he expended annually in keeping up appearances, in the hopes of bringing about 
a wealthy match lor his daughter. 

Of Georgina little can be said, except that she was quite obedient to her father's 
wishes, though at the same time a little artful and self-willed. Her mother died 
young, and therefore tiic male parental guidance had its efiect in moulding bei^ to 
his views. 

Lady Franklin was generous, kind, wealthy, and middled-aged— without any fam- 
ily, and therefore her half-brother had induced her to take ofl his hands the burden 
of his ward. Clara Douglas was an orphan of his cousin ; her mother died young, 
and her father at his death left hat to the care of Sir John as her guardian, but leav- 
ing no wealth, that was all he did leave him, and therefore to a man of Sir John's 
tomperament it was by no means an agreeible bequest. It was not long, however, 
before he found a way to transfer the charge to Lady Franklin. 

Alfred Evelyn was left fatherless when a hoy and his mother sacrificed everything 
she could to give him education. From school he proceeded to college, where he 
became a " sizar.*'* 



• *' Sizar ** is a term used in the Univeraity of Cambridge, in England, to denote a 
body of students, next below the pensioners, who eat at the public table free of 
expense, after the fellows of the college have taken their meals. In former times 
they had to wait at table during the meal hours, but thia custom has been done 
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One day, a young lord struck him, he returned the insult by horsewhipping hi« 
aatailant. The then great di£Ferenco between rich and poor was too strong for the 
affair to be passed over, so poor Evelyn was expelled the college and all his arobi- 
tious hopes blasted. Coming to London, he toiled and toiled to the best of his 
ability to cam a scanty subsistence for himself and mother, and so long as she lived 
he labored strenuously and successfully, but with her deuih, ambition seemed to 
expire also. As a last resource, he consented to become tlio ill-paid secretary and 
hanger-on to his cousin, Sir John Vesey ; but there wana magnet in thohoiuie which 
attracted him; he loved Clara Douglas, and to be near that loadstone he sank his 
pride. 

He prepared Sir John's speeches, wrote his jmrnphlets, mide up his calculations, 
composed epitaphs, condensed the debates in Parliament, and even executed various 
orders for the ladies, in bring im; home dresses, novels, music, securing boxes at the 
opera, etc,— all done probably upon a salary \em than was paid to Sir John's cosch- 
man. Such, then, were the constituent element^ of the Baronet's household at the 
opening of the play. 

Sir John has just received a letter from "Mr. Oraves, an eccentric, but well-mean- 
ing middle-aged gentleman, who never ceases to express, with a melancholy air, tlie 
loss he experieuccd by the death of his late wife; whom he invariably term?), with 
uplifted eyes, his " Sainted Maria," though very probably, if the truth were known, 
she had led him anything but a happy life, and her departure from this world was 
more of a bleieing than a misfortune ; at least, so many persons said, and more 
believed. 

Mr. Qravee informa Sir John that a Mr. Mordaunt, to whom Georgina is the near- 
est relation, is dead ; that, having been appointed executor, and having since his 
wife's death lived only in apartments, he proposes to read the will that day at Sir 
John's house, and will come with Mr. Sharp, the lawyer, for that purpose. 

This is great news to Sir John — Mr. Mordaunt wati reputed to be worth half a 
million sterling ; (Georgina is the nearest relation— there could surely be nothing 
therefore to prevent her coming in fur the bulk of his fortanc. 

Lady Franklin and Clara arrive ; to the surprise of the worldly-minded Sir John, 
hia half sister is not in mourning, but poor Clara is, explaining in the genuine feel- 
ing of her nature, that although only a third cousin of the deceased, he hml once 
assisted her father, and the quiet mourning robes she had obtained were all the 
respect and gratitude she could show. 

There are other distant relatives interested in the will ; Mr. Stout, a political 
economist. Lord Olossmorc, a sort of butterfly nobleman : and Sir Frederick Blount, 
a foppish boronet, who, as Lady Franklin facetiously observes, •' objects to the letter 
r as being too toough and therefore dtoops its acquaintance." 

Alfred Evelyn, in the meantime, has arrived, and sits at the table absorbed in 
reading ; so, when the conversation tingn^ a general attack is made upon him to 
know if he has executed various commissions, and what has delayed him. Ho 
takes the opportunity to explain to Sir John, that his prolonged absence has been 
occasioned by his having gone to visit a poor woman who was his nurse, and his 
mother's last friend ; that she is very sick, nay, dying, that she owes six months 
rent, and he appeals to Sir John for assistance. It is refused ; but Georgina 
overhears it, and her first impulse is to ossist him, but then she might not have the 
fortune, her allowance is very little, and she must purchase a pair of earrings she 
has seen ; she, however, inquires the address of the nurse. Upon this point the play 
hinges. Evelyn is misled by her unsolicited genoroeity, and gives it, and as Georgina 
reads it aloud, Clara silently takes a note of it, places all her little money in an 
envelope — but how to direct it T Evelyn wonld know her handwriting, and that 
must not be, so she appeals to Lady Franklin, who promises that he shall not know 



away with some years. The term so applied to them wis probably derived from 
this ancient occupation, as the tood they had to supply wlicn so engaged whs called 
** sise." It may well be imagined how naturally a spirit like Evelyn's recoiled a% 
the position. 
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it, that her word iliall direct it, and she will herself furaiih the monej, m it is 
than Clara can spare. 

Sir Frederick Blount arrives, and in his stupid, foppish waj, addresses many mj 
ridiouloas observations to Clara, which produces some excellent by-plaj and saroaa- 
tio remarks from Evelyn, who, though apparently sitting at the table reading, la 
watching with a keen and jeulous eye every movement of the idol of his aflieetloiu* 
Sir Frederick being called away, they are left alone, and in the most exquisite and 
perfect language, he tells the story of his love. But what is his horror and dismay 
to meet a calm, yet firm, refusal I Clara sees that, poor as they are, it would only 
bo a marriage of privation and of penury— a life of days that dread the morrow— her 
love is his — she can submit to suffer alone, but bring him into it also, she eannot. 

Mr. Graves and Mr. Sharp the lawyer arrive, and the reading of the will com- 
mences. Much disappointment, bat more amusement. Is created by the peculiarity 
and smallness of the bequests ; the largest being one of XIO.OOO to Georgina Yeaey. 

** What can the old fool have done with his money !*' exclaims Sir John, losing 
all control. The climax soon comes ; the deceased bequeaths the entire reddne of 
his immense fortune to the only relative who never fawned upon him, and who, 
having known privation, may the better employ wealth — Alfred Evelyn ! Congnt- 
ulations on every side are unbounded, but the voice of her he loves is silent. 

Evelyn is speedily installed in the first style of position ; his patronage is sought 
by every one ; tradesmen, electors, artists, and every rank of persona— bat this 
does not prevent his dispensing charity with a liberal hand, for which he seoaiea the 
services of Mr. Sharp. 

To Graves he tells the story of his life and love, and further, that in the letter 
which the lawyer gave him after the reading of the will, there was a request from 
Mr. Mordaont — ^but not imposing any condition — asking as a favor, if he had formed 
no other attachment, to choose as his wife, either Georgina or Clara, who was tho 
daughter of a dear friend of the deceased. He still loves Clara, but her r^aetiiNl 
overcomes him ; besides, he has obtained the letter, written in a disguised hand, 
sending money to, and saving hlf nurse. His heart yearns to believe that it was 
Clara*it doing, but he cannot conceive how she should know the address, besides the 
amount was too much for her to send. He also tells Graves, that determined to be 
revenged upon Clnra for reftising him, he has bribed Sharp, the lawyer, to say that 
the letter he gave him contained a codicil to the will, bequeathing Clara jS20,000 ; so 
that she will be no longer a dependent, and that she will owe her release from 
almost beggary and insult, unknowingly, to the poor scholar whom she had rejected. 
With this jofous and noble feeling he determines to visit Lady Franklin, and see 
if he can possibly ascertain by whom the money wan sent to his ntirse. 

Consequent upon her unlooked-for wealth, Clara is now admired by all, even by 
Sir Frederick. Lady Franklin always assures her she believes Evelyn still loves her, 
and begs permission to tell him who sent the money to the nurse, otherwise he 
might imagine it came fh>m Georgina. Sir John Vesey happens to overhear this 
remark, and determines to improve upon it, to secure Evelyn for his daughter. 
Clara makes Lady Franklin promise never to reveal the secret— most rductantly 
she obeys. 

Sir John questions his daughter ; she had taken down the address, intending to, 
but did not, send the money. That is quite enough ground for Sir John to work 
upon. 

A new character now comes upon the scene, Captain Dudley Smooth, but who, in 
consequence of his fashionable manners and abilities, unusual success at the gaming 
table, nnd skill as a duellist, had acquired the name of " Deadly " Smooth, and he 
is of course soon one of the friends of the wealthy Evelyn. 

Sir Frederick Blount also seeks Evelyn's aid to promote his suit with Clara, tell- 
ing him that he finds Georgina had a prior attachment, which prior attachment was 
no other than Evelyn himself, and therefore he must give her up and try his lock 
with Clata. Evelyn agrees to help him, and urges his merits in a bantering tone. 
Obeerving Sir Frederick's attentions, Georgina determines to flirt with Evelyn, and 
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Sir John Beiset the opportunitj to introduoe to hit notice a portfolio of her draw 
ioga; turning them over one after another until upoomeea portrait of— Alfred 
Eveljnl 

He iaaatoniahed and oonfoeed. Canahe really love him I A thought etrikea 
him— eareleeslj he asks her if the haa yet purchased a guitar she spoke of some 
months since. Now is the time for the master etroke, so taking him aside, Sir John 
hints that she liad applied the money in charity ; that she did not wish it known, 
and had employed some one else to direct the letter. The blow is well stsock, the 
shaft strikes home ; such benerolenoe, and such love as to draw his portrait ; Clani 
had refused him, how could he do otherwise than oiler to Oeoigina T He frankly 
tells her of his love for another, deep and true, but vain; that he cannot give her 
a first lore, but he does oiler her esteem, gratitude, hand and fortune. 

It is accepted. Poor Clara overbears all, and sinks on her chair tkinting; be 
rushes to her side, and she rallies sufficiently to exclaim, ** With my whole heart I 
say it— be happy— Alfred Evelyn 1** 

The time for the wedding is somewhat delayed, much to Bir John's annoyance, 
and Georgina complains that Evelyn's visits are not so l^equent, nor his manners so 
cheerful as they used to be— indeed, her former admirer, Sir Frederick, was £sr 
more attentive and amusing. Bir John does not half like the way Evelyn is going 
on. Fine houses in London, and in tlie country balls, banquets, expensive pio- 
toxea, horses, liberal charities, everything tending to diminish rapidly the largest 
fbrtnne. In addition to which, it is reported, he has taken to gambling, and is 
nearly always in company with Captain Dtadiy Smooth, against whose arts, no 
yonng man of fortune had been known to stand long. 

Sir John determines that it is absolutely necessary to bring about an early settle- 
menty and to further this, he thinks it best to get Clara away. He speaks to her 
upon the subject, and she consents to leave England rather than cloud his daugh- 
ter's hopes, and to that eflieet promises to write a letter. As she is finishing it, 
Evelyn calls to see Oeorgina, who is out, and, as they are alone, Clara tells him of 
hflr intended departure. 

In a scene of the most choice and beautiful language, replete with exquisite 
pathos, she breathes her thanks for past kindness, and now, that he is betrothed to 
another, her love— as a sister— dictates to her to remonstrate with him upon his 
parade, and luxuries, and follies. But he tells her that this casting aside of his 
hi^ qualities, this dalliance with a loftier fate, was her own work. It is impossi- 
ble adequately to describe the pure and beautiful language of this scene— the 
skillful mingling of love and reproachea— and the bitter parting— as fdendsl 

As he is recovering from the blow. Graves meets him, and tells him that he knows 
for a fact, Sir Frederick has proposed to Clara and been refused ; nay, more, that 
Georgina is not in love with him, but only with his fortune ; and that she plays 
ailSection with him in the afternoon, after she has practiced with Sir Frederick in 
the morning. And further, that Sir John is vastly alarmed at his gambling pro- 
pensities, and his connection with Captain Smooth, so much so, that he intends 
▼laiting the club that evening to watch him. 

A light breaks upon Evelyn, and he assures Graves that if these stories are true, 
tbeduper shall be duped, and he will extricate himself; to this end, he determines 
to ahape his plans. 

One of the liveliest scenes in the play here follows between Lady Franklin, who 
is really in love with the solemn and melancholy Graves. She so talks and works 
upon bis feelings, that he gradually relaxes his staid demeanor, and actually joins 
her in a dance, her own sweet, merry voice supplying the music. In the midst of 
their meriment they are interrupted and confused by the sudden entrance of Sir 
John, Blount and Georgina. It is the finest piece of comedy ever put upon the 
stage, and affords scope for excellent acting. 

We are now introduced to the club. Evelyn arrives, and requests Smooth to play 
with him, and he loses game after game. Watching his opportunity, he takes the 
Captain aside and acquaints him with a plot he has ftvmed to test the truth of his 
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suspicions of the intentions of Georgina and her father — into thid scheme^ Smooth 
readily enters, and returning to the table, they renew their play. Sir John arriTea, 
and watches with the most intonne excitement, game after game lost, with con- 
stantly increasing stakes. In apparent agony, Evelyn rises from the table, declar- 
ing that the work is ruinous, and he will play no more. All tlie members crowd 
round the Captain to ascertain the extent of his winnings ; the only answer they 
get ia an ofiTer to purchase from one of them a furnished houso which he.has to sell 
for X15,000, which, from his manner, he leads them to believe, is a mere trifle. They 
catch the bait, and at once imagine he must hare won double and treble that sum. 
Sir John's consternation is fearful, but the more so when be sees Erelyn, apparently 
imdfr the influence of too much wine, tuke hold of Smooth's arm, and declare they 
mu^t now make a night of it. 

In the morning, Glossmore and Sir Frederick call upon Evelyn to settle some 
small accounts with him. lie still carries on the deception, and not only excuses 
paying thorn, but works a trick between them, by which he secures a further cheek 
from each, and makes a present to ono of a horse ho buys on credit from the other. 
He goes further than this ; not only does he borrow jS500 from Sir John, but ho also 
tells him that he has sold out of the funds sufficient money to pay the balance for 
the purchase of an estate ; that the money is laying at his bankers, but he cannot 
touch it for any other purpose, or the estate will be lost, and the deposit money he 
has paid forefeited. He alludes, therefore, to Georgina*s XIO 000 leg^aey, and man- 
aging cleverly to get Sir John out of the way, he speaks to her upon the sobjeot. 
He tells her of his position, that they may probably have to retrench and live in the 
country, and suggests that she should lend him the jC10,000 for a few weeks to meet . 
some pressing claims ; without confidence there can be no joy in wedlock. 8ho 
hesitates, then promises he shall hear from her. 

Smooth, Glossmore and others now arrive, and, still carrying on the deception, he 
appears most servile and cringing to the Captain. In a well constructed soene, ho 
calls the attention of all to his unexpected accession to wealth twelve months since, • 
and claims their good opinion for the way in which he has acted— they all outwardly 
approve, but inwardly they earnestly wish they had back their various loans. Their 
nervous excitement is iucre-iscd by news being brought that the bankers with 
whom he banked have suspended payment, and they very much doubt his assur- 
ance that he had not much money there. This is followed by several tradesmen 
applying for their bills, and then by the entry of a sheriffs ofiBcer to serve him with 
a summons. All this is too overpowering — Sir John vehemently demands his jC^OO, 
and the others join chorus. Graves is overcome ; ho tells Evelyn to go into dinner, 
and he will settle with the officer. Delighted at this generosity. Lady Franklin 
ingenuously exclaims, *'I love you for that !*' and poor Graves loses his usual solemn- 
ity in the pleasure he experiences at this avowal. 

Again Evelyn appeals to Georgina ; he shall hear to-morrow ; but Sir John can 
restrain himself no longer, and he commands her, us his '* poor, injured, innocent 
child," to take the arm of Sir Frederick Blount. The doors are thrown open, and 
Evelyn invites all his friends to the dinner prepared for them; but in doing so, he 
appeals to them, in mockery, to lend him jClO for his poor old nurse. This is too 
much, and ho then bitterly reminds thorn that in the morning thoy lent him hun- 
dreds for pleasure, but now they refuse him a trifle for charity, and he commands 
them to go. Smooth alone remains, and being joined by Graves, the three repair 
to the table " to fill a bumper to the brave hearts that never desert us 1" 

Events now approach a climax. Graves and Lady Franklin have become more 
intimate and confidential. He tells her he is certain that Evelyn still loves Clara, 
but doubts if she cares tor him. Lady Franklin, on the other hand, assures him 
that ever since she has heard of Evelyn's distress, she has been breaking her heart 
for him. 

Clara arrives, having been to her bankers, for what purpose she declines to say ; 
but she says she has heard that jt;iO,000 would relieve Evelyn, and probably Georgina 
would lend him the omount. Graves much doubts such generosity in a woman, but- 
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bo hint! that he koew of greater generosity in a man, who, rejected in poverty, by 
one aa poor as himself, when he became rich, through a well iovented codicil, had 
made the woman rich. A light dawns upon Clara, she will see Evelyn and know the 
truth. 

Evelyn^ scheme has thus £sr succeeded. Upon Graves offering to aid him all he 
can, he is so pleased that he reveals his true poeition, and asaures him that scarcely 
a month*s income of his huge fortune has been touched ; it was merely a ruse to 
see whether a woman's love was given to *' man '* or " money." If Oeorgina should 
prove by her answer her confidence and generosity, then, though liis heart should 
break, he would marry her ; on the other hand, bhould she decline, there would 
be hope for explanations with Clara. 

A letter is brought in, and upon opening it, he finds a notice that XIO.OOO has 
been paid into the bank to his account. This decides the matter— the die i« oust, 
and Georgina wins. Lady Franklin arrives with Clara, and compelling Graves to 
withdiaw, leaves her and Evelyn together. 

In brilliant and telling language, the true and noble sentiments of Clara are 
revealed ; explanation upon explanation follows, and the ardent love of both is 
powerfully and touchingly portrayed ; but it is too late ! Evelyn, still believing 
that it ia Gteorgina who has assisted him, asserts, that by every tie of faith, grati- 
tude, loyalty and love, he is bound to another I Sir John hurries in, stating that 
he has an oOene ttom Georgina to advance the money, and is astounded when Evelyn 
tells him the amount has been already paid into his bankers. Then Sharp arrives 
with the news that Evelyn has been elected a Member of Parliament, and he also 
infinrma Sir John that the loss by the failure of the bank was only j£200 or so, and 
that Evelyn has always been living within his income. This is indeed good news, 
and Sir John is in ecstacies, when his daughter and Sir Frederick arrive ; but before 
he can speak, Evelyn addresses her, desiring to know if she has assisted and 
trosted him purely and sincerely. She cannot comprehend him, and tells him, that 
following the principles she once heard uttered, *' what is money without happi- 
ness t" she had, that morning, promised her hand to Sir Frederick Blount I Utterly 
astounded, Evelyn produce the letter^Lady Franklin reads it— the money had 
been jMdd in by '* a friend, to Alfred Evelyn ;" the same name iised in sending the 
money to the old nurse, and she at once proclaims both as Clara's acts. In an 
ecstacy of delight, Evelyn ofllers love and fortune ; this time he is not rejected. The 
solemn Graves forgets his " sainted Maria,** and joins hands with Lady Franklin, 
and all bat Sir John realise the combination of happiness and— Monet ! 



REMARKS, 



Ih introducing the third, in the new series of Balwer*8 plays, it is a labor of love. 
The reooUections of its excellent production, and of witnessing it afterwards upon 
almost every occasion of its reproduction in London, bring to mind old associ- 
ations that are agreeable, yet saddening ; for many of those who filled the parts, 
and whose company was ever welcome, both on and off the stage, are now no more. 

Of all Bulwer's plays, this is, undoubtedly the best— it is more than fine— it is a 
splendid comedy, so telling, and so true to life in all the principles, and in the delin- 
eation of characters with which a wayfarer through the world constantly meets. It 
makes such a powerful appeal, in presenting the spectacle of a man endowed with 
intellect, education, and gentlemanly bearing, occupying a subordinate position, but 
expected to be of the greatest usefulness upon all occasions, at the same time receiv- 
ing less pay than the tall footman of the establishment, and considerable fewer 
peninhrites than the favorite butler ; a position from which he is only released by a 
most unexpected stroke of fortune. 

The conception and the execution of the plot are, in my opinion, perfect. All the 
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obterrations touching upon falsity, pride, deceptive appeanmoes, wotldlx Mliem- 
ing, pure affectioD, hypocrisy, are painted and well drawn, so admirably depictozcd, 
that they cannot fail to telL 

Upon reference to the remarks and dates in the 'prerious plays, it will be foand 
that only about eleven months elapeed between the production of the Lady of Lyonf 
and Richelieu, whereas, between that play and this, nearly doable that period 
passed away, and certain it is, that the author made good use of it, by prodndng a 
work, both in plot and language, very far surpassing nil his previoos efforts, and 
giving to the world one of the finest comedies, if not the finest, in the English Itn- 
guagc. 

He hud again the good luck to be supported by the highest professional materUt 
available for carrying out hia ideas, and it can be stated, fh>m personal knowledge 
of all the Indies and gentlemen engaged in the play, that the characters were well 
suited to the actors, and the actors to the characters ; consequently, nothing eould 
bo more felicitous or 80 likely to ensure suoces?, as the result proved. Again be had 
for his hero, Alfred Evelyn, Mr. Macready, the hero of his previous plays, and for 
his heroine, Clara Douglas, Miss Helen Faucit, who had contributed so largely to 
previous successes. 

As was noticed in the remarks to the Lady of Lyons and Rioheliea, those pUyi 
had the benefit of being supported by actors, all of whom afterwards attained lead- 
ing positions in the profession ; no was it with this play. On its first prodoetion 
there was a concentration of talent, blooming, half blooming, and about to bloom, 
that ensured a proper rendering of a meritoriuns play. 

It will be observed, that the scene of triumph was changed fktMn the Theatre 
Boyal, Covent Qarden, to the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, London ; and that of the 
ladies and gentlemen who had played in the author's previous prodoctions, only 
four had parts in this, viz : Miss H. Faucit, Mr. Macready, Mr. F. Yining, and 
Mr. Howe. But the others were a little host. Mr. Walter Lacy, one of the finest, 
and most gcotlemunly actors on the stage ; Mr. B. Webster, a great actor, and for 
many years lessee of the Haymarket, Adelphi, and Princess' Theatres, in London, 
where he is still playing, at an advanced age, and who is celebrated for having 
brought out, at the Adelphi Theatre, in conjunction with Madame Celeste, a very 
large number of first class dramas—" The Hop Pickers,"—** The Harvest Home,^ 
— ** The Green Bushes," and farces innumerable. Mr. Wrench and Mr. Oxberry, 
low comedians of the first class ; the latter, a gentleman of much intellect and edu- 
cation, as his " Dramatic Budget " will testify. 

Mr. O. Smith, who for many years played the *' villain " in all domestic dramas, 
with unqualified success, so good was his make up, and so well adapted for snob 
character, hia cool, deep voice. Mrs. Glover, a most amiable and accomplished lady, 
who was for many years a stock member of the Haymarket Company, and as 
famous in London, for her admimble delineation of ladies of middle and more 
advanced age, as Mrs. Wheately was in this country. Lastly, Miss P. Horton, who 
was afterwards, fur many years without a rival, as the chief burlesque and extrava- 
ganza actress in London. She married Mr. T. G Reed, a celebmted musical direc- 
tor and composer, and together they carried on for many years a beautiful little 
theatre in Regent street, London, where they produced a number of musical 
pieces of the highest class; it was like a handsome drawing-room, and was known 
as '* The Gallery of lUnsiration." 

Poor Mrs. Glover met with a melancholy end. Upon the occasion of her fluewell 
benefit in London, July 12tli, 1850, she was so overcome by the reception given to 
her, and the emotions at quitting forever the scene of so many triumphs, and of 
long standing associations— for the Haymarket Company was termed " the happy 
family "—season after season tor many yearn rarely witnessing any change amongst 
the members — that she sudden y became speechless, and three days afterwards, July 
15th, 1850, she expired. 

Of Mr. O. Smith's popularity and fame, for his deep voice and demoniacal laugh, I 
may mention a little incident. Some years since, I produced in London an eztrav- 
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agansa called ** Tbe Three Princes,*' and I am happy to say it met with the greatest 
possible success. I introduced in it an allusion to bis voice. Tbe eril genius of tbe 
piece threatens utter annihilation to one of the princes, to which the reply came : 

** Destroy me, kin and kith 1 
You speak exactly like the Adelphi Smith !** 

and so weU and so widely known was the sctor and bis voice, that during a run of 
notfly two hundred nights, tbe allusion and imitation never once failed to bring 
forth a hearty laugh. 

With reference to the character of Sir John Vesey, it is interesting to observe 
that ** truth is stranger than fiction." He says, in the first scene, '* If you have no 
merit or money of your own, you must trade on the merits and money of other 
people.** In a recent great law case in England, *' The Tichbome Case,** the triul 
of which lasted nearly twelve months, an old pocket book was produced in evidence, 
in which the claimant to the title and estates (afterwards sentenced to fourteen 
years imprisonment for perjury and forgery) had written ** some i>eople has plenty 
of money and no brains, and some people has plenty of brains and no money,*' 
therefore, he held it was the duty of the latter to prey upon the former. He was 
evidently a vulgar disciple of the Sir John Vesey school, of which there aro. speci- 
mens to be met with everywhere. 

Mr. Macready was followed iu the character of Alfred Evelyn, by all those who 
bad followed him in the Lady of Lyons ', Charles Kean, Phelps, Anderson, Creswick, 
and a host of others previously mentioned, who were as suooessful in this as in the 
previous plays. 

As before stated, Money was first produced in America at the Old Park Theatre, 
New York, Feb. Ist, 1841, with an excellent cast. 

Mr. Hield, who played the hero, was a gentlemanly and intellectual actor ; he 
made a great hit, and for many years, after wards repeated the character with con- 
tinued success. 

Mr. Chippendale as Sir John Vesey, and Mrs. Chippendale as Oeorgina, were also 
most successful, whilst Mrs. Maeder as Clara Douglas, and Mrs. Vernon aslhe warm 
hearted Lady Franklin, added greatly to the triumph of the play. 

It was afterwards produced at the Chatham Theatre, situated on Chatham 
street between Roosevelt and James streets, and at the Broadway, which was situ- 
ated on Broadway between Pearl street and Anthony (now Worth) street, with the 
following cast : 

Cliatham Theatre^ Broadway Theatre^ 

Srpt. 4, 1843. Nov. 4, 1847. 

Alfred Evelyn Mr. Hiki.d. Mr. G. Vandemhoff. 

Sir John Vesey Mr. Gbesme. Mr. H. Wallace. 

Lord Qlossmore Mr. Booth, Jr. Mr. Fbxdkbices. 

Sir Frederick Blount Mr. Firld. Mr. Lestbr. ^ 

Stout Mr. Collins. Mr. E. Bhaw. 

Graves Mr. Bdrtov. Mr. Vacbb. 

Captain Dudley Smooth Mr. Stb vbnb. Mr. Dawson. 

Clara Douglas Mrs. G. Jones. Miss F. Wallace. 

Lady Franklin Mrs. Rivsas. Mrs. Winbtahlet. 

Qeorgina MissKiRBT. Mrs. Seuoeakt. 

And also on September 16, 1857, at Burton's New Theatre, when Mr. Murdoch 
played Alflred Evelyn, Mr. Burton, Graves, and Mrs. W. H. Smith, Lady Franklin. 

But perhaps as fine and almost as good a representation of the comedy was that 
produced at Wallack*s Theatre, New York, Jan. 17, 1874, with the following excel- 
lent oast : 
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Alfred Evelyn ; Mr. Lxstxb Wallaos. 

Sir John Vesey Mr. J. W. Cabboll. 

Lord Glosimore Mr. J. W. Feroubok. 

Bir Frederick Blount Mr. W. B. Floyd. 

Benjamin Stoat •' Mr. Johx Bbouohasc. 

Orares Mr. Harrt Beccbtt. 

Captain Dudley Smooth Mr. J. B. Pouc. 

Mr. Sharp Mr. 0. F. Bi^owmi. 

Old Member Mr. T. C. Mills. 

Clara Douglas Miss Jeffrkts Livis. 

Lady Franklin Madame Ponisl 

Oeorgina. Miss Doea Goldtbwaiti. 

Haying been present upon innumerable occasions of the representations of this 
play, and witnessed the performance of nearly all the Alfred Evelyns on the London 
boards, I have no hesitation in saying I never, as a whole, saw the play better 
mounted or acted. The Alfred Evelyn of Mr. Lester Wallack will bear comparison 
with {Cny ; if we could only have the pleasure of making him a few years younger it 
would enhance the beauty of the performance ; but one could afford to put aside 
that little drawback ; it was fully compensated for by the fine delivery of the text, 
and the intellect and bearing of one of nature's nobleman, such as Alfred Evelyn 
is supposed to be, and the actor is. 

Mr. John Brougham's Slout, Mr. Harry Beckett's Graves, Mr. W. R. Floyd's Sir 
Frederick Blounij were all most admirably rendered. Miss Jeffreys Lewis made an 
excellent Clara DougloM, and as Lady Franklin, Madame Ponisi well sustained her 
reputation, whilst Miss Dora Ooldthwaite as Gtorgina was all that was needed. 
Indeed all engaged were good. As I have said in my former remarks, so I say of 
this play— not one Jot of brilliancy and effect has bcsn lost in transferring it to the 
American boards. j. k. s. 
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SCENE I. — A drawing-room in Sm John Vesbt's houte; folding doors c, 
which open on another draining -room. To the right a table^ with the 
Morning Post newspaper ^ books, etc, ; to the left, a sofa and writing table. 
The furniture tasteful and costly. 

Sir John and QsoRaniA discovered^ b. c. 

Sib John {reading a letter edged with black). Yes, he says at two pre- 
cisely. "Dear Sir John, -as since the death of my sainted Maria," — 
Hum ! — that's his wife ; she made him a martyr, and now he makes her 
a saiot I 

Qbob. Well, as since hor death 1 — 

Sir J. {reading). *' I have been living in chambers, where I cannot so 
well invite ladies, you will allow me to bring Mr. Sharp, the lawyer, to 
read the will of the late Mr. Mordaunt (to which I am appointed execu- 
tor) at your house — your daughter being the nearest relation. I shall 
be with you at two precisely. — Henry Graves." 

Gbob. And you really think I shall be uncle Mordaunt's heiress ? 
And that the fortune he made in India is half a million 1 

Sib J. Ay ! I hav.3 no doubt you will be the richest heiress in Eng- 
land. But sit down, my dear Qeorgy — my dear girl. (Gborgina. sits r. 
H- of table. Sib J.»hn l. h.) Upon this happy — I mean melancholy — occa- 
sion, I feel that I may trust yon with a secret. You see this fine house 
—our fine servants^-our fine plate — our fine dinners ; every one thinks 
Sir John Vesey a rich man. 

Qbob. And are you not, papa ? 

Sir J. Not a bit of it — all humbug, child — all humbug, upon my 
soul I There are two rules in life — First, men are not valued for what 
they are, but what they seem to be. Secondlt, if you have no merit or 
money of your own. you must trade on the merits and money of other 
people. My father got the title by services in the army, and died pen- 
niless. On the strenoth of his services I got a pension of £400 a yefr; 
on the strength of £400 a year I took credit for £800 ; on the strenuth 
of £800 a year I married your mother with £10,000 ; on the strength of 
£10,000 I took credit for £40,000, and paid Dicky Gossip three guineas 
a week to go about everywhere calling me " Stingy Jack !'* 

Gbok. Ha ! ha ! A disagreeable nickname. 

Sir J. But a valuable reputation When a man is called stingy, it is 
as much as calling biin rich ; and when a man's called rich, why he's a 
man universally respected. On the strength of my respectability I 
wheedled a constituency, changed my politics, resigned my seat to a 
minister, who, to a man of such stake in the country, could offer nothing 
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less ii) return than a pateut office of £2,000 a year. That's the way to 
succeed in life. Hnmhuo:, my dear — ^all humbug, upon my soul ! 

Qeor. I must say that you 

Sir J. Know the world, to be sure. Now, for your fortUDe — as I 
spend more than my income, I can have nothing to leave you; yet, even 
without counting your uncle, you have always passed for an heiress on 
the credit of your expectations from the savings of ** Stingy Jack." 
Apropos of a husband ; you know we thought of Sir Frederick BlounL 

Gbok. Ah, papa, he is charming. 

Siu J. Hem ! He was so, my dear, before we knew your poor uncle 
was dead ; but an heiress such as you will be should look out for a duke. 
Where the deuce is £velyn this morning ? {rises, puts back the ehair, goes 
to L. table, marks t/te letter and puts iiin his pocket.) 

Qeor. I've not seen him, papa. What a strani^e character he is — so 
sarcastic; and yet he can be agreeable, {puts back her ehair and then 
goes K.) 

Sir J. A humorist — a cynic ! One never knows how to take him. My 
privat? secretary — a poor cousin, has not got a shilling, and yet, hang 
me, if he does not keep us all at a sort of a distance. 

Qeor. But why do you take him to live with us, papa, since there's 
no good to be got by it ? 

Sir J. There you are wrong ; he has a great deal of talent; prepares 
my speeches, writes my pamphlets, looks up my calculations. Besides, 
he is our cousin — he has no salary ; kindness to a poor relation always 
tells well in the world ; and benevolence is a useful virtue — particularly 
when you can have it for nothing. With our other cousin, Clara, it was 
different; her father thought fit to leave me her guardian, though she 
had not a penny— a mere useless encumbrance ; bo, you see, I got my 
half-sister, Lady Franklin, to take her off my hands. 

Qeor. How. much longer is Lady Franklin's visit to bel (jU tabU s., 
takes up paper, reads until she speaks to Evelyn.) 

Sir J. I don't know, my dear ; the longer the better — for her hus- 
band left her a good deal of money at her own disposal. Ah, here she 
comes ! 

Enter Ladt Franklin and Clara, c. b. 

My dear sister, we were just loud in your praises. But how's this — not 
in mourning 7 

Lady F. Why should I go in mourning for a man I never saw 1 

Sir J. Still there may be a legacy. 

Lady F. Then there'll be less cause for affliction ! Ha, ha ! my dear 
Sir John, Tm one of those who think feeUngs a kind of property, and 
never take credit for them upon false pretences, (crosses to table l., sits,) 

Sir J. {aside, l.). Very silly woman 1 {aloud) But, Clara, I see you are 
more attentive to the proper decorum ; yet you are very, very^ vbrt dis- 
tantly connected with the deceased — a third cousin, I think 1 

Clara. Mr. Mordaunt once assisted my father, and these poor robes 
are all the gratitude I can show him. {goes to l. table and sits.) 

Sir J. {aside). Qratitude ! humph ! 1 am afraid the minx has got ex- 
pectations. 

Lady F. So, Mr, Qraves is the executor — the will is addressed to 
him ? The same Mr. Graves who is always in black, always lamenting 
his ill-fortune and his sainted Maria, who led him the life of a dog? 

Sir J. The very same. His liveries are black — his carriage is black 
— he always rides a black galloway — and faith, if he ever marry again, 
I think he will show his respect to the sainted Maria by marrying a 
black woman. 
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Ladt F. Ha ! ha ! we shall see. {atide) Poor Qraves, I always liked 
him; he made an excellent husband, {down c.) 

JSnter EvblkNi c. l., teaU himself l. of b. iaUet and takes up a book unob- 
served. 

Sir J. Wliat a crowd of relations this will brings to light! Mr. Stout, 
the Political Economist — ^Lord Qlossmore— ^ 

Ladt F. Whose grandfather Icept a pawnbroker's shop, and who, 
accordingly, entertains the profoundest contempt for everything popular, 
ffarvenUf and plebeian. 

Sib J. Sir Frederick Blount 

Ladt F. Sir Fwedewick Blount, who objects to the letter r as being 
too uH)ugh, and therefore duK>ps its acquaintance ; one of the new class 
of prudent young gentlemen, who, not having spirits and constitution for 
the hearty excesses of their predecessors, intrench themselves in the dig- 
nity of a lady-like languor. A man of fashion in the last century was 
riotous and thoughtless — in this he is tranquil and egotistical. He never 
does anything that is silly, or says anything tliat is wise. I beg your 
pardon, my dear ; I believe Sir Frederick is an admirer of yours, pro- 
vided, on reflection, he does not see " what harm it could do him " to 
fall in love with your beauty and expectations. Then, too, our poor 
cousin the scholar — (Clara touches Lady Fuanklix, and points co £ve- 
LYW. AU turn and look at him) Oh, Mr. Evelyn, there you ore ! {resunes 
her seat.) 

Sir J. {going up to Eybltit, a. c). Evelyn — the very person I wanted ; 
where have you been all day 1 Have you seen to those papers ? — have 
yuu written my epitaph on poor Mordauut ? — Latin, you know t — have 
you reported my speech at Exeter Hall? — have you looked out the de- 
bates on the Customs 1 — and— oh, have you mended up all the old pens 
in the study ? 

Qboi^. (r. o/r. table). And have you brought me the black floss silk 1 
— have you been to Storr's for my ring 1 — and, as we cannot go out on 
this melancholy occasion, did you call at Hookhfim's for the last H. B. 
and the Comic Annual t 

Ladt F. {rises and goes to Eyblyit). And did you see what was really 
the matter with my bay horse 1^-did you get me the opera-box I—did 
you buy my little Charley his peg-top 1 

EvBLTN {always reading). Certainly, Paley is right upon that point ; 
for, put the syllogism thus — {looking up) Ma'am — sir — Miss Vesey — yon 
want something of me ? — Paley observes, that to assist even the unde- 
serving tends to the better regulation of our charitable feelings. — No 
apologies — I am quite at your service, {shuts the book and comes forward.) 

Sill J. Now he's in one of his humors I 

Ladt F. {down b.). You allow him strange liberties. Sir John. 

EvB. (o.)' You will be the less surprised at that, madam, when I in- 
form you that Sir John allows me nothing else. I am now about to 
draw on his benevolence. 

Ladt F. I beg your pardon, sir, and like your spirit. Sir John, I'm in 
the way, I see ; for I know your benevolence is so delicate that you 
never allow any one to detect it ! [Retires and goes off, c. l. 

£vB. I could not do your commissions to-day — I have been to visit a 
poor woman, who was my nurse and my mother's last friend. She is 
very poor — very — sick — dying — and she owes six months' rent ! 

Sir J. (l ). You know I should be most happy to do anything for 
yourself. But the nurse — {aside) Some people's nurses are always ill ! 
{aloud^ There are so many impostors about ! We'll talk of it to-morrow. 
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(EvBLTN gosn to the ialie^ L.) Tliis mournful occasion takes np all of my 
attention, (looking at his watch) Bless me ! so late! I've letters to write, 
and — none of tiie pens are mended ! [Exit^ b. 

Gbor. (taking out her pur te, r.). 1 think I will give it to him — and yet 
if I don't get tUe fortune atier all 1 — Papa allows me so little ! — then I 
must bav3 those earrings, (puts up the purse) Mr. Evelyn, ^hat is the ad- 
dress of your nurse ? 

Eve. (writes at l iable^ and gives it — aside). She has a good heart with 
all her foibles ! (aloud) Ah ! Miss Yesey, if that poor woman bad not 
closed the eyes of my lost mother, Alfred Evelyn would not have been 
this beggar to your father. 

Qfioa (reading). '* Mrs. Staunton, 14 Amos street, Pentonville." 
(Clara, at the t<Me^ torites down the tuidress as she hears Qeohqihl read it,) 

Qeor. I will certainly attend to itr-^aside) it I get the fortune. (Eve- 
lyn goes upK.) 

Sir J. {calling y without). Qeorgy, I say ! 

Geok. Yes, papa! [ExU^ r. 

EvRLTK has seated hvnself again at the table— to the right, — and leans his 

faee on hie hands. 

Clara. His noble spirit bowed to this ! Ah, at least here I may give 
him comfort, (sits down to write) But he wiM recognize my band. 

Re-enter Lady Fkanklin, c. 

Lady F. (looking over her shoulder). What bill are you paying. Clara 1 
— putting up a bank-note ? 

Clara. Hush ! — 0, Lady Franklin, you are the kindest of human be- 
ings. This is for a poor person — I would not have her know whence it 
came, or she would refuse it! Would you? — No — No — he knows her 
handwriting also ! 

Lady F. Will I — what? — give the money myself 7 — with pleasure! 
Poor Clara — why, this covers all your savings — and I am so rich ! 

Clara. Nay, I would wish to do all myself 1 It is a pride — a duty- 
it is a joy ; and I have so few joys ! But hush ! — this way. (they retire 
into the inner rootn and converse in dumb show.) 

Eve. {seated). And thus must I grind out my life for ever! I am am- 
bitious, and Poverty dra^s me down ; I have learning, and Poverty 
makes me the drudje of fools ! I love, and Poverty stands like a spec- 
tre before the altar! But no, no — if, as 1 believe, I am but loved as;ain, 
I will— will — what? — turn opium eater, and dream of the Eden 1 may 
never enter 1 (Lady Franklin and Clara advance^ c.) 

Clara. But you must be sure that Evelyn never knows that I sent 
this money lo his nurse. 

Lady F. {to Clara). Ne\er fear — I will get my maid to copy and di- 
rect this — siie writes well, and lier hand will never be discovered. I 
will have it done and sent instantly. [ExU, r. 

Clara advances to the front of stage, and seats herself r. c ; Evelyn read- 
ing. Enter Sir Frederick Blount, c. l. ; he comes doum^ l. c. 

Blount. No one in the woom ! — Oh, Miss Douglas ! Pway don't let 
me disturb you. Where is Miss Vesey — Georgina 7 (taking Clara' 8 
chair >as she rises.) 

Eve. {looking up, gives Clara a elutir, and reseats himself. Aside) Inso- 
lent puppy ! 
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Clara. Shall I tell lier you are here, Sir Frederick ? 

Blou:it. Not for the world. Vewy pwetty girl this companion ! {sits 
L. c.) 

Clara. What did you think of the Panorama the other day, Cousin 
Evelyn 1 

Eyb. {reading), 

" I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss gentleman that^s all perfume !*' 
Bather good lines these. 

Blount. Sir! 

EvB. {offering the book). Don't you think so 1— Cowper. 

Blount, {declining the book). Cowper ! 

EvB. Cowper. 

Blount {Bhrugyirtg his shoulders, to Clara). Stwange person, Mr. Eve- 
lyn ! — quite a chawacter ! — Indeed the Panowama gives you no idea of 
Naples — a delishtful place. I make it a wule to go there evewy second 
year — I'm vewy fond of twavelling. You'd like Wome (Rome)^bad inns, 
but vewy fine wuins ; gives you quite a taste for that sort of thing ! 

EvB. {reading), 

" How much a dunce that has been sent to roam 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home !" 

Blount. Sirl 

EvB. Cowper. 

Blount {aside). That fellow Cowper says vewy odd things ! Humph ! 
it is beneath me to quawwell. (aloud) It will not take long to wead the 
will, I suppose. Poor old Mordaunt ! — I am his nearest male welation. 
He was vewy eccentwic. {draws his ehair nearer) By the way. Miss 
Douglas, did you wemark my cuwicle ? It is bwinging cuwicles into 
fashion. I should be most happy if yon will allow me to dwive you out. 
Nay — nay — 1 should, upon my word, {trying to take her hand.) 

Eve {starting up). A wasp! — ^a wasp!— just going to settle. Take 
care of the wasp, Miss Douglas I 

Blount. A wasp — where ! — don't bwing it this way — some people 
don't mind them I I've a particlar dislike to wasps ; tliey sting damna- 
bly ! 

Eve. I beg pardon — it's only a gadfly. 

Enter Page, r. 

Page. Sir John will be happy to see you in his study. Sir Frederick. 

[Exit Pa OB, c. L. 

Blount. Vewy well, {rises and goes r ) Upon my word, there is some- 
thing vewy nice about this girl. To be sure I love Geor^ina — but if 
this one would take a fancy to me — [thoughtfully) — Well, I don't see 
what harm it could do me I Au plaisir ? [Exit^ a. 

Clara takes her chair ton.ofjj, table. 

Etb. Clara! 

Clara. Cousin! {com>'ng foncard, h.) 

Eye. And you, too, are a dependant? 

Claba. But on Lady Franklin, who seeks to make me forget it. 

Eve. Ay, but can the world forget it ? This insolent condescension — 
this coxcombry of admiration — more galling than the arrogance of con- 
tempt! Look you now — Robe Beauty in silk and cashmere — hand Vir- 
tue into her chariot — lackey Iheir caprices — wrap them from the winds 
— fence them round with a golden circle — and Virtue and Beauty are as 
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goddesses both to peasant and to priDce. Strip them of the a^jonct?— 
see Beauty and Virtue poor— dependant — solitary — walking the world 
defenceless ! oh, then the devotion changes its character — the same 
crowd gather eagerly around— fools — fops — libertines— not to worship 
at the shrine, but to sacrifice the victim ! 

Clara. My cousin, you are cruel I— I can smile at the pointless inso- 
lence. 

EvB. Smile — ^and he took your hand ! 0!i, Clara, you know not the 
tortures that I suffer hourly ! When others approach you — young — fair 
— rich — the sleek darlings of the world— I accuse you of your very 
beauty — I writhe beneath every smile that you bestow. (Clara, about to 
speak) No — speak not — my heart has broken its silence, and you shall 
hear the rest. For you I have endured the weary bondage of this house 
— the fools gibe — the hireling's sneer — the bread purchased by toils 
that should have led me to loftier ends ; yes, to see you — hear you— 
breathe the same air — be ever at hand — that if others slighted, from one 
at least you might receive the luxury of respect — for this — for this I 
have lingered, suffered, and forborne. Oh, Clara ! we are orphans both 
— friendless both ; you are all ih the world to me ; {aJie turns away) tarn 
not away — my very soul speaks in these words — I lovb you ! (Jcneda,) 

Clara. No^Evelyn — Alfred — no ! Say it not ; think it not 1 it were 
madness. 

Eve. Madness ! — nay, hear me yet. I am poor, dependant — a beg- 
gar for bread to a dying servant. True! But I have a heart of iron. I 
have knowledge — patience — liealth — and my lovo for you gives me at 
last ambition I I have trifled with my own ener£ries till now, for I de- 
spised all things till I loved you. With you to toil for-<i-yoar step to 
support — your path to smooth — and I — I, poor Alfred Evelyn — promise 
at last to wm for you even fame and fortune ! Bo not withdraw your 
hand — this hand — shall it not be mine 1 

Clara. Ah, Evelyn I Never — ^never! (crosses to b.) 

Eve. Never? {rises.) 

Clara. Forget this folly ; our union is impossible, and to talk of lore 
were to deceive both ! 

Eve. [bitterly). Because I am poor ! 

Clara. And Itoo! A marriage of privation — of penury — of days that 
dread the morrow ! I have seen such a lot ! Never return to this again. 

Eve. Enough — you are obeyed. I deceived myself — ha — ha! I fan- 
cied that I too was loved. I, whose youth is already half gone with care 
and toil — whose mind is soured — whom nobody can love — who ought to 
have loved no one ! 

Clara (as%de\. And if it were only j, to suffer, or perhaps to starve ! 
Oh, what shall I say 1 {aloud) Evelyn — cousin! 

Eve. Madam. 

Clara. Alfred — I — I 

Eve. Reject me % 

Clara. Yes. It is past! [Exit^'R, 

Eve. Let me think. It was yesterday her hand trembled when mine 
touched it. And the rose I gave her — yes, she pressed her lips to it 
once when she seemed as if she saw me not. But it was a trap— a trick 
— for I was as poor then as now. This will be a jest for them all ! 
Well, courage I it is but a poor heart that a coquette's contempt can 
break, {retires up to the table^ r.) 

Enter Lord Glossmorb, preceded by Page, c. l. 

Page. I will tell Sir John, my Lord. (Exit^ r. Evelt:? takes up tk0 
newspaper,) 
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Gloss. The secretary — ham ! Fine day, sir ; any news from the 
east ? 
Etb. Yes — all the wise men bare gone back there ! 

Sbbvant, c. l., announcis Mb. Stout, r. 

Qloss. Hu ! ha ! — not all, for here comes Mr. Stout, the great politi- 
cal economist. 

Bnter Stout, c. l. 

Stout (b. c ). Good moraing, Glossmore. 

Gloss, (l.). Gloasinor* ! — the parrenn ! 

Stout. Afraid I might be late — been detained at the vestry — aston- 
ishing how ignorant thd English poor are ! Took me an hour and a 
half to beat it into the head of a stupid old widow, with nine children, 
that to allow her three shillings a week was against all rules of public 
morality. (Evbltn rises and comes down, r.) 

EvB. Excellent — admirable — your hand, sir ! 

Gloss. What I you approve such doctrines, Mr. Evelyn 1 Are old 
women only fit to be starved 1 

EvB. Starved! popular delusion! Observe, my lord, (crdsses, c.) to 
squander money upon those who starve is only to afford encouragement 
to starvation ! 

Stout. A very superior person that ! 

Gloss. Atrocious principles ! Give me the good old times, when it 
was the duty of the rich to succor the distressed. 

Eyb. On second thoughts, you are right, my lord I, too, know a poor 
woman — ^ill — dying — in want. Shall #A^, too, perish t 

Gloss. Perish ! horrible— in a Christian countrv ! Perish ! Heaven 
forbid ! 

Evb. (holding out his hand). What, then, will you give her? 

Gloss. Ahem ! Sir, the parish ought to give. 

Stout. By no means ! 

Gloss. By all means ! 

Stout. No 1— no ! — ^no ! Certainly not ! {with great vehemence.) 

Gloss. No ! no ! But I say, yes ! yes ! And if the parish refuse to 
maintain the poor, the only way left to a man of firmness and resolution, 
holding the principles that I do, and adhering to the constitution of our 
fathers, is to force the poor on the parish by never giving them a farth- 
ing one's self. 

Stout. No !— no I — no ! 

Gloss. Yes ! — yes ! — yes ! 

Evb. Gentlemen ' — gentlemen ! — perhaps Sir John will decide, [point- 
ing to Siu JoHir as he enters, and retires to table ^ takes up a book, reads. ) 

Enter Sib John, Ladt Fbanklin, Gbobgina, Bloukt, Page, b. Page 
goes off, c. l. Ladt Fbankliv goes to table, l., and sits. 

Sib J. How d'ye do 1 Ah ! how d'ye do, gentlemen 1 This is a most 
melancholy meeting ! The poor deceased ! what a man he was ! 

Bloukt (b.). I was chwistened Fwederick after him ! He was my 
first cousin. 

, Sib J. (c.)> And Georgina his own niece — next of kin ! an excellent 
man, though odd — a kind heart, but no liver ! I sent him twice a year 
thirty dozen of the Cheltenham waters. It's a comfort to refiect on 
these little attentions at such a time. 

Stout. And I, too, sent him the parliamentary debates regularly, 
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bound in calf. He was my second cousin — sensible man— und a fol- 
lower of Maltbus ; never married to increase the surplui i>opa1ation| and 
fritter away his maney on his own children. And now 

Eve. He reaps the benefit of celibacy in the prospeciire gratitude of 
every cousin he had in the world ! 

Ladt F. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sib J. Hush ! hush ! decency, Lady FrankHn ; decency ! 

• 

Utiier Page, c. l. 

Page. Mr. Graves — Mr. Sharp. 

Sib J. Oh, here's Mr. Graves ; that's Sharp the lawyer, who broagbt 
the will from Calcutta. 

JSnter Mb. Gbavbs. and Mb. Sharp, tpho goes immediately to l. tabU, and 

prepares hia papers. 

Chorus of Sm Jonx, Glossmoub, BLOtrvT, Stout. Ah, sir — ah, Mr. 
Graves ! (Geobgixa holds her handkerehiej to her eyes.) 

Sir J. A sad occasion ! 

Gbaves. But everything in life is sad. Be comforted, Miss Veeey I 
True, you have lost an uncle ; but I — I have lost a wife — such a wife I — 
the first of her sex — and the second cousin of the defunct ! 

Enter Sbbvamts, c. 

Excuse me. Sir John ; at the sight of your mourning my wounds bleed 
afresh. (Seryants lutnd round wine and cake.) 

Sib J. Take some refreshment — a glass of wine. 

Graves. Thank you! — (Very fine sherry!) Ah! my poor sainted 
Maria I Sherry was her wine ! everything reminds me of Maria I Ah, 
Lady Franklin ! you knew her. Nothing in life can charm me now. 
(aside) A monstrous fine woman that ! 

Sir J. And now to business, {they each take a chair) Evelyn, you may 
retire. (All sit. Servants retire, c. Evelyn rises.) 

Sharp {looking at his notes). Evelyn — any relation to Alfred Evelyn f 
(to Evelyn, who is going, c.) 

Eve. The same. 

Shakp. Cousin to the deceased, seven times removed. Bo seated, sir; 
there may be some legacy, though trifling; all the relations, howeyer 
distant, should be present. (Evelyn reluctantly resumes his seat.) 

Lady F. Then Clara is related — I will go for her. [Exit. B. 

Geor. Ah, Mr. Evelyn ! I hope you will come in for something — a 
few hundreds, or even more. 

Sir J. Silence! Hush! Wugh! Ugh! Attention! 

While the Lawyer opens tJie will, re-enter Lady Franklin and Claba. They 
cross behind the characters to l.^ up the stage^ and sit. 

Disposition of Characters. 

Evelyn. Lady Franklin, Clara. 

Sir John. Stout. Glossmore. 
Blount. Geobgina. Graves:. Shabp. 

B. L. 
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Shaup. The will is very short — ^being all personal property. He was 
a man that always came to the point. 

Sib J. I wish there were more like him ! (groans and shakes his head.) 

Sharp (reading), "I, Frederick James Mordaunt, of Calcutta, being, 
at the present date, of soand mind, though infirm body, do hereby give, 
will, and bequeath — Imprimis, To my second cousin, Benjamin Stout, 
Esq., of Pall Mall, London — (Stout puts a large silk handkerchief io his 
eyes. Chorus exhibit lively emotion) Being the value of the Parliamentary 
Debates with which h« has been pleased to trouble me for soma time 
past — deducting the carriage thereof, which he always forgot to pay — 
the sum of £14 2s. 4d." (Stout removes the handkerchief; Chorus breathe 
more freely.) 

Stout. Eh, what 1 — £14 ? Oh, hang the old miser ! 

SiB J. Decency — decency ! Proceed, sir. Go on, sir, go on. 

Shabp. " Item. — To Sir Frederick Blount, Baronet, my nearest male 
relative — *' (Chorus exhibit lively emotion.) 

Blount. Poor old boy 1 (Gbobgina puts her arm over Bloukt'b chair.) 

Sharp. "Being, as 1 am informed, the best-dressed young gentleman 
in London, and in testimony to the only merit I ever heard he possessed, 
the sum of £500 to buy a dressing-case." (Chorus breathe more freely ; 
Gbobgina catches her father's eye, and removes her arm.) 

Blount [laughing confusedly). Ha ! ha I ha ! Vewy poor wit^-low ! — 
vewy — vewy low I 

Sir J. Silence, now, will you 7 Go on, sir, go on. 

Shabp. *' Item. — To Charles Lord Glossmore — who asserts that he is 
my relation — my collection of dried butterflies, and the pedigi:ee of the 
Mordaunts from the reign of King John. (Chorus as before,) 

Globs. Butterflies! — Pedigree! — I disown the Plebeian f 

SiE J. {angrily). Upon my word, this is too revolting ! Decency I Go 
on, sir, go on. 

Shabp. " Item. — To Sir John Vesey, Baronet, Knight of the Guelpb, 
F.R.S., F.S.A., etc." (Chorus as before.) 

Sir J. Hush I Ifow it is really interesting I 

Sharp. " Who married my sister, and who sen^s me every year the 
Cheltenham waters, which nearly gave me my death, I bequeath — the 
empty bottles." 

Sib J. Why, the ungrateful, rascally old 

Ladt F. Decency, Sir John — decency ! 

Chobus. Decency. Sir John — deaency I 

Sharp. " Item. — To Henry Graves, Esq., of the Albany — " (Chorus as 
before.) 

Graves. Pooh I gentlemen — my usual luck — not even a ring, I dare 
swear. 

Sharp. " The sum of £5,000 in the Three per Cents." 
. Ladt F. I wish you joy ! 

Graves. Joy — ^pooh ! Three per Cents. 1 Funds sure to go ! Had 
it been land, now — though only an acre !— just like my luck. 

Sharp. " Item. — To my niece, Georgina Vesey [chorus as before.) 

Sib J. Ah, now it comes ! 

Sharp. " The sum of £10,000 India Stock, being, with her father's 
reputed savings, as much as a single woman ought to possess." 

Sir J. And what the devil, then, does the old fool do with all his 
money ? 

Chobus. Really, Sir John, this is too revolting. Decency ! Hush ! 

Shabp. '* And, with the aforesaid legacies and exceptions, I do .will 
and bequeath the whole of my fortune, in iDdia Stock, Bonds, Ex- 
chequer Bills, Three per Cent. ConBols, and in the Bank of Calcutta (con- 
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stitnting him hereby sole residnary legatee and Joint execator with the 
aforesaid Henry Qraves, Esq.), to— Alfred Efelyn, now, or formerly, of 
Trinity College, Cambridge— ;.atf turn to Evelyn; universta exeiimmetU, 
EvBLTN BtarU upf dotes his book, and easts it upon the table) Being, I am 
told, an oddity, like myself— the only one of my relations who never 
fawned on me ; and who, having known privation, may the better employ 
wealth." {ail rise. EvkIiTN advances, o., as if in a dream) And now, sir; 
I have only to wish you joy, and give you this letter from the deceased 
— I believe it is important, {gives letter to Evblti^ 

EvB. {astde). Ah, Clara, if you had but loved me I 

CLAaA {tumtng away). And his wealth, even more than poverty, sep- 
arates us for ever ! (Omnes crowd round to congratulate Evbltk.) 

Sib J. {aside to Gbobgina\ Go, child, put a good face on it — he*s an 
immense match 1 {aloud) My dear fellow, I wish yoa joy ; yoa are a 
great man now — a very great nian I I wish you joy. {shakes his hand 
very warmly.) 

EvB. {aside). And her voice alone is silent I 

Globs If 1 can be of any use to you^— 

Stout. Or I, sir 

Blocnt. Or I ! Shall I put yon up at the clnbs 1 

Sharp. You will want a man of business. I transacted all Mr. Mor* 
daunt*8 affairs. 

Sir J. Tush, tush ! Mr. Evelyn is at home here — always looked upon 
him as a son ! Nothing in the world we would not do for him I Noth- 
ing! 

EvB. Nixing ! then lend me £10 for my old nurse. {Chorus put their 
hands in their pockets.) 

curtain. 



ACT II. 



SCENE l.-^An anteroom in Evbltn^s new house; Mr. Sharp writing at 
a desk, L., hooks and parchments before him — Mr. Crimson, the p'trtrait 
painter ; Mr. Grabb, the puUuiher ; Mr. MacStucco, the architect ^ 
Mr. Tabouret, the upholsterer; Mr. MacFincu, the silvet smith; 
Mr. Patent, the eoaehtnaker ; Mr. Kitb, the horse-dsaler ; and Mb. 
Fbantz, the tailor. 

Patent (to Frantz, showing him a drawing,. Yes, sir ; this is the 
Evelyn vis-ji-vis I No one more the fashion than Mr. Evelyn. Money 
makes the man, sir. 

Frantz. But de tailor, de Schneider make de gentleman I It is Mr. 
Franlz, of St. James', who take his measure and his cloth, and who niake 
de fine handsome noblemen and gentry, where de faders and de mutters 
make only de ugly little naked boys ! 

MacStuo (l. c). He*s a mon o' teeste, Mr. Evelyn. He taulks o* 
buying a veela (villa), just to pool down and build oop again. Ah, Mr. 
MacFinch ! a design for a piece of pleete, eh 1 

MaoFinch (l., showing the drawing), Yees, sir; the shield o* Alexan- 
der the Great to hold ices and lemonade 1 It will coost two thousand 
poon' ! 

MacStuo. And it's dirt cheap— ye're Scotch, am't ye? 

MacFinch. Aberdounshire !— scraitoh me, and I'll scraitch yoa t 
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Snier Evbltit, c. d. l. 

Eyi. A leyee, 08 usual. Good day. Ah, Tabouret, (Tabouret pr$' 
tenU a drawing) your designs for the draperies ; very well. (Exit Ta- 
BOUBBT, B.)-ADd wliat do you want, Mr. Crimson 1 

Crim. (b.). Sir, if you'd let me take your portrait, it would make my 
fortune. Every one says you^re the finest judge of paintings. 

Eyb. Of paintings ! paintings I Are you sure Vm a judge of paint- 
ings? 

Cbim. Oh, sir, didn't you bay the great Corre2[io for i&4,0007 

EvB. True — I see. So £4,000 makes me an excellent judf^e of paint- 
ings. I'll call on you, Mr. Crimson — good day. {Exit Crocbov, b. Evb- 
LTN tumn to the rest tcho surround him.) 

KiTB. Thirty young horses from Yorkshire, sir ! 

Patb»t {sliowing drawing). The Evelyn vis-A-vis ! 

MAcFfNOH {showing drawing). The Evelyn salver I 

Fravtz {opening his bundle, and with dignity), Sare, I have brought de 
coat— de great Evelyn coat. 

EvB. Oh, go to — that is, go home. Make me as celebrated for a vis- 
2^vis, salvers, furniture, and coats, as I already am for painting, and 
shortly shall be for poetry, I resign myself to you — go I {crosses, l.) 

[Exeunt MacFinch, Patent, etc., r.* 

Enter Stout, b., he places his hat on b. tabls, 

Etb. Stout, you look heated 1 
* Stout. I hear that you have just bought the great Groginbole prop- 
erty. 

Eyb. It is true. Sharp says it's a bargain. 

Stout. Well, my dear friend Hopkins, member for Groginbole, can^t 
live another month — but the interests of mankind forbid regret fur indi- 
viduals I The patriot Popkins intends to start for the borough the 
instant Hopkins is dead — your interests will secure his election. Now 
is your time ! put yourself forward in the march of enlightenment, (turns 
and sees Glossmorb) By all that is bigoted, here comes Glossmore! 
{^oes up the stage and listens.) 

Enter Glossmore, r. Eybltn crosses to meet him. 

Gloss. So lucky to find you at home ! Hopkins, of Groginbole, is not 
long for this world. Popkins, the brewer, is already canvassing under- 
hand (so very ungentlemanlike !). Keep your interest for young Lord 
Cipher — a most valuable candidate. This is an awful moment — the gon- 
BTiTUTi02f depends on his return I Vote for Cipher. 

Stout (l.). Popkins is your man I 

EvB. (musinglg). Cipher and Popkins— Popkins and Cipher 1 En- 
lightenment and Popkins — Cipher and the Constitution I I ax puEzledl 
Stout, I am not known at Groginbole. 

Stout. Your prflpfrfy'a known there 1 

EvB. But purity of election — independence of vote s 

■* The dialogue of this scene, up to this point, is sometimes omitted, and when 
that is the case, begin thus :— 

Enter Stoitt, prectded 6y a SEaVAirr, s. 

SsBV. Ill tell my master you wish to see him. Oh I Mr. Evelyn is htce, sir I 

£nt€r EVELTV, L. 
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Stout. To be sure ; Cipher bribes abominahly. Frustrate his schemes 
— preserve ihe liberties of tlie borougii — turn every man out of bis hooM 
who votes against enlightenment and Popkins ! 

EvB. Riglit ! — down with tliose who talse the liberty to admire any 
liberty except our liberty I That w liberty I 

Gloss. Cipher has a stake in the country — will have £dO,000 a year 
— Cipher will never give a vote without considering beforehand how peo- 
ple of £50,000 a year will be affected by the motion. 

£vE. Right I for as without law there would be no property, so to be 
the law for property is the only proper property of law! That m 
law ! 

Stout. Popkins is all for economy — there's a sad waste of the public 
money — they give the Speaker £5,000 a year, when I*Te a brother-in- 
law, who takes the chair at the yjstry, and who assures me confiden- 
tially lieM consent to be Speaker for half the money ! 

Qloss. Enough, Mr. Stout. Mr. Evelyn has too mncn at stake for a 
leveller. 

Stout. And too much sense for a bigot. 

Gloss. Bigot, sir 1 

Stout. Ves, sir, bifl^ot ! 

£yb. Mr. Evelyn has no politics at all ! Did you ever play at i«tt2r- 
doref 

Both. Battledore! 

EvB. Battledore I — that is a contest between two parties ; both par- 
ties knock about something with singular skill — something is kept up — 
high — ^low — here — there— everywhere — nowhere! How grare are the 
players ! how anxious the bystanders! how noisy the battledores! But 
when this something falls to the ground, only fancy — it's nothing bat 
cork and feather ! Go, and play by yourselves — I'm no haud at it ! 
(eroates, l ) 

Stout {aside). Sad ignorance I — Aristocrat! {enmestoB.. c.) 

Gloss, {tuide). Heartless principles ! — Parvenu ! [Qoea up the tiape,) 

SuouT. Then you don't go agaimt us 7 I'll bring Popkins to-morrow. 
{gO€$ to B. table^ geU hie hat) 

Gloss. Keep yourself free till I present Cipher to you I 

Stout. I must go to inquire after Hopkins. The return of Popkins 
will be an era in history ! [J^^t b. 

Gloss. I roust be off to the club — the eyes of the country are upon 
Groginhole. If Cipher fail, the constitution is gone ( [-S^i'^i a 

EvB. (b. 0.). Both sides alike ! Money versue Man I — poor man ! — 
Sharp, come here — (Sharp advaneee) let me look at you ! You are luy 
agent, my lawyer, my roan of business. I believe you honest ; — bat 
what is honesty 1 where does it exist "^ — in what part of us 1 

Sharp. In the heart, I suppose, sir ? 

Eve. Mr. Sharp, it exists in the breeches-pocket ! {goee to tablet b.) 
Observe: I lay this piece of yellow earth on the table — I contemplate 
you both ; the man there— the gold here. Now, there is many a man 
in those streets honest as you are, who moves, thinks, feels, and reasons 
as well as we do; excellent in form — imperishable in soul ; who, if his 
pockets were three days empty, would sell thought, reason, body, and 
soul, too, for that little coin ! Is that the fault of the man 1 — no ! it is 
the fault of mankind I God made man ; behold what mankind have 
made a god! When I was poor, I hated the world ; now I am rich, I 
despise it 1 Fools — knaves — hypocrites ! — By the bye. Sharp, eeml 
£100 to the poor bricklayer whose house was burned down yesterday. 
(Shabp ffoes to hie deek.) 
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Enter Graves, r 

Ah. Graves, my dear friend, what a world this is ! 

GuAVES. It is an atrocious world I But astronomers say that there is 
traveling comet which must set it on fire one day — and that's some 
comfort ! ' * . 

Eve Every hour brings \ts gloomy lesson — the temper sours — the af- 
fections wither — the hearC hardens into stone! — Zounds, Sharp! what 
do you stand gaping there for 1 — have you no bowels 7 — why don't you 
go and see to the bricklayer I (to Sharp, who it standing r. Exit Sharp, 
L.) Graves, of all my new friends — and their name is Legion — you 
are the only one. I esteem ; there is sympathy between us — we take the 
same views of life. I am cordially glad to see you ! 

GiiAVES [groaning). Ah ! why should you be glad to see a man so 
mi-erabie ? 

EvB (iigha). Because I am miserable myself. 

Graves. You ! Pshaw ! you have not been condemned to lose a wife. 
(Grav£8 plaeeB his hat on table, l.) 

Eve. But. plague on it, man, I may be condemned to take one ! Sit 
down, and listen, (they seat themselves — Graves l ) I want a confidant! 
— Left fatherless when yet a boy, my poor mother grudged herself food 
to give me education. Some one had told her thr.t learning was better 
than bouse and land — that's a lie, Graves ! 

Graves. A scandalous lie, Evelyn I 

Eye. On the strength of that lie I was put to school — sent to college, 
a sizar. Do you know what a sizar is ? In pride he is a gentleman — 
in knowledge he is a scholar — and he crawls about, amidst gentlemen 
and scholars, with the livery of a pauper on his back I I carried off the 
great prizes — I became distinguished— I looked to a high degree, lead- 
ing to a fellowship ; that is, an independence for myself — a home for my 
mother. One day a young lord insulted me — I retorted — he struck me 
— refu^ed apology — refused redress. I was a sizar ! — a Pariah I a thing 
— to be strucl^! Sir, I was at least a man, and I horsewhipped him in 
th^ hall before the eyes of the whole College ! A few days, and the 
lord's chastisement was forgotten. Tl^o next day the sizar was expelled 
— the career of a life blasted ! That is the difference between Rich and 
Poor; it takes a whirlwind to move \\i2 on? — a breath may uproot the 
other ! I came to London. As long as my mother lived, I had one to 
toil for ; and I did toil— did hope—did struggle to be something yet. 
She died, and then, somehow, my spirit broke — I resigned myself to my 
fate ; the Alps above me seemed too high to ascend — I ceased to care 
what became of me. At last I submitted to be the poor relation — the 
hanger-on and gentleman-lackey of Sir John Vesey. But I had nil ob- 
ject in that — there was one in that house whom I had loved at the first 
sight. 

Gravrb And were you loved again 1 

EvK. I fancied it, and was deceived. Not an hour before I inherited 
this mighty wealth 1 confessed my love, and was rejected because ! was 
poor. Now, mark : you remember the letter which Sharp gave me 
when the will was read ) 

Graves. Perfectly ! what were the contents 7 

EvB. After bints, cautions, and admonitions — half in irony, half in 
earnest (Ah, poor Mordaunt had known the world !) it proceeded^but 
I'll read it to you : " Having sHected you as my heir, because I think 
money a trust to be placed where it seems likely to be best employed, I 
now — not impose a condition, but ask a favor. If you have formed no 
other and insuperable attachment, I could wish to suggest your choice ; 
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my two nearest female relations are my niece Qeorgina, and my third 
c()u»iii, Clara Douglas, tlie dau;;liter of a once dear friend If yoa coald 
see in eiilier of these one wlioin you could make your wife, such wonld 
be a marriuge that, if I live long enough to return to England, 1 would 
seek to brin^;; about before I die." My friend, this is not a legal condi- 
tion-^the fortune does not rest on it ; yet, need I say that my gratitude 
considers it a moral oblisationl Several months have elapMd since 
thus called \i\)on — I ought now to decide ; you hear the names — Clara 
Dou2laK is the woman who rejected me. 

Graves. But now she would accept you ! 

Eve. And do you think I am so base a slave to passion, that I would 
owe to my gold what was denied to my affection 7 {riiea and puts chair 
by R. table.) 

Graves. But you must choose one, in common gratitude ; yon oi»ght 
to do so. (Graves replaces his chair.) 

Eve. Of the two, then, I would rather marry where I should exact the 
least. A niarriaire, to which each can bring sober esteem and calm re- 
gard, may not be happiness, but it may be content. But to marry one 
whom you could adore, and whose heart is closed to you — to yearn for 
the treasure, and only to claim the casket — to worship the statue that 
you never m.iy warm to life. Oh ! such a m3rria<;e would be a hell, the 
more terrible because Paradise was in si^ht. {crosses to b.) 

Graves. Ah, it is a comfort to think, my dear friend, as you are sure 
to be miserable, when you are married, that we can mingle our groans 
together. Georgina is pretty, but vain and frivolous. 

Eve. You may misjudge Georgina ; she may have a nobler nature 
than appears on the surface. On the day, but before the hour, in which 
the will was read, a letter, in a strange or disguised hand, signed, ** IVwh 
an unknown friend to Alfred Evilyn,^^ and enclosing what to a girl would 
have been a considerable sum, was sent to a poor woman for whom I had 
implored charity, and whose address I had only given to Georgina. 

Graves. Why not assure yourself? 

Eve. Because I have not dared. For sometimes, against my reaaqn, 
I have hoped that it might be Clara, {iakijig a letter from his bosom and 
looking at it) No, I can't recognize the hand. Graves, I detest that girl. 
{crosses to r. comer and back to Ia.) 

Graves. Who 1 Georgina? 

EvK. No; Clara! But I've already, thank Heaven, taken some revenge 
'upon her. Come nearer, {whispers) I've bribed Sharp to say that Mor- 
daunt's letter to me contained a codicil leaving Clara Douglas £20,000. 

Graves. And didn't it ^ 

EvK. Not a farthing. But I'm glad of it — I've paid the money — she's 
no more a dependant. No one can insult her now — she owes it all to me, 
and does not guess it, man — does not guess it— owes it to mo — me, whom 
she rejected — me, the poor scholar ! Ha ! ha ! — there's some spite In 
that, eh 1 

GuAVES. You're a fine fellow, Evelyn,, and we understand each other. 
Perhap.s Clara may have seen the address, and dictated this letter lifter 
all ? 

Eve. Do you think so — I'll go to the house this instant! (crosses to B. 
table for his hat and alov(s.) 

Graves. Eh I Humph ' Then I'll go with you. That Lady Frank- 
lin is a fine woman. If she were not so gay, I think — I could^^ 

Eve. No, no ; don't tlunk any such thing , women are even wone 
than men 

Graves. True; to love is a boy's madness I 

Eve. To feel is to suffer. 
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Grates. To hope is to be deceived. 
£vK. I have doDe with romance ! 
GuAVBS. Mine Is buried with Maria I 

EvB. If Clara did but write this 

GuAVBS. Make haste, or Lady Franklin will be out ! (Evelyn catches 
his eye ; Ite changes his tone) A vale of tears — a vale of tears ! 

Eve. a vale of tears, indeed ! [Exeuut, n. 

Re-enter Graves /or his fiat. 

Graves. And I left ray hat behind me ! Jusl like my luck. If I had 
been bred a hatter, little boys would have come into the world without 
heads. . [£rit, a. 

SCENE II. — Dramnff-rooms at Sir John Vesey's, as in Act L, Sctne L 

Lady Franklin and Clara, r. 

Lady F. (r.). Ha! ha! ha! talking of marriage, I've certainly made 
a conquest of Mr. Graves. 

Clara (l.). Mr. Graves ! I thought he was inconsolable. 

Lady F. For his sainted Maria ! Poor man ! not contented with 
plac^uing him while she lived, she must needs haunt him now she is dead. 

Clara. But why does he regret her 7 

Lady F. Why ? Because ho has everything to make him happy — 
easy fortune, good health, respectable character. And since it is his 
delight to be miserable, he takes the only excuse the world will allow 
him. For the rest — it's the way with widowers; that is, whenever they 
mean to marry agnin. But, my dear Clara, you seem absent — pale — 
unhappy — tears, too 1 

Clara. No — no— not tears. No ! 

Lady F. Ever since Mr. Mordaunt left you £20,000 every one admires 
you. Sir Frederick is desperately smitten. 

Clara {with disdain). Sir Frederick ! 

Lady F. Ah, Clara, be comforted ! I am certain that Evelyn loves 
yon. 

Clara. If he did, it is past now. You alone know the true reason 
why I rejected him. You know that if ever he should learn that reason,' 
he will acquit me of the selfish motive he now imputes to me. 

Enter Sir John, n.c, and turns over the hooks, etc., on ilie table, as if to lo*,k 

for the newspaper. 

Lady F. Let me only tell him that you dictated that letter — that yon 
sent that money to his old nurse. Poor Clara ! it was your little all. 
He will then know, at least, if avarice be your sin. 

Clara He would have guessed it had his love been like mine. 

Ladt F. Guessed it — nonsense! The hand-writing unknown to him 
— every reason to think it came from Georgina. 

Sir J. {aside, n., at table). Hum ! Came from Georgina. 

Lady F. Come, let me tell him this. I know the effect it will have 
apon his choice. 

Clara. Choice ! oh, that humihating word. No, Lady FrankUn, no I 
Promise me ! 

Lady F. But 

Clara. No ! Promise — faithfully — sacredly. 

Lady F. Well, I promise. 



32 Mo^'EI. [act n. 

Clara. I — T — forgive me — I am not well. [Exit, r. 

Ladt F. What fools these girls are ! — tliey take as much pains to lose 
a husband as a poor widow does to get one ! 

Sir J. Have you seen "The Times" newspaper? Where the deuce is 
the newspaper 1 I can't find " The Times" newspaper. 

Lady F. I think it is in my room. Shall I fetch it 1 

Sir J. My dear sister — you're the best creiiure. Do ! 

[Exit Ladt FaAyKLiN, b. 
Ugh ! you unnatural conspirator against your own family ! What can 
thijj leiter be ? Ah ! 1 recollect something. 

Enter Georgina, r. c. 
• 
Gbob. (l.). Papa, I want— 

Sir J. Yes, I know what you want well enough ! Tell me ! — were 
you aware that Clara had sent money to that old nurse Evelyn bored us 
about the day of the will ? 

Geor. No ! He gave me the address, and I promised, i f 
Sib J. Gave you the address ?— -that's lucky ! Hush ! 

Enter Page, c. l. 
Page (announces). Mr. Graves — Mr. Evelyn. [Exitf c. L. 

Enter Graves and Evelyn, c. l. Evelyn, tchen he enters, goes to SiB 
JoHX, then converses with Georgixa, who is seated B. ofh. table, 

Ladv F. {returning). Here is the newspaper. 

Graves. Ay — read the newspapers! — they'll tell you what this world 
is made of. Daily calendars of roguery and woe ! Here, advertise- 
ments from quacks, money-lenders, cheap warehouses, and spotted boys 
with two heads. So much for dupes and impostors ! Turn to the other 
column — police reports, bankruptcies, swindling, forgery, and a bio- 
graphical sketch of the snub-nosed man who murdered his own three 
little cherubs at Pentonville. Do you fancy these but exceptions to the 
general virtue and health of the nation 1 — Turn to the leading articles ; 
^nd your hair will stand on end at the horrible wickedness or melan- 
choly idiotism of that half of the population who think differently from 
yourself. In my day I have seen already eighteen crises, six annihi- 
lations of Agriculture and Commerce, four overthrows of tho Church, 
and three last, final, awful, and irremediable destructions of the entire 
Constitution. And that's a newspaper ! 

Lady F. (b. c). Ha ! ha ! your usual vein ; always so amusing and 
good-humored I 

Graves {i,. c, frowning and very angry). Ma^am — good-humored! 

Lady F. Ah, you should always wear that agreeable smile ; you look 
so much younger — so much handsomer — when you smile I 

GuAVES [softened). Ma'am — (aside) A charming creature, upon my 
word! 

Lady F. You have not seen the X^^i Punch ? It is excellent. I think 
it might make you laugh. But, by the bye, 1 don't think you can laugh. 

Grates. Ma'am — I have not laughed since the death of my sainted 
Ma 

Lady F. Ah ! and that spiteful Sir Fiederick says you never laugh, 
because— But you'll be angry ? 

Graves. Ani^ry ! — pooh ! I despise Sir Frederick too much to let 
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anytliins be says have tlio ; mallesl influence over mo ! He says I don't 
laugh, because 

LadtIP. You liave lost your front teeth. 

Gratbs. Lost my front teeth ! Upon my wonl ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
That's too good — capital ! Ha ! ha I ha I {laughing from ear to ear,) 

Ladt F. Ha! ha! ha! [Exeunt Ladt Franklin /rn^/ Graves, c. 

Eve. {flnide^ at R. t^ible). Of course Clara will not appear! avoids me 
as usual ! But what do 1 care? — what is she to me 1 Nothing ! 

Sir J. {to GboboinaK Yes — yes — !eave me to manage ; you took his 
portrait, as I told you 1 

Geor. Yes — ^but I could not catch the expression. I got Clara ,U) 
touch it up. 

Sir J. That girl's* always in tiie way. (PAOE/rom c. l. announces Cap- 
tain Dudley Smooth.) 

Enter Captain Dudley Smooth, c. l. 

Smooth. Good morning, dear John. Ah, Miss Vesey, you have no 
idea of the conquests you made at Ahnack's last night. 

Eve. {examining him curioudy whiie Smooth is talking to Georgina at 
L. table). And tliat's tb# celebrated Dudley Smooth I 

Sib J. (r. c. ). More commonly called Deadly Smooth !— the finest 
player at whist. 6carte, billiards, chess, and picquet. between this and 
the Pyramids — ibe sweetest manners ! — always calls you by your Chris- 
tian name. But take care how you play at cards with him ! 

Eve. He does not cheat, I suppose ? 
• Sir J Hist ! iVb .' — but he always wins ! He's an uncommonly 
clever fellow ! 

Eve. Clever 1 yes! When a man steals a loaf we cry down tlio 
knavery — when a man diverts liis neighbor's mill-stream to grind his 
own com, we cry up the cleverness ! And every one courts Captain 
Dudley Smooth ? 

Sir J. Why, who could offend him 7 — the best^bred, civilest creature 
— and a dead shot ! There is not a cleverer roan in the three king- 
doms. 

Eve. a study — a study ! — let me examine him ! Such men are living 
satires on the world, {rises.) 

Smooth ( passing his arm caressingly over Sir John's shoulder). My deaf 
John, how well you are looking ! A new lease of life ! Introduce me 
to Mr. Evelyn. 

Eve. Sir, it's an honor I've long ardently desired, {crossses to him — 
they bow and shake hands. Paoe announces Sir Frederick Blount.) 

Enter Sir Frederick Blount, c. l. 

BxiOUNt. How d'ye do, Sir John ? Ah, Evelyn — I wishcnl so much to 
£60 you. {takes Evelyn's arm and draws him toicards l. c.) 

Eve. 'Tis my misfortune to l)e visible ! 

Blount. A little this way. You know, perhaps, that I once paid my 
addwesses to Miss Vesey ; but since that vewy eccentwic will Sir John 
has shuffled me off, and hints at a pwior attachment — {aside) which I 
know to be false. 

Eve. {seeing Clara). A prior attachment! — Ha! Clar.i ! Well, an- 
other time, my dear B!ount. 

Enter Clara, r. SJu seats herself h. of r. table. 
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Blount. Stay a moment. Why are you in sucli a howwid huwrwy ? 
I want you to do tne a favor with regard to Miss Douglas. 

Eve. Miss Douj?la.i ! 

Blount. It is wliispered about that you mean to pwopofie to Qeor- 
^ina. X.tv, Sir John more than hinted that was her pwior attachment! 

Eve. Indee<l ! 

Blount. Vos. Now, as you are all in nil with the family, if 3*ou 
could say a word for mo to Miss Douglas, I don*t see what harm itcoald 
do nio I 

.EvK. 'Sdeath, man ! speak for yourself ! you are just tlie sort of man 
for youris ladies to like — ilicy understand you — you're of their own 
leVi'l. Pshaw ! you're loo nicnlest — vou want no mediator 1 

Blount. My dear fellow, you flatter nie. I'm well enough in my 
way. But you, you know, would cawwy eve wy thing before you — you're 
so confoundedly wich ! 

EvK. You really think so, and you wish me to say a word for you 
t) Miss Douglas ] {he lakes Blount's arm and walks him to Claba) 
M.> Douglas, what d«» vcm thii.k of Sir Frederick Blount 1 Observe 
him. He is well dres.'e.l — young — tolerably handsome— (Blount bow^ 
imj) bow» with an air — has plenty of small talk — everything to capti- 
vate. Yet he thinks that, if he an<l I were suitors to the same lady, I 
should be more successful because I am richer. What say you 1 Is 
love an auction • — and do women's hearts go to the highest bidder 1 

Clara. Their hearts — no ! 

Eve. But their hands — yes ! {she itttfts away) You turn away. Ah, 
you dare not answer that question ! (Bloust crosses to Claba, Smooth 
and Sift John* go up the stage ; Evelyn goes to Geobgina, at L. table.) 

Blount. I wish you would take my opewa-box next Saturday — 'tis 
tlu» best in the huuse. Vn\ not wich, but I spend what I have on myself. 
1 make it a wule to have everything of the best in a quiet wv« Best 
opewa-box — best dogs — best horses — best house in town of its kiod, I 
want nothing to complete my establishment but the best wife. 

Claua. Oh, that will come in time. 

Geok. {aside). Sir Frederick flirting with Clara? I'll punish him for 
his ])erfidy. (aloud) Yo't are the last person to talk so, Mr. Evelyn — you, 
whos<? wealth is your smallest attraction — you, whom every one admires 
— so witty, such tasfo, such talent ! Ah, I'm very foolish. 

Sill J. {ddj^iing Evklyn on the shoulder). You must not tum my little 
gii Is liead. Oh, you're a f^ad fellow ! Apropos, I must show you 
Georgina's last drawings. She's wonderfully improved since you gave 
her lessons in perspective. 

Geob. No, i>apa! No, pray, no ! Nay, don't! 

Sir J. Nonsense, child — it's very odd, but she's more afraid of you 
than of any one ! {jgoes to the folio stand.) 

Smooth {aaidc:. He's an excellent fath'?r, our dear John I and sup- 
pli'js 1l;e place of a mother to her. {lounges ojf, c.) 

Clara (aisde). So. so — ho loves her ! Misery — misery ! But he shall 
not ])erceive it. No, no! {aloud) Ha, ha! Sir Frederick — excellent I 
excellent! You aie so entertaining. (Sue ,h>u}i .brings a portfolio and 
pVices it on the table ; Evelyn r/wr/ Geoboixa lonk over the drawings ; Sir 
John loms over them; Sir Fi:kderick conrcrscs with Claua; Evelyn 
W'/fehing thou. \ 

EvK Beautiful I — a view from Tivoli. (Death — .she looks down while 
he >pcaks to her !) Is there a little fault in tliat coloring 1 (she positively 
blu^!ll^s) But this Jupiter is superb. (AVhat a d — d cocoxcomb it is?) 
{rishfg) Oh, .she certainly loves him — I too, can l»e loved elsewhere — I, 
too, cjn foe smiles and blushes on the face of another. 
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Qbor. Are you not well ? {gf-ng to him, l. c.) 

BvB. I beg pardon. Yes > ou arc indeed improved. Ah, who so 
accooiplishad as Miss Vea<\ 1 {re rs tciih her to the table; taking up a 
portrait) Why, what is tliis f— my o.vu 

Gboh. Yon must not louk ai tiiat — you must not, indeed. I did not 
know it was. there. 

Sib J. Your own portrait, Evelyn I Why, child, I was not aware you 
took likenesses — that*s something new. Upon my word it's a strong 
resemblance. 

Gkob. Oh, no— it does not do him justice. Give it to me. I will 
tear it. (aside) That odious Sir Frederick ! 

Eyb. Nay you shall not. (Clara lookeathiin reproaehfuUif, tlien taike 
noUh Sib Fbedrbick) But where is the new guitar you meant to buy. 
Miss Vesey — the one inlaid with tortoise shell y It it nearly a year 
since you set your heart on it, and I don't see it yet. 

Sib J. (r. c, taking him aside, conJidentiaUg) The guitar — oh, to tell 
yea a secret — she applied the money I gave her for it to a case of char- 
ily several months ago— the very day the will was read. I saw the let- 
ter lying on the table, with the money in it. Mind, not a word to her— 
she*d never forgive me. 

Eyb. Letter — money ! What was the name of the person she relieved 
— ^not Stanton 1 

Sir J. I dont remember, indeed. 

EvB. {tmking out letter). This is not her hand ! 

Sir J. No ! I observed at the time it was not her hand, but I got out 
from her that she did not wish the thing to be known, and had employed 
some one else to copy it. May 1 see the letter ? Yes, I think this is 
the wordins- Stilly how did she know Mrs. Stanton's address 1 

EvR. I gave it to her. Sir Jolp. 

Claba (at the distance). Yes, V\\ go to the opera, if Lady Franklin 
will — on Saturday, then, Sir Frederick. (Blount botes to Clara and 
goes of, 0. l. ) 

£vb. Sir John, to a man like me, this simple act of unostentatious 
generosity is worth ail the accomplishments in the world. A good heart 
— a tender disposition — a charity that shuns the day — a modesty that 
blushes at its own excellence — an impulse towards something! more di- 
vine than Mammon ; such are the true accomplishments which preserve 
beauty for ever young. Such I have sought in the partner I would take 
for life — such have I found — alas ! not where I had dreamed ! Miss 
Vesey, I will be honest. (Miss Vesby advaticcs. l. u.) I say then, frankly 
— (raising his voice, as Claiia approaches, and looking Jixedlg at her) — I have 
loved another — deeply — truly— bitterly — vninhj ! I cannot offer to you, 
as I did to her. the fair first love of the humdu heart — rich with all its 
blossoms and its verdure. But if esteem — if gratitude — if an earnest re- 
solve to conquer every recollection that would wander from your imago: 
if these can tempt you to accept my hand and fortune, my life shall bo 
a study to deserve your conflrlence. (during this speerh Grorgina has 
advanced, l., Clara to a chair n. of l. table ; Clara sits motionless, clasping 
her hamb,) 
. Sir J. The happiest day of my life. {CLXUA/aUs brick in her chair.) 

BvB. (darting fortVard, aside). She is pale ; she faints. What have I 
done 1 Oh, Heaven I (aloud) Clara ! 

Claba (rising with a smile). Be happy, my cousin — be happy ! Yes, 
with my whole heart I say it — be happy, Altred Evelyn ! (she sinks again 
into the chair, overcome bg emotion ; the rest form a picture of consternation 
and selfish Jog.) 

curtain. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The drawing-rooms in Sir John Vbsbt's hou9e, m htfar€. Tke 
farniiure arranged for the eluinge to the next ieene. 

Sir J jhn an^GsoRaiNA discovered, o. 

Sir J. And he has not pressc I you to fix the wedding-day 1 

Qfioa No ; and shice he proposed he comes here so seldom, and 
seems so gloomy. Heigho ! Poor Sir Frederick was twenty times more 
amusing. 

Sir J. But Evelyn is fifty times as rich. 

Qbor. But do you not fear lest he discover that Clara wrt>te ike let- 
ter? 

Sill J. No ; and I sliall get Clara out of the house. But there is some- 
thing: else that makes me very uneasy. You know that no sooner did 
Evelyn come into possession of his fortune than he launched out iu the 
style of a prince. His liouse in Loudon is a palace, and he has bought 
a great estate in the country. Look how he lives. Balls— banquets — 
fine arts — fiddlers — cliarities — and the devil to pay ! 

Geou. But if he can afford it 

Sir J. Oh ! so lon^j^ as he stopped there I had no apprehension ; but 
since he proposed for you he is more extravagant than ever. They say 
he has taken to gambling ; and lie is always with Captain Smoothf^ No 
fortune can stand Deadly Smooth ! If he gets into a scrape he may f^ll 
off* from the settlements. We must press the marriase at once. 

Qeor. Hoiglio ! Poor Frederick ! You don't think, he is realljf attach- 
ed to Claru ? 

Sir J. Upon my word I can't say. Put on youi bonnet, and come to 
Storr and Mortimer's to choose tlie jewels. 

Qeor. The jewels — yes — the drive will do me good. 

Sir J. Toll Clara to come to mo. {exit Qeorgima, r.) Yes. I mast 
press on this marriaae. Georgina has not wit enough to manage him — 
at least till he's her husband, and then all women find it smooth sailing. 
This match will make me a man of prodigious intportance ! I suspect 
he'll give me up her ten thousand pounds. 1 can't think of his taking 
to gambling, for I love Iiim an a son — and I look on his money as my 
own. 

£nter Clara, a. 

Sir J. Clara, my love ! 

Clara. Sir 

Sir J. My dear, what I am going to say may appear a httio rude and 
unkind, but you know my character is frankness. To the point then ; 
my poor child, I am aware of your attachment to Mr. Evelyn 

Clara. Sir ! mg attachment ? 

Sir J. It is generally remarked. Lady Kind says you are falling 
away. My poor girl, 1 pity you — I do, indeed. (Clara weeps) My dear 
Clara, don't take on so; I would. not have said this for the world, if I 
was not a little anxious about my own girl. Georgina is so unhappy at 
what every one says of your attachment 

Claua. Every one 7 Oh, torture ! 

Sir J. That it preys on her spirit-s — it even irritates her temper! In 
a word, I foar these little jealousies and suspicious will tend to embitter 
their future union. I'm a father — forijive me. 

Clara. What would you have me do, sirl 

Sir J. Why, you're now independent. Lady Franklin seems resolved 
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to stay in town. You are your own mistress. Mrs. Carlton, aunt to my 
late wife, is going abroad for a short time, and would bo delighted if you 
would accompany her. 

Clara. It is the very favor I would have nsked of yon. (fuide) I sliall 
escape at least tlie struggle and the shame, {a/oud) When does she go ] 

Sir J. In five days — next Monday. — You forgive me ? 

Clara. Sir, \ thank you. 

Sir J. Suppose, then, you write a line to her yourself, aqd settle it at 
once 1 

Taket Clara to table, l., aa the Page enters c. l. 

Paob. The carriage, Sir John ; Miss Vesey i j quite ready. 

Sir J. Very well, James. If Mr. Serious, the clerayman, c.ills, say 
I'm gone to the great meeting at £xeter Hall ; if Lord Spruce calls, say 
you believe I*ra gone to the rehearsal of Cinderella. Oh ! and if Mac- 
finch should come (MacFinch who duns me three times a week), say 
I've harried off to Qarraway's to bid for the great Bui strode estate. 
Just put the Duke of Lofty's card carelessly on the hall table, {exit Ser* 
VAMT, R. c.) One muut have a little management in this world. All hum- 
bug ! — all liumbug, upon my soul I [-EariV, c. l. 

Clara {folding t/te letter). There, it is decided ! A few days, and we 
are parted for ever ! — a few weeks., and another will bear his name — his 
wife I Oh, happy fate ! She will iiave the right to say to him — though 
the whole world should hear her — '•' I am thine!" And I embitter their 
lot! And yet, Alfred! if she loves thee — ^if she knows thee — if she 
values thee — and, when thou wrong'st her, if she can forgive, as I do — I 
can bless her when far away, and join her name in my prayer for thee ! 

EvB. {mthout). Miss Vesey just gone ! Well, I will write a line. 

JSrt/h* EvELTN, c. L., preceded by Page, who exits immediately^ c. l. 

Eve. {aside). So— Clara ! {she riics, crosses to u.) Do not let me disturb 
you, Miss Douglas. 

Clara [going, r.). Nay, I have done. 

Eve. I see that my presence is always odious to you ; it is a reason 
why I come so seldom. But be cheered, madam ; I am here but to fix 
the day of my marriage, and I shall then go into the country — till — till 
— In short, this is the last time my visit will banish you from the room 
I enter, {he 'places his hat on table, l.) 

Clara {aside). The last time ! — and we shall then meet no more ! 
And to thus part forever — in scorn — in anger — I cannot bear it ! {ap- 
proaches him) Alfred, my cousin, it is true, this may be the last time we 
shall meet — I have made my arrangements to quit England. 

Eve. To quit England ? {comes forward, l ) 

Clara. But before I go let me thank you for many a past kindness, 
which it is not for an orphan easily to forget. 

Eve {mechanically). To quit England 1 

Clara Yes, and now that you are betrothed to another — now, with- 
out recurring to the past — something of our old friendship may at least 
return to us And if. too, I dared, I have that on my mind which only 
a friend — a sister — might presume to say to you. 

EvB. {moved). Miss Douilas — Clara — if there is aught that I could do 
^f, while hundreds — strangers — beggars tell me that I have the power, 
by opening or shutting this worthless hand, to bid sorrow rejoice, or 
poverty despair — if — if my life — my heart's blood — could render to yon 
one such service as my gold can giv^ to others — why, speak ! — and tho 
past you allude to— yes, even that bitter past — I will cancel and forget 
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Cl\ra {holding out Iter hand). We are friends, tbeu ! (Evbltn taku 
her hand) You are again my cousin I — my brother ! 

EvB. {dropping her hand). Brother ! Al) ! say on ! 

Clara 1 speak, then, as a sister — herself weak, inexperienced — vnighi 
speak to a brother, in whose career she felt the ambition of a man. OUI 
Evelyn, when you inherited this vast yvealth I pleased myself with imag- 
inini how -you would wield the power deletrated to your liands. I kueir 
your benevolence — your intellect — your genius ! I saw before me ihe 
noble and bright career open to you at last — and I often thought that, 
in after years, when far away — as I soon shall be — I should hear your 
name ide'itified, not with what fortune can give the base, but witli deeds 
and ends to which, for the great, fortune is but the instrument ; — I often 
thouiht that I should say to my own heart— weeping proud and deli- 
cious tears — '• And once this man loved me 1" 

EvK No more, Clara ! — Oli, heavens ! — no more! 

Clara. But ha^ it been so \ — have you been true to your own self? — 
Pomp — parade — luxuries — pleasures — follies! — all these might distin- 
guish others — they do but belie the ambition and the soul of Alfred 
Evelyn. Oli ! pardon ine — I am too bold — I pain — I offend you. — Ah ! I 
should not have dared thus much had I not thought at times, that — 
that 

EvR. That these follies — these vanities — this dalliance with a loftier 
fat« were your own work ! You thought that, and you were right ! 
Perhaps, indeed, after a youth, steeped to the lips in the hyssop and gall 
of penury — perhaps I might have wished royally to know the full value 
of that dazzling and starry life wiiich, from the last step in the ladder, I 
had seen indignantly and from afar. But a month — a week, would have 
sufficad for that experience. Experience ! —Oh, how soon we learn that 
hearts are as cold and souls as vile — no matter whether the sun shine on 
the noble in his palace, or the. rain drench the rags of the beggar cower- 
ing at the porch. But you — rlid not you reject me because I was poor? 
Despise me, if you please ! — my revenge might be unworthy — I wished 
to show you the luxuries, the gaud, the splendor I thought you p:ized — 
to surround with the attributes your sex seems most to value — the sta- 
tion that, had you loved me, it would have been yours to command. 
But vain — vain alike my poverty and my wealth! You loved uienot in 
either, and my fate is sealed ! 

Clara. A happy fate, Evelyn! — you love! 

Evp. And at last I am beloved, {after a pause, and turning to her 
abruptly) Do you doubt it? 

Claea. No, I believe it firmly ! — And, now that there is nothing un- 
kmd between us — not even regret — and surely {with a smile) not re- 
venue, my cousin, you will rise to your nobler self 1 — and so,^ farewell ! 
{going, K ) 

Eve. No; stay, one moment; — you still feel interest in my fatel 
Have I been deceived 1 Oh, why — why did you spurn the heart whose 
offerings were lavished at your feet? Could you still — still 1 Dis- 
traction — I know not what 1 say ; — my honor pledged to another — my 
vows accepted and returned ! Go, Clara, it is best so ! Yet you will 
miss some one, perhaps, more than me — ^some one to whose follies you 
have been more indulaent — some one to whom you would permit a yet 
tenderer name than that of brother! {goes to fable, l.) 

Clara {aside). It will make him, perhaps, happier to think it ! {aloud) 
Think so, if you will ! — but part friends. 

Evr. Friends — and that is all ! Look you — this is life ! The eyes 
' that charmed away every sorrow— |^he hand whose lightest touch thrill- 
ed to the very core — the voice that, heard afar, filled space as with an 
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angeVs music — a year — a month, a day, and we smile that we could 
dream so idly. All — ail — the sweetest encbantment, known but once, 
never to return again, vanished from the world ! And the one who for- 
gets the soonest— the one who robs your earth for ever of its sunshine — 
comes to you with u careless lip, and says — " Let us part friends !" — 
Go, Ciara — go — and be iiappy if you can I ( falls into a chair at l. table,) 

Claua (weeping). Cruel— cruel — to the last! [£ri7, r. 

EvB. {rises). St»ft ! let me recall her words, her tones, her looks. — 
Doeit shs love me / There is a voice at my heart which tells me I have 
been the rash slave of a jealous anger. But I have made my choice — I 
must abide the issue, {retires and sits at r. tabh;) 

£iiter Q a AY EB J preceded by Page, l. c. 

Page. Lady Franklin is dressing, sir. 

Grates. Well, I'll wait, (exit Page, r.) -She was worthy to have 
known the lost Maria ! So considerate to ubk me hither — not to console 
me, that is impossible — but to indulge the luxury of woe. It will be a 
mournful scene, {seeing Evelyx) Is that you, Evelyn 1 I have just 
heard that the borough of Broginhole is vacant at last. Why not stand 
yourself — with your property you might come in without even a per- 
sonal canvass. 

EvB. I, who despise these contests for the color of a straw, (aside) And 
yet. Claia spoke of ambition. She would regret me if I could be distin- 
guished, {rises, alottd ) You are right, Graves, to be sure, after all. An 
Englishman owes something to his p«)uiitry. 

Graves (l.). He does, indeed, (counting on his fingers) East winds. 
Fogs, Rheumatism Pulmonary Complaint.s, and Taxed. ( Evklyn walks 
about in disorder) Oh ! you are a pretty fellow. One morning you tell 
me you love Clara, or at least detest her, which is the same thing (poor 
Maria often said she detested me), and that very afierni»on you propose 
to Georgina. 

Eve. Clara will ea.sily console herself — thanks to Sir Frederick ! 

Graves. Nevertheless, Clara has had the bad taste to refuse an oflTer 
from Sir Frederick. I have it from Lady F.anklin, to whom he con- 
fided his despair in re-arranging his neck-cloth. 

Eve. My dear friend — i.s it possible ? 

Ghaves. But what th'^n f You must marry Georgina, who, to believe 
Lady Franklin, is sincerely attached to — your fortune;. Gj and hang 
yourself, Evelyn; you Uavo been dupeil by them. 

Eve. By them — bah ! If deceived, I have been my own dupe. Is it 
not a strange thing that in matters of reason— of the aritlimetic and 
logic of life — we are sensible, shrewd, prudent men ; but touch our 
hearts — move our passions — lake us for an instant from the hard safety 
of worldly calculation — and the philosopher is duller than the fool 1 
{crosses, l.) Duprd— if I thought it — but Georgina 1 

Graves. Plays affection to you in tlie afternoon, after practising with 
Sir Frederick in the morning. 

Eve. On your life, sir, be serious ; what do you mean ? 

Graves. That in passing this way I see her very often walking in the 
square with Sir Frederick. 

Evb. Ha ! say you so ? 

Graves. What then 7 Man is born to be deceived. You look ner- 
vous — your hand trembles ; that comes of gaming. They say at the 
clubs that yon play deeply. 

Eve. Ha! ha! Do ihev sav that? a few hundreds lost or won — a 
cheap opiate — anytiiing that can lay the memory to sleep. The poor 
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man drinks, and the rich man (gambles — the same motive to both. But 
you are right — it is a base resource— I will play no moro. 

Qbavbb. I am delighted to hear it, for yonr friend Captain Smooth 
has ruined half the young heirs in London. Even 8ir Jiihn is aUrmed. 
I met him just now in Pall Mall. B/-the-bye, 1 forgot — do you bank 
with Flash, Briyk, Crelit and Co. 1 

£vB. So, Sir John is alarmed, (aside) Qulle 1 by this oo;;j{ing charla- 
tan ? Aha! I may beat him yet at his own weapons, {alotid) Humph! 
Bank with Flash ! Why do you ask mo 1 

GuAVES. Because Sir John has just heard that they are in a very bad 
way, and begs you to withdraw anything you have in their bands. 

£vE. ril see to it. So Sir John is alarmed fki my gambling? 

Graves. Terribly ! He even told me he should go himself to the 
club this evening, to watch you. 

Eve. To watch mo — good — I will be there ! 

G KATES. But you will promise not to play 1 

Eve. Yes — to play. I feel it is impossible to give it up. 

GuATKS. No — no! 'Sdeath, maul be as wretched as you please; 
break your heart, that's nothing ! but damme, take care of your pockets. 

Eve. Hark ye. Graves — if you are right, I wiil extricate myself yet. 
The dui>er shall be duped, in the next twenty-four hours. I may win 
back the happiness of a life. Oh ! if this scheme do but succeed I 

Graves. Scheme ! What scheme V (Evelyn takva hit hat from l. 
tabu.) 

Eve. Yes, I will be there — I will play with C.ipiain Smooth — I will 
lose as much as I please — thousands-T-millions — bJlions ; and if he pre- 
bunie to spy on my losses, haus me, if I don't loKeSir John himself into 
the bargain ! {<yoing out an-.l returning) I am so absent. What was the 
bank you mentioned 1 Flash. Brisk and Credit { B'ess me, bow un- 
lucky ! and it's too late to draw out to-day. Tell Sir John I'm very 
much obliged to him, and he'll find me at the club any time before day- 
break, hard at work with my friend Smooth. [Exit^ c. L. 

Gkavkb. He's -lertainly :razy ! but I don*t wonder at it. What the 
approach of the dog-d.tys is to the canine species, the approach of the 
honeymoon is to the human race. 

Enter Servant, o. 

Ser. Lidy Franklin's compliments — she will see you in the boudoir^ 
sir. 

Graves. In the boudoir ! — go — go— I'll come directly, {exit Sbbtaxtt, 
R.) My heartbeats — it must be for grief. Poor Maria! {searching his 
pockets for his hnndkerchief) Not a white one — just like my luck ; I call 
on a lady to talk of the dear departed, and I've nothing about me but a 
cursed gaudy, flaunting, red, yellow and blue abomination from India, 
which it's even indecent for a disconsolate widowci* to exhibit. Ah! 
Fortune never ceases to torment the susceptible. The boudoir — ha — ha ! 
W\^} boudoir ! [.firiV, r. 

SCENE II. — A boudoir in the same house. Two chairs brought 9fi by a 

Page, who goes off^ l. 

Enter Lady Franklin, l. 

Lady F. What if my little plot does not succeed ? The man insists 
on being wretched, and I pity him so much that I am determined to 
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make bim . happy ! Ha ! lia ! ha ! He shall laugh, he shall sing, he 
sball dance, he shall — [compawa henelf) Here he comes ! 

£nier Qraves, ii. 

Gratbs {fighing). Ah, Lady Franklin ! 

Ladt p. yBighitig). Ah, Mr. Graves! {th^ seat iUemaelves) Pray excuse 
roe for having kept you so long. Is it not a charming day 1 

Gbavrs. An east wind, ma'am ! but nothing comes amiss to you — t^s 
a happy disposition t Poor Maria I she^ too, was naturally gay. 

Ladt F. Yes, she was gay. So much life, and a great deal of spirit. 

Graves. Spirit 1 Yes — nothing could master it ! She tcould have 
her own way. Ah ! there was nobody like her ! 
' Ladt F. And then, when her spirit was up, she looked so handsome ! 
Her eyes grew so brilliant ! 

Graves. Did not they ? — Ah ! ah ! ha ! ha ! ha I And do you re- 
member her pretty trick of stamping her foot?— the tiniest little foot — 
1 think I see her now. Ah ! this conversation is very soothing! 

Ladt F. How well she acted in your private theatricals ! 

GuAVBS. You remember her Mrs. Oakley, in "The Jealous Wife?" 
Ha ! ha ! how good it was ! — ha ! ha ! 

Ladt F. Ha ! ha ! Yes, in the very first scene, when she came out 
with {mimicking) " Your unkindness and barbarity will be the death of 
me r* 

Graves. No — no ! that's not it ! more energy, (mimicking) " Your 
ankindness and barbarity will be the death of me !*' Ha ! ha ! I ought 
to know how she said it, for she used to practice it on me twice a day. 
Ah! poor dear lamb ! {wipes his eyes.) 

Ladt F. And then she sang so well I was such a composer ! What 
was that little air she was so fond of ? 

Gbavrs. Ha ! ha ! sprightly, was it not ? Let me see — let me see. 

Ladt F. {humming). Turn ti — ti turn — ti — ti—ti. No. that's not it! 

GuAVES [humming). Tum ti — ti — turn ti — ti — turn — tum— turn. 

Both. Tum ti—ti — tum ti — ti — tum — tum — tum. Ha ! ha ! 

GRAVE.S {throwing himself back). Ah I what recollection it revives I It 
is too affecting. 

Ladt F. It t* affecting; but we are all mortal, [sighs] And at your 
Christmas party at Cyprus Lodge, do you remember her dancing the 
Scotch reel with Captain MacNaughten ? 

Graves. Ha ! ha ! ha ! To be sure — to be sure. 

Ladt F. Can you think of the step 1 — somehow thus, was it not 1 
{dancing.) 

Graves. No — no — quite wrong! — just stand there. Now then — 
{humming the tune) La — la-la-la — La-la, etc. {they dance) That's it — ex- 
cellent — admirable ! 

Ladt F. (aside). Now 'tis coming. 

Enter Sir Johv, Blount, Geor^ina, r. They stand amazed, Ladt 

Framklik continues dancing. 

Graves. Bewitching — irresistible ! 'Tis Maria herself that I see be- 
fore me! Thus — thus — let me clasp— Uh, the devil! Just like my 
luck ! {stopping opposite Sir John. Ladt Franklix runs offy l.) 

Sir J. Upon my word, Mr. Graves! 

Gbor. and Blount. Encore— encore ! Bravo — bravo ! 

Graves. It's all a mistake ! I — I — Sir John. Lady Franklin, you 
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sec — that is to s.iy — I. SAintctl 3Ia:ia ! you are spared, at least, tbia 

affliction ! [Runs of, r. 

Sin John, Geougina, anfi Blount follow. Page takes off the chairs, l. 

SCENE lU.—The interior t/* ♦ * ♦'« Club; night; lights, etc., etc* 

yoise of conversation before the act-drop rises — murmnrs as it ascends. 

Gloss. You don't often come to tlio Club, Stout 1 

Stoct. No ; time is money. An hour spent at a club is unprodactive 
capital. 

Old Member {reading the newspaper). Waiter ! the snuff-box. (Waiter 
brings a large round box on a salver.) 

Gloss. So, Evelyn has taken to play ? I see Deadly Smooth, " hush- 
ed in grim repose, awaits his evening prey." Deep work to-iiiia[ht, 1 
suspect, for Smooth is drinking lenionade — keeps his head clear — mon- 
strous clever dog ! {murmurs as before ; Stout takes t/ie snuff-box from 
Old Mehber*s taUe ; Old Member looks at him savagely.) 

Enter Evelyn ; salutes and shakes Imnds with different MucBERfl in patting 

up the stage ; places his hat on table, c. 

Eve. Ha, Flat, how well you are looking !— Green, how do you do 1 
How d'ye do, Glossmore f How are you, Btoul ? you don't play, I 
think ? Political Economy never plays at cards, eh ? — never has time 
for anything more frivolous than Rents and Profits, Wages and Labor, 
High Prices, and Low — Corn- Laws, Poor- Laws, Tithes, Currency, — Dot- 
and-go-onc — Rates, Puzzles, Taxes, Riddles, and Botheration ! Smooth 
is the ma'i. Aha! Smooth. Piquet, eh 1 You owe me my revenge! 
{sits toping, h. of r. table ; Mrmbers touch each other significantly.) 
Smooth. My dear Alfred, anything to oblige, {murmurs.) 
Old M KM. Waiter! the snutf-box. (Waiter takes it from Stout and 
brings it back to Old Membeu. Two Members from the top, l., come down 
and cross behind /o Member n. of centre table, whisper to him and go off, c, 
Waitkr brings coffee to Member behind the Old Member, and then takes 
a wag two coffee cups from Lord Glossmorb and Member, r. C. Another 
Waiter brings a glass of brandy and water to Old Member. Having tnade 
the cards, Smootu deals.) 

Enter Blount, c. ; lie goes to Evelyn's table, and stands in front of it for a 

moment. 

Blount. So I Evelyn at it again — eh, Glossmore 1 
Gloss. Yes ; Smooth sticks to l:im like a leech. Clever fellow, that 
Smooth, {murmurs. Smooth and Evelyn play.) 
Smooth. Your point ] 
Eve. Five! 

Smooth. Not good. Six — sequences — five 1 
Eve. Good ! 
Smooth. Three aces. 

Eve. Good ! [they continue playing ; Evelyn deals,) 
Blount. Will you make up a wubber 1 
Gloss. Have you got two others? 
Blount. Yes ; Flat and Green. 

* For full disposition of thia bocqc and oburocters as discovered, soe the Bynopni 
of tioeoery, page 9. 
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Gloss. Bad players. 

Blouxt. I make it a wule to play witli bad players ; it is five per 
cent, in one's favor 1 hate gambling. But a quiet wubber, if one is ibe 
best player out of four, can't do any liarni 

Qloss. Clever* follow, that Blount, (mitnnum. Blount takes up the 
snuff-box and walks off \cith it; Old M f.mbbu looks at him 8<wageltj. Waiter 
fetches coffee-cup from Membhr, l.) . 

Enter a Mkmber rcwiiag a long le ter ; sits, c. fable. Blount, Glossmore, 
Flat, atid Green, f^ke up a table at the bottom of the stage^ r. 

■ Smooth. A thousand pardons, my dear Alfred-t-ninety repique — ^ten 
cards — game ! 

Eve. ( passing a note to him). Game ! Before we go on, one question. 
This is Thursday — how much do you calculate to win of me before 
Tuesday next? 

Smooth. Ce chcr Alfred! He is so droll ! 

EvB. {^writing in his pocket-book). Forty games a night — four nights, 
minus Sunday — our usual stakes — that would be right. I think. 

Smooth {glancing over the account). Quile — if 1 win all — which is next 
to impossible. 

Eve. It shall be possible to win twice as much, on one condition. 
Can you keep a secret ? 

Smooth. My dear Alfred, I have kept myself! I never inherited a 
farthing — I never spent less than £4,000 a year — and I never told a soul 
how I managed it. 

Eve. Hark ye, tiien — it is a matter to me of vost importance — a word 
with you. {theg whisper.) 

Old Mem. Waiter! Ihe snuff-box. (Waiter takes it from Blount, etc. 
Murmurs.) 

Enter Sir John, c. 

EvF. You understand ? 

Smooth. Perfectly ; anything to obliae. 

Eve {cutting). It is for you to deal, {murmurs. TJiey go on playing.) 

Waiter comes en tvith a note^ on salver, and offers it to one of the MEMBEfis. 
who is lo'tking on at the whist-table: he scribbles an answer, at c. table, 
and sends the Waitkr off with it. 

SrR J. There is my iK-ecious son-in-law, tliat is to be, spending mg 
consequence, and making a fool of himself, {takes up snuff- liox ; Old 
Member looks at him.) 

Eve {playing). Six to the point. 

Smooth. Good! 
.Eve. Three queens. 

Smooth Not good — T liave three kings and three knaves ! {they deal 
out the cards until Sir John speaks.) 

Blount {rising from the table ; another Membkr tak^s his place). Tm out. 
Flat, a pony on the odd twick. (takes the money) That's wii;ht. {comes 
down, r. c , counting money) Well, Sir John, you don't play ] 

Sir J. Play? no! [looking over Evelyn's hand) Confound him — lost 
again ! 

Eve. Hang the cards ! — double the stakes ! 

Smooth. Anything to oblige — done ! 

Sir J. Done, indeed ! 

Old Mem. Waiter! the snuff-box. (Waiter takes it from Sir John ) 

Blount. I've won eight points and the bets — I never lose— I never 
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play in the Deadly Smooth set ! {takes up tlie anuff-hox ; Old Member az 
before. ) 

Sib J. {looking over Smooth's hand^and Jidgeting backward* and forwards). 
Lord, have mercy on us ! Smooth has seren for his poiut! What's the 
slakes 7 

EvB Don't disturb us— I only throw out four. Stakes, Sir John? — 
iramen«»e ! Was orer such luck ? — not a card for ray point. Do staiid 
back, Sir John — I'm getting irritable, (all rise and gather round "Eyelyk's 
table ; several in front, so as to hide the playing from the audience.) 

Blount. One hundred pounds on the ne^t game, £?e1yn1 {going to 
the table.) 

Sib J. Nonsense — nonsense — don't disturb him ! All the fishes come 
to the bait ! Sharks and minnows all nibbling away at my son-in-law. 
{goes and takes the muff-box.) 

EvR. One hundred pounds, Blount? Oh, yes! the finest geutleinan 
is never too fine a gentleman (o pick up a guinea. Dune I Treble the 
stakes, Smooth ! 

Sia J. I'm on the rack ! Be cool, Evelyn • take care, my dear boy ! 
Be cool — be cool ! (Smooth shows his cards.) 

EvK. What — what? You have four queens ! — five to the king. Con- 
'found the cards ! a fresh pack, {throws the cards behind him over Sib 
JoHH. y^ KiTEB, brings a new pack of cards to l^Y'RhYix.) 

Old Mem. Waiter! the snuff-box. {murmurs. Different Msicbbbs 
gather round.) 

Two Mbmbers re-enter^ and advance to Evelyn's table. All the Waitbbs on. 

Flat {with back to audinice). I never before saw Evelyn out of tem- 
per. He must be losing immensely I 

Queen (r). Yes — this is interesting I 

Sib J. Interestinj; ! There's a wretch I 

Flat {next to Gbeex). Poor fellow ! he'll be ruined in a month 

Sir J I'm in a cold sweat! 

Qrern. Smooth is the very devil. 

Sib J. The devil's a joke to him I 

Gloss, {slapping Sir John on the back). A clever fellow that Smooth, 
Sir Joh'», ehl {takes up the muff-box; Old Member as before) XlOO on 
this same, Evelyn 1 'sgoing to the table.) 

Eve. {Judf turning round). You ! well done the Constitution ! yes, 
£100 ! 

Old Mem. Waiter I the snuff-box. 

Stout. I think I'll venture £200 on this game, Evelyn 7 {goes in front 
of table, R.) 

Eve. {quite turning round). Ha! ha! ha! — Enlightenment and the 
Constitution on the same side of the question at last! Oh, Siout, Stout! 
— greatest happiness of the greatest number — greatest number, number 
one!' Done, Stout!— £300! ha! ha! deal, Smooth. Well done, Politi- 
cal Economy — ha! ha! ha! 

Sir J. Quite hysterical — drivellinij ! Aren't you ashamed of your- 
selves 7 His own cousins — all in a conspiracy — a perfect gang of them. 
{takes snuff-box as before. Membebs indignant.) 

Stout {to Membebs). Hush ! he's to marry Sir John's daughter ! 

Flat. What! Stinjzy Jack's 7 oh! 

Choru.s op Mems. Oh I oh ! 

Eve. By Heaven, there never was such luck! It's enough to drive a 
man wild I This is mere child's play, Smooth — double or quits on the 
whole amount! 
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Smooth. Anything to oblige ! {murmurs; they play quickly.) 

Sib J. Ob, dear — ob, dear I {great exeitement.) 

EvB. {throwing down hi* carda^ and riting in great agitation). No more, 
no more — l*ve done! — quite enough! Qlossiuore, Stout, Blount — I'll 
pay you to-raorrow. I — I — Death ! — tbis is ruinous ! [erotaei l., seizes 
the snuff-boXy and goes up^ l. c, to ehair, l u. b. ; sits,) 

Sib J. Ruinous f Wbat bas be lost 1 wbat has be lost, Smooth ? Not 
much 7 eh 1 eb 1 (Mbmbbrb look at Evelyn; others gatJier round 
Smooth, c.) 

Smooth. Ob, a trifle, dear John ! — excuse me I We never tell our 
vrinoiiigs. {to Blount, l.) How d'ye do, Fred 1 — (^oGlossmorb, r.) By 
tbe bye, Charles, don't you want to sell your bouse in Grosvenor square ? 
—£12,000, ehl 

Gloss. Yes, and tbe furniture at valuation. About £8,000 more. 

Smooth {looking over his poeket-book). Urn ! Well, we'll talk of it. 

Sir J. (L. c). 12 and 8— £16,000. Wbat a cold-blooded rascal it is I 
—£16,000, Smooth ? 

Smooth. Ob, tbe bouse Itself is a trifle ; but tbe establishment — I'm 
considering wbether I have enough to keep it up, my dear Jobn. {goes l.) 

Old Mbm. Waiter I tbe snufl'-box! (scraping it round and with a wry 
face) And it's all gone ! {gives it to the Waitbb to Jill,) 

Sir J. {turning round). And it's all gone ! 

Eve. {starting up and laughing hysterically). Ha ! ba ! all gone 7 not a 
bit of it. {goes to Smooth, c.) Smooth, this club is so noisy. Sir John, 
you are always in tbe way. Come to my house ! come ! Champagne 
and a broilefl hone. Nothing venture, nothing have! Tbe luck must 
turn, and by Jupiter we'll make a night of it ! {going ; Sir John stops 
him!) 

Sir J. A night of it! For Heaven's sake, Evelyn ! Evelyn !— think 
what you are about I — think of Georgina's feelings ! — think of your poor 
lost mother ! — think of tbe babes unborn ! — think of 

EvB. X^ think of nothing ! Zounds! — you don't know what I have 
Idst, man ; it's all your fault, distracting my attention. Pshaw — pshaw 1 
Out of the way, do I {throws Sir John o/f, l.) Come, Smooth. Hn I ha ! 
a night of it, my boy — a night of it ! [Exeunt Smooth and Evbltx, c. 

Sir J. {following). Yon must not — you shall not! Evelyn, my dear 
l^velyn 1 he's drunk — he's mad I Will no one send for tbe police ! 

[JSrtY, 0. 

Mbms. Ha I ha I ba ! Poor old Stingy Jack ! 

Old Mem. {rising for the Jirst time^ and in a great rage). Waiter! tbe 
8nuff*-box ! 

Mbmb. Ha ! ha ! ba ! Stingy Jack ! {murmurs and laughter as the act- 
drop descends.) 

curtain. 
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SCENE I. — An ante-room in Evelyn's house. 

Enter Tokb, Glosbmore, and Blount, r. Chairs and tables with writing 

materials^ R. and l. 

Tokb. My master is not very well, my lord ; but I'll let him know. 

[Exit Tokb, o. d. 
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Gloss. I nni very curious to learn the result of his gambling tete-il- 
tete. There are strange reports abroad, and the tradesmen hare taken 
the alarm. 

Blount. Oh, he's so howwidly wich, he can afford even a tete-ik-tete 
with Deadly Bmootli ! 

Gloss. Poor old Stingy Jack ! why, Georsina was your intended. 

Blount. Ye j ; and [ weally liked the z^t\, though out of piqne I pwo- 
posed to her cousin. But what can a man do against money ? 

£uter Evelyn, c, in a morning wrapper. 

If we could start fair, you'd see whom Georgina would pwefer ; bat she's 
sacwificed by lier fatlier I She as much as told me so ! {erouu, a.) 

£vE. (aside). Now to work sliil further upon Sir John, through these 
excellent friends of mine, [aloud) So, so — ^good morning, gentlemen ! 
we've a little account to settle — one hundred each. 

Both. Don't talk of it. 

EvB. (putting up his pocket-book). Well, I'll not talk of it. {taking 
Blount atidf) Ha ! ha ! youd hardly believe it — ^but I'd ratlier not pay 
you just at present ; my money is locked up, and I must wait, you 
know, for the Groginhole rents. So, instead of owing you £100, sup- 
pose I owe yowjive ? You can give me a check for the other four. And, 
liarkye ! not a word to Glossmore. 

Blount. Glossmore ! the gweatest gossip in London I I shall be de- 
lighted! (aside) It never does harm to lend to a wich man; one gets it 
back somehow, (aloud) By the way, Evelyn, if you want my gwey cab- 
horse, you may have him for £200, and that will make seven. 

Eve. {aside). That's the fashionable usury ; your friend does not take 
interest — he sells you a horse, (aloud) Blount, it's a bargain. (Blount 
goes to R. table.) 

Blount (writing a cheek, and musingly). No ; I don't see what harm it 
can do me ; that o(i-leg must end in a spavin. 

Eve. Now for my other friend, (/o Glossmore) That £100 I owe you 
is rather inconvenient at present; I've a large sum to make up for the 
Groginhole property — perhaps you would lend me five or six hundretl 
more — just to go on with 1 

Gloss, (l.).. Oertainly ! Hopkins is dead ; your interest for Ciplier 
would 

Eve. Why, I can't promise that at this moment. But as a slight 
mark of friendship and gratitude, I shall be very much flattered if you'll 
accept a splendid gray cab-horse I bought to-day — cost £200 ! 

Gloss, (aside). Bought to-day — then I'm safe, (aloud) My dear fellow, 
you're always so princely ! 

EvK. Nonsense ! just write the check ; and, harkve, not a syllable to 
Blount ! 

Gloss. Blount! He's the town-crier ! (goes to write at l. tabU^k 

Blount (rises, giving Evelyn the check). Wansom's, Pall-mall East. 

Eve. Thank you. So yow. proposed to Miss Douglas! 

Blount (r.). Hang it! yes; I could have sworn that she fancied me; 
her manner, for instanca, the vewy day you pwoposed for Miss Vesey, 
otherwise Georgina 

Eve. Has only half what Miss Douglas has. 

Blount. You forget how much Stingy Jack must have saved! But 
I beg your ])ardon. 

Eve. Never mind; but not a word to Sir John, or he'll fancy I'm 
ruined. (Glossmore comes dfiwn, l ) 
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Gloss. {givi*ig the check). Ransom's, Pall-mall East. Tell me, did 
yon win or lose last niolit ] 

EvB. Win I lose I oli ! No more of that, if you love me. I must send 
oft* at once lo the banker's, {looking at the two checks.) 
Qloss. {aside). Whj, he's borrowed from Blount, too ! 
Blou.nt (Mide). Thai's a cheque from Lord Glossmoro. 
EvB. Excuse me; I must dress; I have not a moment to lo e You 
remember you dine with me to-day — seven o'clock. You'll meet Smooth. 
(mawnfuUy) It may be the last time I shall ever welcome you here. 
My — what am I saying ? Oh, merely a joke — good bye — good bye. [shak- 
ing them heartily by the hand. Exit, c. d. Qloskmokk and Blount look 
at eaehot/ter for a moment^ and then speak.) 
Blousct. Qios»more ! 
Gloss. Blount ! 

Blount. 1 am afwaid all's not wight I 
Gloss. 1 incline to your opinion. 
Blount. But I've sold my gway cab-horse. 
Gloss. Gray cab-horse ! you ! — What is he really worth now ? 
Blount. Since he is sold, I will tell you— Not a sixpence. 
Gloss. Not a sixpence 1 he gave it to me. 

Blount. That was devilish unhandsome I Do you know, I feel ner- 
vous ! 

GiiOss. Nervous 1 Let us run and stop payment of our checks. 

Enter Tokb, c. D. ; he runs across the stage towards r. 

Blount. Hollo, John ! where so fast 1 

ToKE {in gre<(t haste). Beg pardon, Sir Frederick, to Pall-mall East — 
Messrs. Ransom. [Exit^ r. 

Blount {solemnly) Glossmore, we are floored ? 
Gloss. Sir, the whole town shall know of it. [Exeunt, r. 

SCENE II. — A splendid saloon in Evelyn's house. Doors c, leading to the 

dining'Toom. 

EvELTN and Grates discovered seated. 

Grates. You don't mean to say you've borrowed iponcy of Sir John ? 

Etb. Yes, Ave hundred pounds. Observe how I'll thank him for it ; 
observe how delighted he will be to find that five hundred was really of 
service to me. 

Graves. I don't understand you. You've grown so mysterious of late. 
You've withdrawn your niyney from Flash and Brisk ? 

Eve. (r. o/*l. table). No. 

Graves. No — then 

Enter SxB JoHNyLADT Franklin^ and Georoina, e. GBORaiKA goes to 
table L.B and listens to Evelyn. Lady Franklin and Grates up c. 

Sir J. You got the check for £500 safely — too happy to— (grasping 
Eteltn's iMfid.) 

Etk. {interrupting him). My best thanks — my warmest gratitude 1 
So kind in you ! .so seasonable — that £500 — you don*t know the value 
of that £500. I shall n«ver forget your nobleness of conduct. 

Sir J. Gratitude ! Nobleness ! (aside) I can't have been taken in ? 

Etb. And in a moment of such distress ! 
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Sib J. {aside). Such distress! He picks out the n<;liest worda in the 
whole dictionary. 

Eve. You must know, my dear Sir John, I've done with Smooth. 
But I'm still a Utile crippled, and you must do me another favor. I've 
only as yet pnid the deposit of ten per cent, for the gieat Qroginhole prop- 
erty. 1 am to pay the rest this week — nay, I fear to-morrow. I ve 
already sold out of the Funds for the purchase ; the montfy lies at the 
bankers', and of course I can't touch it ; for if I don't pay by a certain 
day, I forfeit the estate and the deposit. 

Sir S, What's coming; now. I wonder 7 

Enter Servant, r. Announces Mr. Stout and exits. Enter Stoitt, m 

evening dress. 

Eve. Qeorgina's forfune is <£10,000. I always meant, my dear Sir 
John, to present you with thai little sum. 

8m J. Oh, Evelyn! {in'pes his eyes ; Stout goes to l. table.) 

Eve. But the news of my losses has ]rii>htened my tradesmen! I 
liave .50 many heavy debts at this moment that — that — that. — But I see 
Georuina is li.stening, and I'll say what I have to say to her. (ctomm to 
her, R. c.) 

Sir J. No, no — no, no. Gii Is don't understand business. 

Eve. The very reason I speak to her. This is an affair not of busi- 
ness, but oifr cling. Stout, show Sir *Tohn my Correggio. 

Sir J. {aside). Devil take his Correrifiio ! The man is bom to torment 
me ! (Stout takes him hg the arm^ and points off^ L.- 8. E ) 

Eve. My dear Georjjina, whatever you may hear said of me, I flatter 
myself thai you feel confidence in my honor. 

Gkor Can you doubt it 7 

iiVE. I ctinfef.s that I am embarrassed at this moment; I have been 
weok enough to lose money at play. I promi.se you never to gamble 
again as long as I live. My affairs cnn be retrieved ; but for the first 
few years of our marriage it may be necessary to retrench. 

Geor. Retrench ! 

Eve. To live, perhaps, altogether in the country. 

Geou. Ali02ether in tlie country! 

Eve. To confine ourselves to a modest competence. 

Geor. Modest competence ! I knew something horrid was coming . 

Enttr Sir F. Blouxt, r. ; he salutes Evelyn and Lady Frakjcliv. 

Eve. And now, Gcorgina,jou may have it in your power at tills 
moment to save me from much anxiety and humiliation. My money is 
locked up — my debti) of honor must be settled — you are of age — your 
£10,000 is in your own hands 

Sir J. (Stout listening as well as Sir John). I'm standing on hot iron. 

EvK. If you could lend it to mj for a few weeks. You hesitate. Can 
you give me this proof of your confidence 7 Remember, without confi- 
dence, what is wedlock 7 

Sir J. {aside to her). No! (Evelyn turns sharply) Yes, {^poinimg hi* 
glass at the Correggio) the [minting may be fine. 

Stout. But you don't like the subject ? 

Geur. (aside). He may be only trying me! Best leave it to papa. 

Eve. Well 

GiiOR. You — you shall hear from me tomorrow, {aside) Ah, there's 
that dear Sir Frederick ! ( goes to Blou.nt, at the back.) 
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£niir Globsmobb and Smooth, r. £vblt5 salutes them, paying Smooth 
ietvile respeet ; takes his arm and crosses to l., and up the stage. 

Ladt F. (b. c, to Qbaves). Ha ! ha ! To be so disturbed yesterdav — 
was it Doi droll 1 

Qbaysb. -Never recur to that Iiumiliatiug topic. 

QiOfi%, (c, to Stoot). See how Evelyn fawns upon Smootli. 

Stout. How mean in him ! — Smooth- — a professional {^ambler — a fel- 
low who lives by his wits. 1 would not know such a man on any account. 
(Smooth eumes down, c.) 

Smooth {to Qlossmobb). So Hopkins is dead — you want Cipiier to 
come Id for Qroginhole, eh ? 

Globb. (l. c ). What — could you manage it? [aside) Why, he muo>t 
have won his whole fortune. 

Smooth. Ce eher^ Charles! — anything to oblige. 

Globb. It is not possible he can have lost Groginhole ! 

Stout. Groginhole ! What can he have done with Groginhole ! 
Glossmore, present me to Smooth. 

Gloss. What ! the gambler — the fellow who lives by his wits ? 

Stout. Why, his wits seem to be an uncommonly productive capitall 
ril introduce myself, {erf^sses to Smooth) How d'ye do, Captain Smooth? 
We have met at the club, 1 think — I am charmed to make your acquain- 
tance in private. I say, sir, what do you think of the atlairs of tlie 
nation ? Bad ! very bad — no enlightenment — great fall off in the reve- 
nue — no knowledge of finance ! There's only one man who can save the 
country — and that's Pupkins ! 

Smooth. Is he in Parliament, Mr. Stout 1 What^s your Christian 
name, by-the-byel 

Stout. Benjamin — No; — constituences are so ignorant they don't un- 
derstand his value. He's no orator ; in fact, he stammers a little — that 
is, a great deal — but devilish profound. Could not we ensure him for 
Groginhole 1 

Smooth. My dear Benjamin, it is a thing to be thought on. {tJ^g re- 
tire.) 

Eve. (advaneifig). My friends, pray be seated, {they sit*) I wish to 
consult you. This day twelve months I succeeded to an immense in- 
come, and as, by a happy coincidence, on the same day I secm-ed your 
esteem, so now I wish to ask you if you think I could have spent that 
income in a way more worthy your good opinion. 

Globb. Impossible! excellent taste — beautiful house ! 

Blount. Vewy good horses — {aside, to Glossmobe)— especially tlie 
gway cab. 

Ladt F. Splendid pictures ! 

Gbaveb. And a magnificent cook, ma'am I 

Smooth [thrusting his hands into his pocket »). It is oiy opinion. Alfred 
— and Vm a judue — that you could not have spent your money better. 

OMifRB (except Sia John). Very truel 

Gbob. Certainly, {coaxingly) D<m't retrench, my dear Alfred I 

Globb. Retrench ! nothing so plebeian ! 

Stout. Plebeian, sir — worse than plebeian — it is against all rules of 
public morality. Every one knows, now-a-days, that extravagance is a 
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benefic to the population — encourages art— employs labor — and multi- 
plies spinniiii: jonnies. 

Eve. You leas^uicme! I own I did think that a man worthy of 
friends so sincere might have done somcthihg better than feast — dress- 
drink — play 

Gloss. Nonsense — we like you the better for it. {astde) I wish I bad 
my £600 back, though. 

£vE. And you are as much my friends now as when you ofibred me 
£10 ibr my old nurse 1 

Sib J. A tliousand times more so, my dear boy. (Omneb approve.) 

Enter Sharp, r. 

Smooth But who's our new friend 1 

Eve. Who 1 the very man who first announced to me the wealth 
which you allow I have spent so well. But what's the matter, Sharp 1 
{rrnsses to SuARP, who whispers to him.) 

Eve. {aloud). The bank's broke! {nit a' art up.) 

SiK J. Bank broke — what bank Y {coming down, c.) 

Eve. Flash, Brisk and Co. 

Sir J. But I warned you — you withdrew 1 

Eve. Alas! no ! 

Sir .1. Oil ! Not much in their hands? 

Eve. Why, 1 told you the purchase- money for Groginhole was at my 
hankers' — but no, no ; don't look so frightened I It was not placed with 
Flash — it is at Iloare's— it is, indeed. Nay. I assure you'lt is.. A ntere 
trifle at Flash's, upon my word, now ! Don't izroan in that way. You'll 
frighten everybody ! To-morrow, Sharp, we'll talk of this I One day 
more — one day, at least for enjoyment, {walks to and fro.) 

Siu J. Oh ! a pretty enjoyment! 

Blount. And he borrowed £700 of me ! 

Gl()»^ And £600 of me! 

Sir J. Aiil £500 of me! 

Stoct. Gill a regular Jeremy Diddler I 

Stout {to Sra John). I say, you have placed your daughter in a very 
unsafe investment. Trjnsfer the stock. 

Sir J. {goiiKj /oGeoroi.na). Ha! I'm afraid we've been very rude to 
Sir Frederick. A monstrous fine young man ! 

Enter Toke, with a letter, r. 

Tore {to Evelyn). Sir, I be^ your pardon, but Mr. MacFinch insists 
on my giving you this letter instantly. 

Eve. {readintj). How! Sir John, this fellow, MacFinch, has heard of 
my mi.Nfortunes, and insists on beinn paid — a lawyer's letter— quite ioso- 
lenL. Here, read this lotier — you'll be quite amused with it. 

Tore. And, sir, Mr. Tabouret is below, and declares he will not stir 
till he's paid. [Exit, u. 

Eve. Not stir till he's paid! What's to be done, Sir John ] Smooth, 
what I* to be done 1 

Smooth (seated, c). If he'll not stir till he's paid, make him put up a 
bed. and I'll take him in the inventory, as one of the fixtures, Alfred. 

Eve. It is very well for you to joke, Mr. Smooth. But 

Enter Sheiuff's GrFiCER, giving a paper to Evelyx and whispering. 
Eve What's this ? Frautz, the tailor. Why, the impudent scouH't 
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drel ! Faitb, this is more thao I bargained for — Sir John, I'm arrested. 

Stout. He's arrested, {dapping Sir Johx on tli« back ufiih glee) old 
geDtlemaii ! Bui I didn't lend bim a fartbing. 

Eva. And for a mere song — £150 ! Sir John, pay tbis fellow, will 
yon ] or see tbat my people kicl& out the bailitfs, or do it yourself, or 
»ometbing — wbile we go to dinner. 

Sir J Pay— kick— I'll be d— d if I do ! Oh, my £500 ! my £500 1 
Mr. Alfred Evelyn, I want my £500! (Qravbs and Ladt Franklin 
come forward, r. c.) 

Qravbs. Fm going to do a very silly thing — I shall lose both my 
friend and my money — -just like my luck — Evelyn, go (o dinner — I'll 
settle this for you. 

Ladt F. I love you for tbat ! 

Graves. Do you ? then I am the nappiest — Ab ! ma'am, I don't know 
what 1 am saying I (Lady Franklin retires^ r. laeuni Qbaves and Of- 

FICKa, B.) 

EvB. {to Gboroina, who is l. c). Don't go by these appearances ! I 
repeat, £10,000 will mure than cover all my embarrassments. I shall 
bear from you to-morrow 7 

Gbor. Yes — yes 1 [going, r.) 

EvB. But you're nut going 1 You, too, Glossmore 1 you, Blount 1 — 
you, Stout J— yuu, Smooth i 

Smooth. No. I'll slick by you as long as you've a guinea to stake ! 

Gloss. Oh, tbis might have been expected from a man of such am- 
biguous political opinions ! {erosaea, r.) 

Stout. Don't stop me, sir. No man of common eulightenment would 
have squandered bis substance in this way. Pictures and statuest — 
baugh! ierotseSf r.) 

EvB. Why, you all said I could not spend my money better! Hal 
ha ! ha ! — the absurdest mistake — you don't fancy I'm going to prison — 
Hal ha! Why don't you laugh, Sir Johni — ha! ha! ha! (goes up t/te 
stage. Sir John crosses to r. c.) 

Sir J. Sir, tbis horrible levity I Take Sir Frederick's arm, my poor, 
injured, innocent child. 

Smooth. But, my dear John, they have no right to arrest the dinner. 

ITie 0. doors are throum open by two Servants, a handsome dining-room is 
discovered, and a table elegantly set for ten persons. Enter Toke, o. 

ToKB. Dinner is served. 

Gloss. ( pausing). Dinner I 

Stout. Dinner ! a very good smell ! 

Eve. {to Sir John). Turtle and venison, too. {they stop irresolute) 
That's right — come along — come along — but one word first, Blount 
— Stout — Glossmore — Sir ^hn — one word first; will you lend me 
£10 for my old nurse] {they all fall back) Ab, you fall back! Be- 
hold a lesson for all who build friendship upon their fortune, and not 
their virtues. You lent me hundreds this morning to squander upon 
pleasure — you would refuse me £10 now to bestow upon benevolence. 
Go — we have done with each other — go. 

[Exeunt, indignantly^ r., all but Evelyn and Smooth. 

Re-enter Guaves, R. 

Graves. Heyday 1 what's all tbis ? 

EvB. Ha I ha ! — the scheme prospers — the duper ts duped 1 Come, 
my friends — come ; when the standard of money goes down, in the great 
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battle between man and fate— why, a bumper to the brave hearts that 
refuse to desert us. [Sxiuttt, o. Air. 

Smooth and Qbaybb. Ha I ha ! ha ! {rin^ down whm EvBLrar waMfML) 

CUBTAUf. 



ACT V. 



SCENE I. — ****U Club; Smooth, Glosbmobb— /omt ifthir Mbkebbs 

ducovcred* 

Globs. Will his horses be sold, think yon ? 

Smooth. Very pobsibly, Charles — a fine stud — hum — ^ha 1 Walter, o 
glass of shen'y ! (Smooth it at breakfast at the l. tabUf where the Old Mbm- 
BBB sat,) 

Enter Waitek, c, with sherry. 

Gloss. They say he must go abroad. 

Smooth. Well; 'tis the best time of year for travelUiig, Charles. 

Gloss. We are all to be paid to-day ; and that looks suspiciona I 

Smooth. Very suspicious, Charles ! Hum ! — ah ! 

Gloss, [rises and crosses to Smooth^. My dear fellow, you must know 
the rights of the matter; 1 wish you'd speak out. What have you really 
won 1 Is the house itself cone ? 

Smooth. Tho house itsolf is certainly not gone, Charles, for I saw it 
exactly in the same place this morning at half-past ten — it has not 
moved an inch. (Waiter ffives a letter to Globsmobb ) 

Globs, {reading). From Groginhole — an express I What's this % Via 
amuzed! {reading) "They've actually, at the eleventh hour, started Mr. 
Evelyn ; and nobody knows what his politics are ! We shall be brat! — 
the Constitution is gone — Cipiiee ! " Oh ! this is infamous in Evelyn ! 
Get.s into Parliament just to keep himself out of the Bench ! 

Smo«)th He's capable of it. 

Glohs. Not a doubt of it, sir ! Not a doubt of it ! The man aavea 
himself ut the expense of his country — Groginhole is lost. There's an 
end of the Constitution 1 [-fii^> c. 

Enter Sir John and Blount, c, talking. 

Sir J. My dear boy, I'm not flint! 1 am but a man! If Georgina 
really loves you — and I am sure that she does — I will never think of ^ac- 
riflcing her happiness to ambition — she is yours ; I told her so this very 
morning. 

Blount (aside). The old humbug I 

Sir J. She's the best of daughteisl Dine with me at seven, and we'll 
talk of the settlements. (Waiter brings a bill on a salver to Smooth ; he 
pays it ) 

Blount. Yes; I don't care for fortune — but 

Sir J. Her £10,000 will be settled on herself— that of course. 

Blount. All of it, sir 1 Weally, I 

Siii J. What tJien^ my dear boy? I shall leave you both all I've laid 
by. Ah, you know I'm a close fellow • " Stingy Jack,"— eh ? After 
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all. worth makes the man ! (Waiter remove* hreakfa»t t/ungt atid eloth from 
Smoothes to^«.) 

Smooth, {riteti). And the more a man's worth, John, the worthier man 
he must be. {Exeunt^ Mkmbbbb aiid Smooth, c. Sib John takes up a 
newtpaper and reads,) 

Bloust {aside). Yes; he has no other child! She wist have nil his 
savings ; I don't see what harm it could do me. Still, that £10,000 — I 
want that £10,000 ; if she would but wun off one could get wid of the 
settlements. 

Enter Stout, c. {wiping his forehead)^ and takes Sir John aside^ l. 

Stout. Sir John, we've been played upon ! My secretary is brother 
to Flash's head clerk ; Evelyn had not £800 in the bank ! 

Sir J. .(c). Bless us and save us ! you take away my breath ! But 
then — Deadly Smooth — the execution — the — Oh, he must be done up ! 

Stout. As to Smooth, he'd " do anything to obfige." All a trick, d(v 
pend upon it Smooth has already deceived me, for before the day's 
over, Evelyn will be member for Groginhole. I've had an express from 
Popkins ; he's in despair ! not for himself — but for the country^ Sir John, 
— what's to become of the country 1 

Sib J. But what could be Evelyn's objut ? 

Stout. Object f Do you look for an object in a whimsical creature 
like that? — a man who has not even any political opinions! Object! 
Perhaps to break off his match with your daughter ! Take care, Sir 
John, or the borough will be lost to your family. 

Sir J. Aha I I begin to smell a rat. 

Stout Do youl 

Sir J. But it is not too late yet. 

Stout. My interest in Popkins made me run to Lord Spendquick, 
the late proprietor of Qroginhole. I told him that Evelyn could not pay 
the rest of the money ! and he told me that 

Sir J. What? 

Stout. Mr. Sharp had just paid it him; there's no hope for Popkins! 
England will rue this day. (goes to table and looks at papers.) 

Sir J. Oeorgina shall lend him the money ! iV/lend him^-every man in 
my house shall lend him — I feel again what it is to be a father-in-law — 
Sir Frederick, excuse me — you can't dine with me to-day. And, on sec- 
ond thoughts, I see that it would be very unhandsome to desert poor 
Evelyn, now he's down in the world. Can't think of it. my dear boy — 
can't think of it ! Very much honored, and happy to see you as a friend. 
Waiter, my carriage ! Um ! What, humbug Stingy Jack^ will they T 
Ah! a eood joke, indeed. [Exit, o. 

Blount. Mr. Stout, what have you been saying to Sir John 1 Some- 
thing about my chawacter ; I know you have ; don't deny it. Sir, I 
shall expect satisfaction ! 

Stout. Satisfaction, Sir Frederick 1 Pooh, as if a man of enlighten- 
ment had any satisfaction in fighting ! Did not meniion your name ; we 
were talking of Evelyn. Only think — he's no more ruined than you are. 

Blount. Not wuined ! Aha, now I understand ! So, so ! Stay, let 
me see — she's to meet me in the square. ( pulls out his toatch ; a very stnaU 
one.) 

Stout {pulling out his own ; a very large one). I must be off to the ves- 
try. [Exit, c. 

Blount. Just in time — ten thousand pounds! 'Gad, ray blood's up, 
and 1 won't bo tweated in this way if he were fifty times Stmgv Jack ! 

[Exit, c. 
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SCENE If. — The drawing-rooim in Sir John Veset's hcua. 
Enter Ladt Franklix and GaAVss, l. 

Graves. Well, well, I am certain that poor Evelyn loves Clara still, 
but you can't persuade ine tliat she cares for him. 

Lady F. She lias been breaking her heart ever since she heard of bis 
distress. Nay, I am sure she wuuld uive all she has, could it save him 
from the consequences of his own folly. 

Graves. 1 should just like to sound her. 

Ladt F. {ringing the hill). And you shall. I take so much interest in 
her, that I forgive your friend everything but his olfer to Georgina. 

Enter Page, r. 

Where are the young ladies 7 

Page. Miss Vesey is, I believe, still in the square; Miss Douglas is 
just come in, my lady. 

Lady F. What ! did she go out with Miss Vesey 1 

Paob. No, my lady ; I attended her to Drummond's, the banker. 

[jBr^, R. 
Ladt F. Drummond's ! 

Enter Clara, r. 

Why, child, {crosses to her) what on earth could take you to Drummond*s 
at this hour of ihe day ? 

Clara {confused). Oh, I — that is — I — Ah, Mr. Graves ! {crosses to 
Graves) How is Mr. Evelyn 1 How does he bear up against so sudden 
a reverse 1 

GitAVES. With an awful calm. I fear all is not right hero! {touching 
his head) The report in the town is, that he must go abroad instantly — 
perhaps to-day. {crosses to c.) 

Clara (c). Abroad! — to-day! 

Gravks (l.). But all his creditors will be paid; and he only seems 
anxious to know if Miss Vesey remains true in his misfortunes. 

Clara. Ah I he loves her so mtich, then ? 

Graves. Urn ! That's more than I can say. 

Clara. She told me last night, that he said <£10,000 would free him 
from all his liabilities — timt was the sum, was it not 1 

Graves. Yes ; he persists in the same assertion. Will Miss Vesey 
lend it ? 

Ladt F. {aside, r.). If she does, I shall not think so well of her poor 
dear mother ; for I am sure she'd be no child of Sir John's! 

Graves. I should like to convince myself that my poor fdend has 
nothing to hope from a woman's generosity. 

Lady F. Civil ! And are men, then, less covetous ? 

Graves. I know one man at least, who, rejected in his poverty by 
one as poor as himself, no sooner came into a sudden fortune than he 
made his lawyer invent a codicil which the testator never dreamt of, be- 
queaihinii independence to the woman who had scorned him. 

Lady F. And never told her ? 

GuAVES. Never ! There's no such document at Doctors' Commons, 
depend on it You seem incredulous, Miss Clara ! Good day ! (crosses, h. j 

Clar.k {following him). One word, for mercy's sake ! Do I understand 
you riiiht *? Ah, how could I be so blind 1 Generous Evelyn ! 

Graves. You appreciate, and Georgina will desert him. Miss Douglas, 
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he lofes you still. If that's not just like me ! Meddling with other 
people*8 affairs, as if they were worth it — hang them ! [Exitj r. 

Claka. Qeorgiua will desert him. Do you tliink so 1 
Ladt F. She told me last ni<>ht tliat she would never see him 
again. To do her justice, she's less interested than her father — and as 
much attached cs she can be to another. Even while engaged to Eve- 
lyn, she has met Sir Frederick every day in the square. 

Clara. And he is alone — sad — forsaken — ruined. And I, whom he 
enriched — I, tlie creature of his bounty — I, once the woman of his love 
— I stand idly here to content myself with tears and prayers ! Oli, Lady 
Franklin, have pity on me — on him ! We are both of kin to him — as re- 
lations we have both a right to comfort ! Let us go to him — come ! 

Lady F. No ! it would scarcely be right — remember the world — I 
cannot ! 

Clara. All abandon him — then I will go alone ! (erossesj r.) 

Lady F. Alone — what will he think ? What but 

Clara. What but — that, if he love me still, I may have enough for 
both, and I am by his side ! But that is too bright a dream. He told 
me I might call him brother ! Where, now, should a sister be ? But^ — 
but — I — I — I — tremble! If, after all — if — if — In one word, am 1 too 
bold ? The world — my conscience can answer thai — but do you think 
that he could despise me ? 

Ladt F. No, Clara, no ! Your fair soul is too transparent for even 
libertines to misconstrue. Something tells me that this meeting may 
make the happiness of both. You cannot go alone. My presence jus- 
tifies all. Give me your hand — we will go together. [EceuHt, r. 

SCENE III. — A room in Evblyn's house, same as last of Act IV, Evk- 

LTN discovered at tables r. 

EvB. Yes; as yet, all surpa.*«ses my expectations. I am sure of 
Smooth — I have managed even Sharp; my election will seem but an 
escape from a prison. Ha ! ha ! True, it cnnnot last long ; but a few 
hours more are all I require, and for that time at least I shall hope to 
be thoroughly ruined, irises and goes L.) 

Enter Gravbs, r. 

Well, Graves, and what do people say of me ? 

Gkavbh. Everything that's bad ! 

EvR. Three days ago I was universally respected. I awake this 
morning to find myself singularly infamous. Yet, I'm the same man. 

GuAVES. Humph ! why, gambling 

Eve. Cant ! it was not criminal to gamble — it was criminal to lose. 
Tut I — will you deny that if I had ruined Smooth instead of myself, 
every hand would have grasped mine yet more cordially, and every 
lip would have smiled congratulation on my success t Man — Man — I've 
not been rich and poor for nothing. The Vices and the Virtues aie 
written in a language the world cannot construe ; it reads them in a vile 
translation, and the translators Sive— failure and success ! You alone are 
uncbaMged. 

Gravbs. Thei-e's no merit in that I am always ready to mingle my 
tears with any man. {aside) I know I'm a fool, but I can't help it. {aloud) 
Hark ye, Evelyn, I like you — I'm rich ; and anything I can do to get 
you out of your hobble will give mn an excuse to grumble for the rest 
of ray life. There, now *tis out 

Eve. {touched). There's something good in human nature, after all I 
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My dear friend, I will now conflde in you ; I am not the spendUirift joa 
tlinik me — my losses have been liifiing — not a roonth's income of my 
fonuue. (Graves shakes him luaiidy by the hand) No ! it lias been bat a 
stratagMii to prove if ihe love, on which was to rebt the happiness of a 
whole life, wore given to the Money or the Man. Now you euess why I 
li ive asked from Geor<:ina this one proof ol confidence and aflfectiou. — 
Tiiink you she will give It ? 

Gravrs. Would you break your heart if she did not? 

EvB U is vain to deny that 1 still love Clara ; our Irst convereation 
renewe.l feeling?} which would task all the energies of my soul lo con- 
qu M*. No ! the heart was ^iven to the soul as its ally, not as its Iraitor. 

GitAVKS What do you intend to dol 

EvB. Tins: — If Georgina prove, by her confidence and generosity, 
that she loves me for myself, 1 will shut Clara for ever from my thouzhts. 
1 am pledged to Georgina, and I will carry to the altar a soul resolate 
to deserve her affectio i and fulfill its vows. 

GuAVES And if she reject you 1 - 

Eve. {.joyfulhj). If she do, 1 am free once more! And then — then I 
will dare to ask, for I can a%.k without dishonor, if Clara cau exphiin the 
past and bless the future! {crosses, a.) 

Enter Seiivant, r., with a letter on a salver ; Evelyn taJkea it. Exit Ser- 
vant, R. 

Eve {after reading it). The die is cast — the dream is over. Generous 
girl ! Oh, Georgina ! I will deserve you yet. 

Graves Georgina I is it possible 1 

Eve. And the delicacy, the womanhood, the exquisite grace of this! 
How wo mi8jud;>e the depth of the human heart! How, seeing tlie 
straws on the surface, wo forget that the pearls may lie hid below 1 I 
im ijineJ her incapable of this devotion. . 

Gravks. And i, too, 

EvK. It were base in me to continue this trial a moment longer; I 
will write at once to undeceive that generous heart, {goes to r. iabU and 
ic rites.) 

Graves. I would have given <£1,000 if that little jade Clara had been 
beforehan;!. But just like my luck ; if I want a man to marry one wo- 
man, he s sure to m irry another on purpose to vex me. 

Eve. Graves, will you ring the bell ? (Ghaves rings bell^ L.) 

Enter Sbuvant, r. 

Take this instantly to Miss Vesey ; say I will call in an boor, {exit Ser- 
vant) And now Clara is resigned forever. Why does my heart sink 
within me? Why, why, lookini^ to the fate to come, do 1 see only the 
memory of wliat has been 1 {goes toward* l.) 

GitAVES. You are re-engaged then to Georgina? 

Eve. Irrevocably. 

Enter Servant, r., announcing Lady Franklin aftd Misb Douolab. 

Lady F. My dear Evelyn, you may think it strange to receive such 
visitors at this momont; but, indeed, it is no time for ceremony. We 
are your relations — it is reported you are about to leave the country — 
we come to ask frankly what we can do to serve you { 

Eve Madam — I 

Lady F. Come, come— do not hesitate to confide in us; Clara U less 
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a stranger to you than I am ; your fripud here will perhaps let roe con- 
fiuU with him. {eroattt and speaks aside to Graves) Let us leave them to 
themselves. 

Graveb. You're anan^el of a widow ; but yon come too late, as what- 
ever is good for anything generally does. (M^y retire into the inner-room^ 
out of sighty the doors of which should be partially open.) 

Eve. (l ). Miss Douglas, I may well want words to thank you ! this 
goodness — this sympathy 

Clara (b., abandoning herself to her emotion). Evelyn ! Evelyn ! Do 
not talk thus I Goodness! sympathy — I have learned <7// — all! It is 
for if« to speak of gratitude ! Wiiat! even wlien I had so wounded you 
— when you believed me mercenaiy and cold — when you thought that £ 
was blind and base enough not to know you for what you are; even at 
that time you thought but of my happiness — my fortunes — my fate !— 
And to you — you — I owe all that has raised the poor orphan fr(m servi- 
tude and dependence ! While your j\'ords were so bitter, your deeds so 
gentle ! Oh, noble Evelyn, this then was your revenge. 

EvB. You owe me no thanks — that revenge was sweet ! Thinlj you it 
was nothing to feel that my presence haunted you, though yuu knew it 
not? — that in things the pettiest as the greatest, which that gold could 
buy — the very jewels you wore — the very robe in which, to other eyes, 
you might seem more fair — in all in which you took the woman's young 
and innocent delight — 1 had a part — a share ! that, even if separated 
for ever — even if another's — even in distant years — perhaps in a happy 
home, listening to sweet voices that might call you" mother 1" — even 
then should the uses of that dross bring to your lips one smile — that 
smile was mine — due to me — due as a sacred debt, to the hand that you 
rejected— to the love that you despised ! 

CirASA. Despised I See the proof )hat I despise you — see ; in this 
hour, when they say you are a<gain as poor as before, I forget the world 
— ray pride — perhaps too mucu my sex ; I remember but your sorrows 
—I am here I 

Eve. And is this the same voice that, when I knelt at your feet— when 
I asked but one day the hope to call you mine — spoke only of poverty, 
and answered, '• Never ? ' 

Clara. Because I had been unworthy of your love if I had insured 
your misery I Evelyn, hear me! My father, like you, was poor — gen- 
erous ; gifted, like you, with genius — ambition ; sensitive, like you, to 
the least breath of insult. He married, as you would have done — mar- 
ried one whose only dower was penury and care ! Alfred, I saw that 
genius the curse to Itself — I saw that ambition wither to despair — I saw 
the struggle — the humiliation — the proud man's agony — the bitter life — 
the early death — and heard over his breathless clay my mother's groan 
of self-reproach ! Alfred Evelyn, now speak ! Was the woman you 
loved 80 nobly to repay you with such a doom 1 

Eve. Clara, we should have shared it. 

Clara. Shared f Never let the woman who really loves comfort her 
selfishness with such delusion I In marriages like this, the wife cannot 
share the burden ; it is he — the husband— to provide, to scheme, tx> work, 
to endure — to grind out his strong heart at the miserable wheel ! The 
wife, alas ! cannot share the struggle — she can but witness the despair ! 
Aod therefore, Alfred. I rejected you. 

EvB. Yet you believe me as poor now as I was then 7 

Clara. But / am not poor; we are not so poor. Of this fortune, 
which is all your own — if, as 1 hear, one-half would free you from your 
debts, why, we have the other half still left. Evelyn, it is humble — but 
it is not penury. You know me now. 
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Eve. Edow you ! Bright angel, too czct^llent for mau^s harder nature 
to uuderstaud — at lea^t it is ])eiiDitled me to revere. Wiiy were sach 
blessed words not vouchsafe<l to me before ? — ^wby, why come they now 
— too late ] Oil, Heaven — loo late ! 

Claka. Too late ! What, then, have I said 1 

£vE. Wealth ! what is it without you 1 JFith you, I recognize its 
power ; lo forestall your every wish — to smooth your every path — to 
make nil that life borrows from Grace and Beauty your muiistrant and 
handmaid ; — w'li y, iJuU were to make gold indeed a god I Bat TBio — 
vain — vain ! Bound by every tie of faith, gratitude, loyalty, and honor, 
to another ! 

Clara. Another ! Is she, then, tree to your reverses ? I did not 
know this — indee.l I di.l not ! And I have thus betrayed myself I {aside) 
0, sliame ! !.e must despise me now \ \Clara ffoe$ up and HU at tabie, a.) 

Enter Sir John, r. ; at the same time Graves and Ladt Fravkuh ff</- 

Vance f/WH the inner 



Sm J. {with dignity and frankness). Evelyn, I wtft hasty yesterday. 
You must own it natural that I should be so. But G«orgina has been 
so urcert in your def(Mice — {as Lady Franklin ctnnea dmem^ R.) Sister, 
just j-liut the door, will you 1— that 1 cannot resist her. WbaL*s money 
without happiness ? So give me your security ; for she insists on lend- 
insi you the £10,000. 

Eve. 1 know, and have already received it 

Sir J. (c. — aside). Already received it I Is he joking 1 Faith, fof 
the last two days I believe I have been living amongst the Mysteries of 
Ulo'pho ! {aloud) Sister, have you seen Georgina 1 

Lady F. (r.). Not since she went out to walk in (he square. 

Siu J. {aside). She's not in the square, nor the house — where the 
deuce can the girl be ? 

Eve. I have written to Miss Vesey — I have asked her to fix the day 
for our weddinsf. 

Sir J. (joyftUly), Have you 7 Go, Lady Franklin, find her instantly 
— she must be back by this time; take my carriage— it is but a step— 
you wi''l not be two minutes gone, {aside) Id go myself, but I'm afraid 
of leaving him a moment while he's in such excellent dispositions. 

Lady F. {repulsing Clara, who rises to follow),. No, no ; stay till I re- 
turn. [-Eti/, R. 

Sir J. And don't be down-hearted, my dear fellow ; if the worst come 
to the worst, you will have everything 1 can leave you. Meantime, if I 
can in any way help you 

Eve. Ha ! — you ! — ycu, too 1 Sir John, you have seen my letter to 
Miss Vesey ? — {aside) or could she have learned the truth before she ven- 
tured to be generous ? 

Sir J. No 1 on my honor. I only just called at the door on my way 
from Lord Spend — tliat is, from the City. G€K)r^ina was out ; — was ever 
anything so unlucky ? ( Voiees without — " Hurrah — hurrah ! Blue for 
ever !") What's that ] 

Enter Sharp, r. 

Sharp. Sir, a deputation from Groginhole — poll closed in an homr — 
you are returned ! Holloa, sir — holloa I 

Eve. {aside). And it was to please Clara ! 

Sir J. Mr. Sharp — Mr. Sharp — I say, how much has Mr. Evelyn lost 
by Messrs. Flash and Co. 7 

Sharp, Oh, a great deal, sir — a great deal I 
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Sir J. (alarmed). How ? — a great deal I 

£yb. Speak the truth, Sharp — concealment is all over, {ffoes up the 
9laae.) 

Sharp. £223 6s. 8.1. — a great sum to throw away ! 

Sir J. Eh ! what, my dear boy 1 — what? Ha ! lla ! all humbuj, was 
it 1 — all hambuc ! So, Mr. Sharp, isn't he ruined, after all 1 — not the 
least wee, mscallv little bit in the world ruined 1 

Sharp. Sir, he 1m k never even lived up to his income. 

Sir J. Worthy m^n ! I could jump up to the ceiling ! I am the hap- 
piest fSathcr-in-ldw in the three kingdoms, {knoek'np, n.) And that's my 
sister's knock, too ! 

Clara (r/#f», n.). Since 1 was mistaken, cousin — since now you do not 
need me — forget what has passed ; my business here is over. Farewell ! 

EvB. Could you but see my heart at this moment, with what love, what 
veneration, what anguish it is filled, you would know how little, in the 
great calamities of life, fortune is really worth. And must we part now, 
— ii'/M?. when — when — I 

£nter Ladt Franklin and Georoina, R.,foilotced by Blount, who looks 
ahy and emlxtrrasscd ; Claka retires and goes to l. table. 

Graves. Georgina herself— then there's no hope. 

Sir J. (l — aside). What the deuce brings that fellow Blount herel 
(aloud) Georgy, my dear Georay, I want to 

EvB. (c). Stand back, Sir John! 

Sir J. But I must speak a word to her — I want to 

Eve. Stand back, I say — not a whisper — not a sign. If your daugh- 
ter is to be my wife, to her heart only will I look for a reply to mine. — 
Georgina, it is true, then, that you trust me with your confidence — your 
fortune? It is also true, that when you did so you believed me ruined ? 
Oh, pardon the doubt ! Answer as if your father stood not there— an- 
swer me from that truth the world cannot yet have plucked from your 
soul — answer me as woman's heart, yei virgin and unpolluted, shoidd 
answer to one who has trusted to it his nil ! 

Geor. (r. c. — aside). What can hetnean .1 

Sir J. (l. c. — making signs). She'll not look this way — she will not — 
hang her — Hkm! 

Eve. You falter. I implore — I adjure you — answer I 

Lady F. Speak ! (Sir John makes an effort to speak ; Evelyn observes 
it.) 

Evf. Silence, Sir John I 

Geor. Mr. Evelyn, your fortune miijht well dazzle me, as it dazzled 
others. Believe me, 1 sincerely pity your reverses. 

Sir J. Good girl ! — you hear her, Evelyn. 

Geor. What's money without happiness 7 

Sir J. Clever creature ! — my own sentiments ! 

Geor. And so, as our engagement is now annulled 

Eve. Annulled ! 

Geor. Papa told me so this very morning — I have promised my hand 
where I have given my heart — to Sir Frederick Blount. (Clara goes 
down^ l.) 

Sir J. I told you — I — No such thing — no such thins ; you friqhten 
her out of her wits — she don't know what's she's saying ! {goes up and 
over to Ji) 

Eve. Am I awake 1 But this letter — this letter, received to-day— 

Lady F. looking over the I- iter). Drummond's — from a banker t 

Evf. Rea ' — : ca.l ! 
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Lady F. " £10 000 just placed to your account — from the same un- 
known friend to Evelyn." Oh, Clara, I know now why you went to 
Druinniond's this morning. 

Eve. Clara ! What ! — and the former note with the same signature, 
on tho faith of which I pledged my hand and sacrificed my heart- 



Lady F. Was written under my eyes, and the secret kept thal- 



EvE. I see it all — Iiow could I be so blind ? I am free ! — I am re- 
leased 1 — Clara, you forgive me 1 — you love me ? — you are mine I We 
are rich — rich ! I can give you fortune, power — I can devote to you 
my wliole life, thouuht, lieart, soul — I am all yours, Clara — ^my own — 
my wife ! (kneels ; she give $ him her hand; thep embrace.) 

Sir J. {to Qeorgina). A pretty mess you've made, to humbug your 
own father 1 And you too, Lady Franklin-rl am to thank you for this ! 
(Evelyn places Clara in a chair up l.) 

Lady F. You've to thank mo thatshe*s not now on the road (o Scotland 
with Sir Frederick. I chanced on them by the Park just in time to dis- 
suade and save her. But, to do her justice, a hint of* your displeasure 
was sufficient. 

Geor. (hilf -robbing). And you know, papa, you said this very morn- 
ing that poor Frederick had been very ill-used, and you would settle it 
all at the club. 

Blount. Come, Sir John, you can only blame yourself and Evelyn's 
cunning device. After all, I'm no such vewy bad match ; and as for 
the XIO.OOO 

Eve I'll double it. Ah, Sir John, what's money without happiness ? 
{slaps Sir John on the shoulder and retires.) 

Sir J. Pshaw — nonsense — stuff! Don't humbug me ! 

Lady F. But if you don't consent, she'll have no husband at all. 

Sir J. Hum I there's something in that, {aside to Evelyn) Double it, 
will you 1 Then, settle it all tightly on her. Well — well — my foible is 
not avarice. Blount, make her happy. Child, I forgive you. {pinching 
her arm) Ugh, you fool ! (Blount ffw<f Qroroina go up, l.) 

Gravfs (comes forward with Lady Franklin). I'm afraid it's catch- 
ing. What say you 7 I fsel the symptoms of matrimony creeping all 
over me. Shall we, eh ? • Frankly, now, frankly 

Ladv F. Frankly, now, there's my hand. 

Graves. Accepted. Is it possible ? Sainted Maria ! thank Heaven 
you are spared this affliction ! {goes up c.) 

Enter Smooth, r. 

Smooth. How d'ye do, Alfred 1 I intrude, I fear ! Quite a family 
party. 

Blount. Wish us joy. Smooth — G^rgina's mine, and 

Smooth. And our four friends there apparently have made up another 
rubber. John, my dear boy, you look as if you had something a« stake 
on the odd trick, [crosses to l.) 

Sib J. Sir, your very — Confound the fellow — and he's a dead shot, too 1 

Enter Stout and Glos smoke hastilg, talking with each others R. 

Gloss. My dear Evelyn, you were out of humor yesterday — ^but I for- 
give you. (Evelyn takes his hand.) 

Stout. Certainly ! (Evelyn crosses^ c.) what would become of public 
life if a man were obliged to be two days running in the same mind 1 — I 
rise to explain. Just beard of your return, Evelyn. Congratulate you. 
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The great motion of the session 1;$ flzed for Friday. We count on yonr 
▼ote. Proi^ress with the times. 

Qlobb. Preserre the Constitution ! 

Stodt. Your money will do wonders for the party ! Advance ! 

Gloss. The party respects men of your property. Siiclc fast ! 

Etb. I have the greatest respect, I assure you, for the wortliy and in- 
telligent flies upon both sides of the wheel ; but whether we go too fast 
or too slow does not, I fancy, depend so much on the flies as on the Stout 
G?ntletnan who sits inside and pays the ))08t-boy8. Now, all my politics 
as yet is to consider what's best for the Stout Gentleman ! 

Smooth. l^Ieaning John Bull. 0$ eher, old John I (Etblth crottes to 
Smooth tnd taJtet hU kattd.) 

Eyb. Smooth, we have yet to settle our flrst piquet account and our 
last. And I sincerely thank you for the service you have rendered to 
me, and the lesson you have given these gentlemen, (returns to c; ali 
ik$ eharaeiert take their poeitiofis for the end. Turning to Clara) Ah, 
Clara, you — ^you have succeeded where wealth had failed ! You have 
reconciled me to the world and to mankind. My friends — we must con- 
fess it — amidst the humors and the follies, the vanities, deceits, and 
▼ices that play their parts in the great Comedy of Life — it is our own 
fkuH if we do not find such natures, though rare and few, as redeem the 
rest, brightening the shadows that are flung from the form and body of 
the time with glimpses of the everlasting holiness of truth and love. 

Graves. But for the truth and the love, when found, to make us tol- 
erably happy, we should not be without-^— 

LiJ>T F. Good health ; 

Gbatbs. Good spirits ; 

Clara. A good heart ; 

Smooth. An innocent rubber ; 

Gbor. Congenial tempers; 

Bloukt. a pwoper degwee of pwudence ; 

Stodt. Enlightened opinions ; 

Gloss. Constitutional principles ; 

Sir J. Knowledge of the world ; 

EvB. And — ^plenty of money I 

DUpotition of the Characters at the fall of the Curtain, 
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ACT /., Scmt i.— Handsomely furnished room in the house of Mabxon oe Loboce. 

3d Grooves. 



Tahle and 

B. 2 K. • \J 9 

Chairs. 



Entrance 

j 3d Grooves. 



with curtains. 
Tahle and 



Chairs. 



L. 2x. 



IK. 



L. 1 B. 



At B. o. a handsome gilded table and four chairs ; l. c. another table and two 
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ufiain : wine» firait, goblets, eto , on table r. c. The flats (in 3J groores) rppretent 
a hMidflome ehiunber, d. l. f., concealed by curtctius. 
Se€H$ //.—Boom in the (>irdinal'i« Palace. 

4th O. I Clock I 1 Door. | 5th Q. 

* in recew. * 

Statue. Statue. 

Chiiir. » ; : Door concealed by arras. 

». 4 «. : Table. : l. 4 e. 



Boor. .■ FooUtooL 

.• Serpen. 

B. 8 X. • * L. 3 B. 

Suit of armor ivwv 

and sword rests. *'****'^- 

B. 8 ■• L. 3 B. 

i B. L. 1 B. 



Tlw wbUs are hnng with tapestry lu the 5th groores. A Urge screen placed in B 
"*ntiiig direction, a. d. b. A door behind the arraa, l. u. e. ; door l. K, r. ; a rude 
€wck in rvoess, cover it a bust; weapons and bannent hung about; aUtues at 
back, B. a, l. c, and l. h. i a buit of armor s. o., and leaning ou a rack or support 
Bear it a iihort sword and a lurge two-handed sword of the period ; a large antique 
table with cover, c, upon whish are books, papera, etc. ; hand bell ; b. h. of table a 
high antique arm-chair, with crimson seat and back ; by the side of it a footstool. 

^Cr/i., Awns /.—Apartment in Db Maupuat's new house. The flits in 3d 
grooves, aud Uie wings represent the interior of a richly decorated apartment, 
large casements b. o. and i*. c, hung with tapestry, and painted ao as to represent 
being seen through the glass the gardens and domes of the Luxembourg Palace. 

Scene /i.— Same as Act I., Scene II. 

A(7T/IL, Scene /.-Bicbelieu's Castle at Ruelle. The scene represents a large 
ch^imber in the Gothic style ; large doors o. of f , which are in the 4th grooves : 
doors I.. B. and b. h. between 2 and 3 b.; window l. c. r., through which the 
moonlight shines now and then ; the next scene closes in on Sd grooves. Table c, 
and chairs. 

Scene //.—Room in the house of C •u.'«t ds Baradas, in the Sd grooves ; merely 
a representation of a richly-furnished apartment 

ACT lY^ Scene /.—The Gardens of the Louvre. The flatt> in 4th grooves and the 
winKs represent beaatiful gardens : vases, fountains, etc., extending in perspective. 

ACT r. Scene /.—A corridor in the Ba«tile. The flats in the 2d grooves repre- 
sent massive, dismal-looking stone walU ; door l. r., with bolts and lock ; door a. f. 

Scene //—The King's closet in the Louvre. The winjfs represent the sides of a 
gorgeously fltted-up apartment. Folding-doors a. r.. and the left half of flats rep- 
resent in perspective a succession of rich rooms or gallery, so that on entering the 
Xing and suite appear to have traversed these apartments. Two richly gilded 
ehain at S b., both aides ; afterwards moved to a. a and l. o. 



COSTUMES. 
Compiled Expradjffor thU BdUionfrom. thf best French toorks. 

Lotm.— A complete suit of black velvet ; shoes, roses, and a black plume ; the Cross 
of St. Lonis on his cloak and suspended round his neck. 

GiBTOB.— Claret-colored doublet, cloak, and breeches ending with lace ; loose boots 
of boff leather; hat and plume ; Cross of St. Louis upon the cloak, and the or- 
der round the neck. 
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Clermont, and v Similar styles, but of rarions colors. 

COUHT. ) 

Bar A DAS. — Green velvet doublet, cloak, and breeches* slashed with yellow satin, 
trimmed with gold; shoe!) and roses; cloak with Star of St. Louis on it, order 
round the neck 

Cardinal Richklief.— Scirlet cassock ; tippet of white fur lined with scarlet ; red 
stockings, shoe^^, and skull cap; a noh robo lor the first dress. 

De Maupuat,— 1*/ DnsB : Plain dark velvet doublet, cloak, and breeches, tcrroloato 
ing with lace; lace rutfles and collar; flip boots; hat and plume. 2J Drets: 
Rich blue velvet doublet, cloak, and breeches, slashed wilh white satin anl 
trimmed with gold and lace ; lace collar, rufllc4, and lace at end of breeches ; 
shoes and roses ; hat and featlters. 3»l Dress : Complete suit of steel armor. 
4//i Dress : Same as 2d Dress. 

Joseph — A monk's brown frock, ginlle, flesh-colored stockings, and plain sandals 

HuGCET. — BuflP jorkin, lurgc rc«l breech"*, heavy boots anl giuntlet^; a gorget an.l 
morion ; a b mdoleer across the shoulder. 

Francois.— 1»^ i)rfM ; White and red doublet, cloakj an 1 breeches, slightly trim« 
med with gold : shoes. 2d Dress : BulT-oolored jerkin and breeches, steel b ick 
and breast plates ; cross belt and wiisl belt, sword and boots and spurs. Sd 
Dress : Plain jerkin and breeches, witli shoes and rosettes ; cap with rosette. 

Capt. of AscHEtffi —Green jerkin and breeches; waist belt, buff gloves, and boots; 
liat ami f^jither. 

Secretaries of Statk. — Black velvet doublets, cloaks, and breeches ; lace collars 
and cuffs ; shoes and roses. 

Governor of Ba'*tile.— Dtrk-colored doublet and breeches ; belt,8ho?s, and roses. 

Jailer. — Davk-cdored plain jerkin and breeches, with waist-belt and boot^. 

Guards. — Doublets with loof^e sleeves ; breeches, stockings, and high shoes with 
rosettes ; the letter " L " and a crown embroidered on the breast ; hat and feath- 
ers. 

Paoes. — Scarlet and purple doublets, cloaks, and bi-ceche.s, slightly trimmed with 
gold ; shoes and rosettes. 

JuLiK.— White satin, trimmed with blue and silver; a handsome travelling wrapper 
for 3<l Act. 

Mabion DE LoHME. — Aml)er and gold; very rich in jewels and ornaments; a veil 
for the 2d Act. 



TROPERTIES. 



ACT /., Sctm 1. — Two richly-gilileJ tables and six chairs^ ; wiae, fruits, and goblets ; 
dice and box; pieces of gold; swords for all; four iirquebusi-s ; parchment for 
Baradas. Scene 2.— A large screen; large table ani cover; books, papers, 
writing materials ; quill pens ; a rude surt of clock ; massive antiqne chair with 
crimson seat and back; footjitool : busts; statues; weapons nnd banners scit- 
tered about and against the wall ; suit of armor; a long sword and a two-huu- 
died sword ; small bell on table ; carbine for IIcaCET. 

ACT ll.y Scene 1.— Large sheet of paper with seal attached for Baradas; parchment 
scroll for him ; table napkin lor De Beri.vohem. Scnir 2.— As in Act 1., Scene 
2, but with pui'se and gold on table. 

ACT III. y Scene 1.— Antique table with chairs ; book?; purw with gold pieces for 
Franc»18 ; lamp on table; suit of armor and sword tor Dk Mauprat; antique 
couch and fittings. Scene. 2.— Parchment for Baradar ; cro?8-bows for Archers. 

ACT IV. y Scene 1.— Arquebut«es lor Guards ; parchment for warrant. 

ACT v., Scene 1.— Keys for Jail'fr; folded paper as a passport; sealed packet for 
De Bbrinohfn. Scene 2.— Watch for Baradas ; papers and large portfolios for 
the three Seorrtabiks ; two gilded chairs; parchment as before, and also sealed 
packet. 
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THE STORY OF THE PLAY. 

Thi openin^of the play occurs during the reign of Louli XL (I., King of Frince, 
at a period when the Carilinal Richelieu hud rit>cn high into imwer, li.iving gradu- 
ally bat firmly worked his way up in a progressive journey of many years. But the 
weakness of the monarch, and the grand intellect, cou:>letl with firmness, indeed, 
seTerity, of the minister openited to produce a spirit of discontent in the court* 
which bad culmiuated in a powerful con»pirucy, not for the love of nation, but for 
pemonal aggrandizement. Upon this sUte ut thinji sturts the phiy. i:k>me idea of 
the character of the Oirdinal, and the position of afiiiin>, both before and at this 
time, are shown in the elt>gant ''preface*' of the di<*tinguished author, and by the 
** Remarks *' which accnmpiiny the present edition. 

At the commemcnt of the pluy, (iaston, Duko ot Orleans, broMior fotho King, has 
formed a conspiracy for hi.'* dethmncment, and possessing power, r ink, and infiu- 
ence, has enlisted on iiin side, not otdy Baradif*, the Kind's t.ivorite, iind one of his 
chief ofllcen, but m my oth»-r courtiers imd pri'siimeil MiipiKirten or the crown ; not 
the least amongst thom U'lni; the Due do Bouillon, one ot the grt>at leaders of the 
French Army, then opemting against the Spuniardii ; lor it is upon his support ahd 
that of hi« soldiers, that the hopes ot the conspir.itors rcHt — hence, the importance 
Attached to the ** di8p.itch *' introduced in the play. 

The meetinifs are hel.l at the houiie of Marion de Lorme, a f iscinating beauty, 
mistress of the Duke of Orleans, but honestly in the service and pay of the Cardinal. 
It is at one of these raeetinirs the play opens. 

Biradas reveals to Orleans tlic pnjposed scheme for the Due dc Bouillon forsak- 
in^ his allegiance to the Kintr of Fr mee— joining his tro»p^ with those of his enemy, 
the King of Spain : then marcliin^ on to Parii — dethroning the King, appointing 
Orleans Regent — and Banidas and the other lords members of the Council, when 
they would cjirry out more fuliy a preliminary treaty with Spain for an increa^^e of 
wealth and power— and be produoe-t the parchment to bo si'/:ned by all who join in 
the compact. 

The Duke of Orleans 8uggC4t«j, however, that R'.cheLou, with his well-known 
aigus eyes and secret i)Owers and appliances, might g.iin information of their 
schemes, and then — **good'bye to life I" 

Such a 8Ugse*)tion, howevf?r, B ir idas meet« boldly, and sugirests, that whilst the 
dispatch, when duly signed, is Acnt to the Due de Bouillon, the Cardin i1, must, by 
some trusty hand, he sent to Heaven. To consider furtli«-r, a meeting lor the 
morrow is appointed. 

Amongst the compiny present is a younjf courtier — the Clievalier de Mauprat— 
gay. dashin.', brave, and of goo^l birth, in fact, a Don Cicsar de Bazan of that period. 
He has been induced to play— hwt all — and there is nothing left but hi:4 honor and 
his sword. The courtiors, Iherdore, having no more money to giiin, leave him to 
himself; but Biradas, kton-»if;hted and foreseeing, detects the presence of some 
grievance on his mind which will m:ike him a ready tool tor the purposes of the con- 
spiric}', and remains to question hira. He e >on learns that hating the Cirdinal, 
and under the influence and control ot the Duke of OrIean««, De Mauprat, some time 
previously had joined in a rtv<.lt ngainst the King, iif the Provinces, and aided by a 
number of daring, recklcM spirits like himself, had gone so fir as to seize upon a 
smalltown and hoist the flag of rebellion. Orleans, when lie fi)und affairs getting 
had, and that he would be c impelled to retre it, insisted ihit this had been done 
without bis order or authority, an I conspqu'-ntly, when he and his companions, be- 
ing compelled to yield, receive 1 a general amnesty, the name of De Mauprat was 
eraiie<l from the parlon, Richelieu telling hira to go and join the army then fighting 
against the Spaniards, and m-.et a soldier's fate rather than end his life upon a 
traitor's scaffold, beneath the licadssman's axe. He proceeds to the seat of war, fights 
valiantly, and returns ; not to meet praise from the Cardinal, but the severest cen- 
sure, with an intimation that though he has escaped the sword the axe may one day 
fUl. 
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Upon this information, Boradas endeavors to induce bim to side against the Oar- 
dinul, but Dd SCjtuprat knowa hid immenfe poWw>r and is proof against the tempta- 
tion : whereupon, B iradas bints artfully, that he loves the beautiful Julie de 3Ior- 
t«>mar, an orphan, under the Cardinal's protection, of whom he is himself deeply 
enamored. The shot is well aimed : De M luprat confesses to possess an antipathy to 
Richelieu, and at the 8;imo time admits his love for Julio — at this moment the order 
for bis arrest arrives, and before further treaty can be made, he is conducted away. 

Baradas rejoices ; in youth, strength valor, and now in love he had always been 
De Mauprat*8 inferior— but with his rival removed, success lay before him. Although 
the King, it was rumored, also loved Julie, he was determined to wed her— to be- 
come Minister of France — and by the aid of the parchment, when signed, and the 
ossistancd of the Due de Bouillon and the Spanisli^rmy he would accomplish; 
dethrone the Kingr, and " all in despite of my Lord Cardinal." 

The scene then shifts to Uichelieu*s palace, where Joseph, a Capuchin monk, and 
his confidant, is acquainting him of the traitorous plot that is in progress -the par- 
ties concerned in it, and further, that the King has been charmed by Julie. Riche- 
lieu is grieved to hear this, bit with a firm conceit and consciousness of his extraor- 
dinary power, ho decLires emphatically that tlie King must have no goddess bui the 
State— and that Stite must be— himself ! Nothing daunted, Joseph asserts that 
the King, to cqnceal Jiis love, and to bring Julie near him, intends to cause her to be 
married to Baradas. Richelieu determines to thwart this sacrifice, and vows that 
the only clasp round the neck of Biradas uhall bo the axe, and not the arms of his 
ward. 

Julie arrives, and dispatching Joseph to his prnyors, Richelieu feelingly tells her 
of her father's friendship, who, d3ring bequeathed her to his core, and that she shall 
find in him a seCiind father, who will confer upon her a dowry of wealth, rank, and 
love worthy of the highest station. He closely and skillfully questions her of the 
attentions paid her by the King, Baradas and other courtiers, bat without produc- 
ing any effect, when Huguet, one of his officers, but also a spy against him, annoan- 
ces that the Chevalier de Mauprat waits an audience. Julie, thrown off her guard, 
starts at the name, and the Cardinal quickly delects the implied confession of love. 

He commands her to look higher for a match, and warns her that if she hates hit 
foes, she miul hate De Mauprat ; but she m.ikcs such an earnest appeal that his 
sternness is 4is:irmed, and he consents to blot out his name from his list of foes. 

Dismissing her into an adjoining chamber, ho summons De Mauprat to his pres- 
ence ; earnestly he reminds him of all the past events, and rebukes him bitterly for 
haying since his return passed his time in wild and reckless living, and in a keen 
and smartly-telling speech, shows him tliat to live upon the means and labors of 
others, without the prospect of repaying them, is simply trickery and theft. His 
debts must be paid ; but when De M.iuprat, answering boldly, says that he is ready 
to do so, but he should be glad to know where he can borrow the money, the .hnmor 
of the Cardinal is touched, his severity relaxed, and he perceives at once that the 
Chevalier is exactly the man to serve the schemes he has in view, and proven ftiend. 

In one of the finest speeches in the play he tells him, though men say he is cruel, 
he is not so; he is just, and irartrays how he has reconstructed France, and from 
sloth and crime, raised her to wealth and power; that France needs his aid — and 
though he came to meet him as a foe, he shall depart as u friend, with honor and 
wealth in store. De Mauprat is, very naturally, completely astounded at this sud- 
den change ; under arrest, he came to the interview with the belief that after it, he 
should proceed to the B.istile and thence to the scaffold ; instead of which, there 
oomes nn offer of friendship and favor, nay, more, the Cardinal tells him he is aware 
of his love for Julie, and offers her in marrias^e. Do Mauprat, feeling that the sen- 
tence of death still hangs over him, and that honor forbids the wedding, refuses. 
In apparent anger, the Cardinal directs his removal to the adjoining chamber 
(whither he has already sent Julie), and with mock solemnity bids him prepare to 
behold his execution— that his doom will be private — and to seek speedily for 
Heaven's mercy. 
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SnmmoBing Jotepb, the Cardinal gireA ordera for the pre]>aration of the necee- 
Muy deeds, aad the arrangemeot of his house near the Luzemboorg Palace, as a 
teidal present for his ward. Retumiug, overwhelmed with snrpriee and joy, De 
Xaaprat and Julie recelTe his ctm^jratulations, ami upon their departure, another 
brief bat eloquent and thrilling speech, tells of the great man's power and his soul- 
bioding, ardent loTe for his countrjr. 

*• France ! I love thee ! 
All earth sha I never pluck thee fh>m my hand ! 
My mistress, France— my wedded wifv — sweet Fn«nee, 
Who shall procLiim divorce fur thee and mo !*' 

But the eoorse of true love never did run pmooth, and De Mauprat's case is no i-z- 
eeption. Baradas has learned of the murriagu — told the King, thus making him :i 
foe to the husband, and exercising his influence, procures a royal warrant, furbid- 
dicg De Mauprat communioating with Julie by wurd or letter, and so to continue 
until the formal annulment oi the marriage in obtaineil, it being illegal. The sen- 
tence of death was still in force ; Julie was a lady of the Court, and as such, acc.ird- 
ing to the laws of France, could not lawfully be married without the King's pcrmiH- 
sion. Armed with this order, Buiiulas repairs to I>c Mauprat's house immedi itely 
after the weddini;, and meeting him, artfully and skilltuUy points out, that all which 
has taken plaee is only part of a wily, ambitious scheme of Richelieu's — tlie King 
loves Julie— to encourage this will increiuto the Cardinal's poeition and power— to 
avoid scandal she must flnt be married to some one, and in selecting I)j M-iuprat, 
he had gratified two passions — ambition, by the grandeur of his ward, and vengeance 
by the dishonor of his foe. So skillfully, and with such subtlety is the story to'd 
that De Mauprat believes it; his anger is unbouncletl— again the tempter strikes, 
railing upon him to join the conspiracy ; with Riche1i< u dead, and Barndas Prime 
Minister, all will be forgotten. Maddened with the thoughts of how banely he has 
been deceived. Do Mauprat refuses to listen, and quits the spot ; but r.nl to escape. 
Anoth^ meeting is to take place to-night, when the compnct is to be signed by all 
the League and forwsnled to the Due de Bouillon. Baradas determines that of 
this dispatch Do Maupnit is to know nothing— he »hall merely be pof^ted us a sentry 
at the door— but he thall be the murderer of the Cardinal. At this moment, De 
Manprat returns In a i)erfect state of frenzy. He has seen the King's carriage passt 
snd in the blindness of his passion, imagines he saw within it — Julie ! Baradas ■ 
pmmptly aeiates the golden opportunity, and ;i!>flures him that it was sa Mad with 
vengeance, De Maupr:it believes him, consents to join the convpirucy, and swears 
that only the blood of Richelieu can obliterate the stain cast upon his honor. 

In the meanwhile, Joseph has learned more of the proceedings, the plot for the as- 
snssination, and the intended meeting. The story rouses up all the latent energy of 
i^be great Minister ; he speaks in glowing terms of the exploits of hl^t youth, and 
bids his page bring to liim the double-handed sword he once wielded with such 
force and skill. Alas I the strength of youth hns tied. Sinking into his chair, he 
graspa his pen— that is now his weapon— and ruled by a master hand— 

'* Ihe pen is mightier than the sword V* 

Marion arrives with further news of the meeting, and with the intimation that 
the Duke of Orleans had requested her to find a messenger upon whose fidelity she 
could rely, to convey dispatches; that night to the Due de Bouillon : and she had 
promised to send her brother. This is but a subterfuge to assist the Cardinal, to 
whom she leaves the selection ; he chooses his favorite page, Francis, as being 
Tonng, unnoted, faithful, brave, ambitiou'f. He instructs him to arm himself, fol- 
low Marion, obtain the jmcket, and upon the fieetest steed he can procure, bring it 
to the Castle of Ruelle, whither the Cardinal intends to go for safety. He then 
questions Joseph as to the faithfulness of Huguet-, who, unnoticed, enters, nnd over- 
hears their conversation, by which he learns t^at certain honors he is expecting are 
to be promised to him but not granted. Breathing vengeance he retires unob- 
■errod ; but returns shortly to receive instructions from the Cardinal to take steps 
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for guarding every outlet and passage of the Castle. With triple walls, dmw-bridge 
and portcuUitf, Haguct assurrs him that lie can with twenty men hold out for a 
month against all comers, and he promises they shall be well chosen— from the con- 
spirator's ranks. 

It is midnight, and the Cardinal is at his castle, buried in deep meditation and 
waiting with great anxiety the coming of Francois. He doei* not wait long — F»an- 
gois arrives, a;id falling at his feet, with bitter auguisli wis him of the loss of the 
dispatch. B iradas had objected to his receiving it, but Orleans overcame his scru- 
ples, and giving it to him with a purse of gold, bade him hasten forwanl, promising 
him thousands more, when Bouillon's trumpets should sound through the streets of 
Paris. 

As he mctuntod hU horse, Mnrion came to him in the dark, and told him to speed 
well, for Orleans had sworn that before the morning dawned, Richelieu should cease 
to live. She fled, and at the same moment, a hand of iron fell upon him, and ere 
he could draw his swurd, the packet was wrested from his keeping, whilst some one 
exclaimed, in a hoarse voice : " The spy is spnred — the steel is for his lord I" 

Although almost overwhelmetl, Richelieu, in the greatness of his powerful intcN 
lect, is not subdued. The dispatch may yet be recovered ; and telling Francois he 
has lost that which would have saved his country and made him great, he bids him 
away, and strive to regain it ; never to see him again until, by recovering it, he hns 
acquired the right to do so— always bearing in mind there in no such word as *'fail." 

After his departure, Julie reaches the castle. In bitter anguish, she informs 
Richelieu that scarcely was f<ho married when the King summoned her to the palace 
—told her the ceremony was unlawful— compelled her to remain— had even sought her 
chamber, making overtures she had indignantly repulsed. Not content with this, 
Baradas had approached her, and declared his love, but finding himself repulsed and 
defeated, he told her that I)e Mauprat wns aware of the King's passion, and bad 
only married her to further his own ends, by placing her in the King's power. In 
the moment of agony, she applied to the Queen, revealing everything, and by her 
aid, she wad enabled to quit the palace. Hastening home — She found no home — all 
was desolate — no husband was there to meet her — and not being aware of his arrest, 
she believed him guilty, and had fled to the Cardinal for protection. Richelieu can 
hardly bring his mind to 8U»pect De Mauprat ; he endeavors to soothe Julie, and 
conducts her to rest. Tlie conspirators have entered the castle, aftd upon returning 
to the chamber, he meets De Mauprat, disguised in a suit of armor with his vizor 
down, who seizes him. In vain he calls for liis guards I With a rigorous effort he 
releases himself, and in a flne burst of passionate eloquence, he tells him that Rich- 
elieu dies not by the hand of man—that there is no fiend created who would be a 
parricide of his native land by daring, in killing Richelieu, to murder France. 

In bitter tcrmti, De Mauprat taunts him with having spared a young soldier, then 
given him a mock pardon— and afterwards an angel for a bride, only to heap upon 
him dishonor and disgrace. No mercy could now be expected— retribution for the 
young soldier must follow, and the avenger was himself— De Mauprat. But the 
grand old Minister is cool and undaunted ; with stern dignity he orders his a.s- 
sailant to kneel and crawl for pardon ; he tells him that what he had done was to 
save Julie from the King, by givin-^ her a brave and noble husband ; that she had 
been sheltered by him when her husband should have done it, and that she was now 
in the adjoining chamber ; from whence she enters to the amazement of the Cheva- 
lier. 

In a few words the fearful deception is explained, and the treachery of Baradas 
revealed. De Mauprat informs the Cardinal of his danger — that his guards are not 
his trusty soldiers, but disguised conspirators of whom Huguet is captain. Loud 
shouts of " Death to the Cardinal 1" are heard ; quick as liglitning, De Mauprat and 
Julie hurry him away, and when Huguet and the other conspirators rush into the 
chamber, De Mauprat reappears fronjan adjoining room, and guarding the doorway, 
■o that none may pass, he points to a couch at the other side of the room, upon 
which the Cardinal is laying apparently dead. He tells them that he strangled him 
BO softly in his sleep, that all the world will say he died a natural death from ex- 
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hanitcd natarp. And he bi«U thi m hu^^teu to Purls wiib ihv. newit, w'..ih' Iw: r -in.iii.s 
to loU suspicion and prvp-iru lor tliu intiTiueiit. 

The inteUigunce is Mini:Iy bonitf in I).ir.id:id— now ii the lime for hi in to turn— 
Julie must be lecovetiNl — ho han i)hLi)ii«.'<l uiiotht^r w.irr.mt ior thiMiiri"*! of !>•> 
Maupiut — Miirioii dv Ix^rme ii« iii prison— hii-I wlicu ll'^iit-t, full d: h i^:i , liixhiA 
in to tell him of ihe murder, he cilid tlu- i;ii:iril. und in '>pii>'iit his f•tnl;:^ll^, iiml in 
spite of his attempts tu infnnn l.nn thiit Ik; h-.n* ^ftwUtiu.: nf iniiwiri.iiiff tu iM'nimu- 
uicAto — in factf the miriAins? pirket — hu i.<* U>ri:<.' uwny tu tiie Bi.ftiU.-. Fi ii.rniM re> 
lums to tell of the k>if«, luid from the ciit'innHi.inf ot tlK-nim wh<) toik t:ii- fli<«- 
paicbf from him iM-'ing in nim-rr, ^U!•p1<ri•>n nt one.' l.ilN upon De Muu]>r.it. whom 
Barodus tells Fr.in9i>i.>» to flu 1 wirliout tho ^•is^ d'-hiy. Fortune tlirows thriu to- 
gether in urc'nuito i>iirt of the \:.u !<••> i."ir\n^ — .in<l Fia::(-'i:s miikinf; known wlm Ii<; 
is, De Mniipnit tel!:* him tli.-it ^Inlst wuttOiniLr at thohioiM-, thinking W \v.l^^ :i npy, 
hehadseizetl the i^ickft— an-i th:it since thm )io ho h.nl t;iv«-n it to— IInjn< I, In? 
would hare siiid— but at t hit moment he c:itch>-.'i ni<^hf (.-r UinuluH sipjiroii-hinL'- 
drawing hii sword, he niitluA to attack him, but ii> S"i7^:il by thf' puaiilr*. und pre* 
^"entcd completing hi^ fory. IJnt^ tlio doad come to lif« — :<stonJ>h'd and :imi/ ■!, 
thcjr behold Richelieu ftpi»*'ar upon tin* stviu'. Taking th»' writ, ho upi-fals ti. !h" 
King for cicmeney, but without, succe-^s, a in I iNs Manpiut is l-.d oft, nut, howvi.r. In- 
fore he tells FrangoiM that lie |ravo the x>:tckL-t to Iluu'Uft. 

In a Bj-eech of magnitleent loive and elciiun'-*?, lliclu'liou calls uiwin the Kincr ro 
bear in mind all bo has done for him, and lor Franco— to do him jiistio-.' — and to 
gr.inlhini protection. In vain the appeal; only when he moiw idni throw off hi"« 
luiightf bearing and kneels at thr.* throne, will tin.' Kin:? li-iti.-n to his cnlrcitio!*. 

Now is the moment that RipJn.'lit'u fvol-* the bitt«rni'ss nf tli«' stni;rp'«'— y•■J*tl•rllay 
he was the Cardinal Ktn(r, the hnil of lite and di.-ath — to-d.iy, a very w«>ak oM man. 
Onlf the pn88e8<iion of the di!»patc)i can (•avo liini. 

Returning to the palace, the Kinij (W.-nd-* ('l*.»rmout with an onk-r for .fuli*? to it**- 
sent herw*lf b^foro him, but she rcfu'ifH to;j(o, and in this Ri(.*hfli>>u uphoMb Imt. 
Barndos arrives with a stern and {Khiitivc ctmimand, wlu'n iu one ot tho tlnc->t uiid 
mo4t telling fpet.'ches in the play, Rioheiicu hurls df-tianco at the King, and d.ivs 
him to take her from his pr«»tecti<m under the j'enalty of the cun*ft of Home. 

The excitement id too much, and the C'arlinal sinks I'xhuuKit'.-d beneath it. 

Baradas believes that De Mauprat has the dispatch, hut hu doi*s not like to 
have him ecarched, fearing tliat if it shoiiM be found upi)n him open, a^ it undouht- 
edly would be, the contents would be read and male us«.> of against his party, lie 
cannot yet visit him penkmally, being obliged to k«?ep clo-«i.* to the Km:; niyht a:id 
day, to prevent any of the CardinaVs friends approachin;r him and whisp"rin;j: in 
hi« ear words which might disturb his infliifuoe and th-.vart his schemes. Ih- i'i.>l:'9 
upon Iluguet's storj- as a mere trick to sucuru a respite, but to m iko i»iir»-, he h»?Ti.l'* 
De Beringhen to look into the nutter. Francois, too, det'.'rniiniil to re li'« ni hs 
honor, tries his utmost to uhtui a admi-son to Iluguet, and for that iiuriK>-u h<>v( rs 
about the prison gates, prt-tendiug to !>•■ l.i-« mwi, Joseph also makes t'V«ry iff- irr, 
but not even the throats of punishment from ihe chmeli can niove tlie liovern'-r t i 
depirt from the rules. " Fortune tavors the bravo," and so it does in this c I'^e— 1).? 
R-ringhcn arrives with an order to visit the prisoner, and being won over hy the 
pathetic appeal of the prchUnW 8i)n. agrees tu let him accompany him. Thrown 
off his guard by the onler. and Dv n-Minj-'hcn's entreaties that the boy may have a 
last word with his parent, the (iovornor tacitly consent^*, hintin:^ tliut if when his 
lordship comes out the boy should slip in without his noticing himitisnot his 
faalt — it he does not t^** it, lie cannot. h".-lp it, und he will therefore go his rounds. 

Dc Beringlien enters the prisoner's cell, and with heating heart, dot^ Francois 
l&ok through t he key-hole. He hoars high words bvlween Do IJerinchcn and Hu- 
guet — the cell is dimly lii;hted— th'-y ntrngglc in spite of nupiiiel's chains— but De 
Beringhen secures the packet. Francois hides behind the door, and lots liim pass 
into the dark corridor when, dagger in hand, ho springs upon him, teai-s the packet 
from his grasp and makes his escape. 
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In the last floene, we find the Court and all the leading oonapiraton assembled, 
laying plans for future operations. 

The King, thinking she lias changed her views, grants an audience to Julie, but 
she comes to appeal for her husband's pardon, which she does in ezquisitelf written, 
eloquent, and fetvent language. 

The King is moved, and directs Baradas to speak with her. He does so, and of- 
fers that if she will annill the marriage and become his wife, the same day shall D > 
Mauprat be free. With scorn and indignation, the chance is rejected, upon which 
he summons the guards and their prisoner, who assures Julie that life is short but 
love is immortal. As he is being l«>d off, the Cardinal arrives, supported by Joseph, 
and apparently sinking fast. He appeals to Baradas ii\ his present high position, 
to grunt him one favor— De Mauprat's life. But the stakes are too heavy — ** My 
head," replies the Minister, "J cannot lose one trick." 

Seizinif the opportunity of the King's return, the Cardinal, to the amazement of 
all assembled, announces his resiifnation, and calls upon his under sccret-.iries to 
read their reports. They show such a state of trouble, revolt, and ruin in all tho 
surrounding countries, whilst France alone is firm, made so, by Richelieu's skillful 
hand, that the King shudders to think there is no master mind like his to succeed 
him. 

At this moment, Frangois enters, and as he hands the dispatch to Richelieu ob- 
serves lowly, *' I have not failed.'* In an instant it is placed in the King's hands. 
With horror and dismay the conspirators hear it read, and their names repeated. 
Tbe hour of triumph is too much for the Cardinal, who sinks exhausted, as a.l 
think, dying. Tho King passionately implores him to live, if not for his sake, for his 
country — for France ! Like a magician's charm does the word fall upon his ears, 
and with a superhuman power, all his latent energies revive. Orders are sent forth 
for the arrest of the Due de Bouillon at the head of his army -one by one, the con- 
spirators are dispatched to their doom— the death writ of De Mauprat thrown to the 
winds — happiness restored— and the C.irdinal Minister, greater than ever, exclaims : 

** My own dear France— I have thee yet— I have saved thee ! 
I clasp thee still — it was thy voice that call'd me 
Back from the tomb ! What mistress like our country I** 



RE31ARKS. 



Thb fewobservations addressed to the reader of the Lady of Lyons (the first of the 
present new series of Bulwer's plays) are sufficient notes of the merits and high in- 
tellectual attainments and ability of the distinguished author ol the two plays. 

So enthusiastically was the Lady of Lyons received, so decided was its success in 
London and the Provinces, as well as in the United States, that he was encouraged 
speedily to attempt another play. Choosing for his theme a broader and a grander 
basis, he selected the History of France lit a great and momentous period, to ftir- 
nish the requisite materials. 

Within twelve months after the successful launcli of the Lady of Lyons, vis: in 
March, 1839, the literary and dramatic world were gratified by the production of one 
of the finest written and most skillfully constructed historical plays at any time 
offered to the public. 

It was produced at the same establishment — ^the Th<>atre Royal, Covent Garden, 
London— and by a comparison of the cast of characters, it will be seen that many 
of the leading actors in that play appeared in this — in parts, equally, if not more, 
effective ; at any rate of a different and more powerful nature, calling forth all their 
energy and ability, and judging from the criticisms of the time, they were not found 
wanting^ 

In the United States, where it made its appearance very soon afterwards, only one 
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Of tbeaetenin the Ladfof Lyons appearcifin Richelieu— but be wus a bout in 
himidC^Edwiii Forrest. 

The Aiitlior*« prefA'M to this play is more lengthy than to the former one, and is 
■o be*atiruUy and »o clearly wurd^, that it would be tho height of prenumpiiou to 
AtUtmpt to interfere with it. But a succinct account of the events previous to the 
eommenoement of the play, and the exact position of tho chief i)erson«i, may prorc 
intereeting and afford the reader additional means for obtuiuing a clearer and more 
tbofoogh knowledge of the story, and a keener and higher appreciation of the 
aatlKMr*! powers of deaUng witli his subject. 

On the 13th of May, 1610, whilst Henry IV., King of France, was proce<>ding in 
his oariiage through the Rue de la Ferroniere, a man named Francos Uuvaillac, 
mounted upon the wheel and aimel a deadly blow at his side, a second followed, 
which leaehed his heart, and ho immediately expired. 

lioaia XIII., who succeeded, was then nine years of age, and measures were 
instantly taken for placing the Regency in tho hands of his mother, Mary De Medi- 
eia. It was not long, however, before matters assumed a very different aspect to 
that which had previonsly existed.. 

The goTemment of a woman, and that woman a foreigner, could not maintain the 
lofty tone and vigor which had marked the reign of Uenry. The Queen was a per- 
■cm of weak character and narrow understanding, ruled entirely by favorites and 
confidante. The usual consequences ensured— rival factions and internal disorder. 
In 1614, Louis attained his majority, when the body of Deputies and others known 
as the -States General were assembled, and as one of the representatives of the 
dergy, then appeared Armand Duplessis de Richelieu, at that time Bishop of 
La{on. To strengthen the government, it was determined to marry the young 
king to the Infanta Aune of Austria, a measuro violently opposed by the Prince of 
Gond^, then in great power, but warmly supported by the Queen Mother and 
Richelieu, who was silently, but surely, working Ms way to power, and by his 
advice, the Court took the bold step of arresting the Prince of Cond6, and others 
of the nobility saved themselves by flight ; riots took place in the City, but were 
woon suppressed, and Richelieu, for his good services, was made Secretary of State. 
He was a firm ally of the Queen Mother, supporting her strongly against all oppos- 
ing factions. The military successes were great, but notwithstanding this, the Gov- 
ernment fell into a lamentable state of weakness. 

The King's chief advisers all stood in awe of Richelieu, whose commanding genius 
was apparent; but in spite of all opposition, the Queen Mother compelled Louis, in 
1632, to make Richelieu a cardinal. Affairs grew worse and more unsteady, the 
King disliked the Cardinal, but under the importunities of the Queen Mother, he 
summoned him to his Council. He had not been in office six months before his 
supremacy was universally recognized ; the irresistible energy of his character, and 
extraordinary capacity for government, won their way. Attaining this high posi- 
tion, he started principles which he pursued vigorously through life, the annihila- 
tion of the Huguenots as a political party, the complete subjugation ot the hobility 
to the loyal authority, and the restoration of France to her predominant influence 
throughout Europe. 

The first plot against him was in 1626, by Gaston, the King's only brother, and 
then Duke of Anjou ; but being detected, and being a mixture ot weakness, coward- 
ice and baseness, be betrayed his accomplices, for which the King was weak enough 
to make him Duke of Orleans and give him large revenues. Richelieu had his 
revenge by tho execution or bunishment of the other conHpirators, nud the triumph 
over this plot established his supremacy. From step to step he rose to greater fume, 
and notwithstanding his exalted rank and ecclesiastical chancter, he personally 
undertook the military operations at the siege of La Rochelle, and proved he pos- 
sesHod all the qualities of a great commander. In 1629, he was invested with the 
most extraordinary powers under the title of ** Lieutenant General, representing 
the King*s person." He assumed the supreme command of the army, and during 
1630 fortress after fortress, in Italy and Savoy, fell before the French forces. 
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In 1637 another conspiracy was forqjked against him by the Duke of Orleans, which 
only failed through iadecisioa. Richelieu was ill, a council was held at his resi- 
dence ; unsuspectingly he descended the staircase surrounded by the conspirators, 
and at this moment his fate hung upon a thread. Gaaton*s nerve failed him, he 
hesitiited to give the appointed signal, the others would not strike without orders, 
80' the Cardinal escaped. Well might the noble author of the play put into the 
mouth of his hero the words : 

" Annand de Richelieu dies not by the hand 
Of man — the stars have said it— Hud the voice 
Of my own prophetic and oracular soul 
Confirms the shining Sibyls !" 

In the year 1638, Richelieu received a severe blow by the death of his confidant, 
the Capuchin Joseph du Tremblay, who was a personage scarcely less remarkable 
in his own line, than Ricbelieu himself. He had been employed in all the most 
difficult and iiolitical negotiations of the time, performing his duties with unswerv- 
ing fidelity tu his master and the interests of France. 

Iho King's health, always feeble, was now much impaired, and Richelieu beg^an 
to reckon with certainty upon obtaining the Regency. But another attempt against 
him was to come. He had placed near the King, in the quality of Equerry, a gay 
and brilliant young nobleman, the Marquis of Cinq Mars, who quickly ingratiated 
himself with Louis, so much so, as to force his way into the Council Chamber, from 
which Richelieu at last sternly excluded him. From that moment, Cinq Mars 'exert- 
ed all his influence to ruin the Cardinal — enlisting all the Minister's ancient ene- 
mies, more or less, in the plot. Lsuis was attacked with a fit of illness, and to 
strengthen their position, in case of his death, they entered into a treaty with the 
Court of 6p.iin, to assist them with troops and money, in return for which the King 
of Spain was to receive back all the places conquered by France. 

In 1642, Louis and Richelieu, both in feeble health, journeyed towards the army 
of the suuih, but Richelieu became so unwell that he was compelled to remain at 
Narbonne, while the King went on. But Louis soon tired of command ; he found, 
that in the absence of Richelieu, he could depend upon no one for the conduct of 
affairs, and a messenger was dispatched to the Cardinal, assuring him that he stood 
higher than ever in the Kind's fuvur. At this moment, by a singular stroke of 
good fortune, Richelieu received from some unknown hand, a copy of the treaty — it 
was laid before the King — arrests ordered — additional powers given to Richeliou» 
and while Louis returned to Paris, the Cardinal embarked in a magnificent barge 
upon the Rhone, dragging in a boat behind him, Cinq Mars, and Francois du Thoui 
son of a celebrated historian of the time, and proceeded to Lyons, where they were 
tried and executed, Sept. 12th, 1642— the contemptible Duke of Orleans betraying his 
usAociatos as usual, by acknowledging the treaty. He was, however, deprived of his 
dignity and domains, and banished, as was the case also with the Due de Bouillon. 

Everywhere now was Richelieu tiiumphant^ but the end came. On returning to 
Falls, tliu ravages of a mortail disease, from wiiich he had long suffered, reached a 
climax. On his death-bed he called God to witness that he had pursued no other 
object than the welfare of tlic church and of the kingdom ; and being asked whether 
he forgave his enemies, he replied he never had any except those who were enemies 
of the State. 

He died Dec. 4th, 1642, at 58 years of age, and in May, 1643, Louis XIII. followed 
him. 

Upon these facts (but as the author frankTy observes, taking a little liberty with 
dates, etc.)i is the play founded — a p'.ay, which is replete with action, interest and 
poetry. It is interesting to compare these historicnl facts with the story of the 
play, and sec with what skill and ingenuity the author has constructeci it. 

Resuming the remarks, all the actors mentioned in the '* Remarks*' to the Lady 
of LyonH as appearing as Claude Melnotte, followed Mucread) Vs steps in this play, 
and it is therefore unnecessary to repeat here the observations regarding them which 
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appear in those remarlu, as they are equally applicable to their delineation of the 
eharacter of Richelieu. 

It was the same, also, in the United Statea The play was produced at Walluck's 
Old National Theatre, New York, on Sept. 4th, 1839, with the great Edwin Forrest 
as the hero, and his keen appreciation and masterly executioa of the telling beau- 
ties of the character, secured for him a success and fume unprecedented. He was 
followed by many others, well known to fiune, and lastly by Mr. £. L. Davenport, 
who must be admitted to be as good a Richelieu as any on the stage, and probably 
the best in thu United States. 

The character of Richelieu, it will be observed upon close scrutiny, requires very 
great ability and power 0||^ the part of the actor to portr.iy it with effect. There are 
■o many sides of the wily but fearless old Cardinal— craftiness, courage, humor, in- 
firmities, vanity, and potency of will, even to the very luat uU these passions require 
dean and delicate handling. There is little doubt that Macready on the English 
and Edwin Forrest on the American boards were two of the finest representatives 
of Richelieu on the stage, and that the present ones are Mr. Phelps (who was the 
original Joseph in the first representation in. London) and Mr. £. L. Davenport. 

The part of De Mauprat was originally filled in London by Mr. James Anderson, 
who afterwards rose to be himself a fine delineator of the leading character of the 
play, as well as of a large range of other characters. Indeed, that was the case 
with many othefs of the actors in the original cast. Then again the elegant and 
accomplished Miss Helen Faucit, who had made such a hit the preceding year as 
Pauline, in the Lady of Lyons, once more established herself as a great favorite in 
the part of Julie de Mortemar. There was probably also never a finer Joseph on 
the stage than Mr. Phelps, now the English father of Tragedians. So it will bo 
seen that, as in the Lady of Lyons, not only was the leading character sustained by 
the greatest actor of the day, but ho was well and effectively supported in every 
part by persons who must have rendered the characters well, as they afterwards ad- 
vanced to the first rank of the profession. 

At the Old National Theatre, Mr. J. W. Wallack, Jr., in the chaiacter of De 
Mauprat made a great hit. He was handsome in face and person, like all of the 
family, and capable, like most of his name, of appearing to the beat possible ad- 
vantage where action, fine and correct attitude and sinrited declamation are needed. 
De Mauprat is brave, gay, and spirited — he is prompt to anger, easily aroused when 
he feels his honor at stake, and as easily subdued when convinced that he is in 
error. It is very probable that the stage has never had a finer De Mauprat than 
Mr. J. W. Wallack, Jr. He married a Miss Waring in 1842, visited London in 1851, 
suooeeding Mr. Macready at the Haymorket Theatre, and he was afterwards man- 
ager of the Morylebone Theatre there. 

Miss Monier, the original Julie bore, was one of the most beautiful and accom- 
plished girls of the period, and the daughter of parents who had been attached to 
the American stage for years. In 1836, after an absence of eight years, she reap- 
X>eared in New York (where she had previously played as a child), and a more love- 
ly face and form seldom graced the stage. For a short time she was the proprietor 
of a little tb^ttre on Broadway, opposite St. Paul's Church, called ** Miss Monier*s 
Dramatic Saloon." In 1838 she succeeded Miss E. Wheat ley at Wallack's, where 
she remained until its destruction in 1839. She afterwards married Captain Wynne 
of the British Army, api)eared at Drury Lane Theatre, London, in July, 1840, as 
Mrs. Haller in "The Stranger," and then retired. So much for the original Julie, 
De Mauprat, and Richelieu. J. m. x. 
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BILL FOR FR0GIUMME8. 

The eTOtits take place ia the city of Paris and the environs, and at the Castle of 

Buellei two leagues from Paris. Period, 1642. 

ACT I.-Tlie First Daf. 

Scene I.— ROOM IN THE HOUSE OF MARION DE LORME. 

The Meeting of the Corupiratora — The Female Spi/ — The ChevaUer de Mau- 

profs Last Stake— The History of a Court Gallant A CardinoTs 

Trick — Arrest of the Chev€Uier—A RivaTs Triumph, 

Scene 11 —A ROOM IN THE CARDINAL'S PALACE. 

Richelieu and his Priestly Confidant — The Cardinals Ward— A Story of 
Love— A Lesson to Youth— From an Enemy to a Friend — From a Lover 
to a Husband, 

ACr II.— The Second Day. 

Scene I.— APARTMENT IN THE CHEVALIER DE MAUPRAT'S 

NEW HOUSE. 

A Bride but no Wife— The Royal Warrant— The King Loves Julie— The 
Trap Baited for a new Victim— The King Against the Cardinal — A 
Husband's Jealousy— The Compact of Death ! 

Scene II.— A ROOM IN THE CARDINAL'S PALACE. 

The First Story of the Conspiracy— Which is to Win t—The Prowess of a 
Youthful Knight, but noio an aged Minister — *' The pen is mightier than 
the s wordy — The Story of Marion de Lorme—The Tale of Treachery 
Divulged — The Trusty Messenger shall be the Page Francois — An 
Officer and a Traitor — The Prey upon the Alert, 

ACT III.— Tbe Second Day. IVIdniirbt. 

Scene I.— RICHELIEU'S CASTLE AT RUELLE. 

The Story of tl^e Lost Dispatch — Away on the Search — Therms no such word 
as " Fair— The Story of an Insulted Wife— A Libertine King and a 
False Friend — The Mysterious Visitor — The Story of Vengeance and of 
Death — Discovery of the Snare — Approach of the Conspirators — The 
Flight and Supposed Death of Richelieu. 

Scene II. — Triumph of Baradas — Again the Lost Dispatch — The Chevalier 
de Mauprai Suspected — To-morrow France is Ours ! 

ACT IV.-The Tbtrd Day. 

ScBNB I.— THE GARDENS OF THE LOUVRE. 

The King and the Conspirator — The Page and the Chevalier — Again the Lost 
Dispatch — The Mystery — The false Frietid — Arrest of the Chevalier de 
Mauprat again — The Dead come to Life — The Appeal for Mercy— 
Again the Dispatch — An Appeal for Justice — The Star of Richelieu on 
the Wane — " Yesterday the Cardinal King ; today a very toeak old man " 
— The King's eotnmands to Julie — The Cardinal's Holy Shelter — *' Power 
is my Stake, thy head is thine "— Who wiU Win the I^-iek f 
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ACT V.-The Fovrtb Day. 

ScBVB I.— A CORRIDOR IN THE BASTILE. 
j0mHikilottJ)itpateh— Father Joteph' 8 attempt Foiled— A Pfxge' t Cimmng-- 
FSialAfeetum—A Courtier Snared—The Seizure— The Struggle and the 
Diepmtch Secured. 
BcBirx II.— THE KING'S CLOSET AT THE PALACE OF THE 

LOUVRE. 
Qmtpira^ m the Aaeendant—A Wife's Appeal for Pardon— A Royal Favor- 
ites Ofer^The Hand or the Grave-'' I or thy Ilueband f'—Virtui 
ami Ftrmneae— Richelieu to the Retciie — The Resignation— I%e Sinking 
MiHister—**All is Safe !'*—The Conspirators Oain—The Last Moment 
^-Arrival of the Page with the lost Dispatch — *' I have not failed^' — 
Ikiso%meement of the Traitors — Pardon of the Chevalier de Mauprat — 
Arrest of the Conspirators and D^iumph of the Cardinal 
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EXPLANATION OF THE STAGE DIRECTIONS. 
Tbfs Actor is Bvppoaed to fkoe the Axidienoe. 
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ATTBIENCE. 



x-a 



L. L«n. 

Ik a Left Centre. 

Im 1 B. Left Fint Entrance. 

b 9 s. Left Second Entrance. 

b S B. Left Third Entrance. 

b u. s. Left Upper Entrance 

(wbararer thia Scene maj be.) 

P.iMa Door Left Centre. 



c Centre. 

B. Bight. 

B. 1 K. Bight Fimt Entraaee. 

B. 2 B. Bight Second Entranciu 

B. 3 B. Bight Third Entrance. 

B.U. B. Bight Upper EntraaoQb 

D.B.a. Door Bight Ceatn. 
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AUTHORS PREEACE. 

Tbr adminisfration of Cardioal Bkheliea, whom (despite all hk darker qaalitiea) 
Voltaire and History justly consider the true architect of the French monarchy, and 
the great parent of French civilisation, is characterized by features alike tragic and 
comic. A weak king— an ambitions favorite ; a despicable conspiracy against the 
minister, nearly always associated with a dangerous treason against the State— 
these, with little variety of names and dates, constitute the eventful cycle through 
which, with a dazzling ease, and an arrogant confidence, the great luminary fulfilled 
its destinies. Blent together, in startling contrast, we see the grandest achieve- 
ments and the pottie^it agents— the spy— the mistress— the capuchin— the destruo- 
tioQof feudalism— the humiliation of Austria— the dismemberqient of Spain. 

Richelieu himself is still what he was in his own day— a man of two characters. 
If, on the one hand, he is justly represented as inflexible and vindictive, crafty and 
unscrupulous ; so, on the other, it cannot be denied that he was placed in times in 
which the long impunity of every license required stem examples— that he was be- 
set by perils and intrigues, which gave a certain excuse to the subtlest inventions of 
■elf -defence— that bis ambition was inseparably connected with a passionate lose fox 
the glory of his country— and that, if he washer dictator, he was not less her bene- 
factor. It has been fairly remarked, by the most impartial historians, that be was 
no less getierous to merit than severe to crime— that in the vaiious departments of 
the State, the Army, and the Church, he selected and distinguished the ablest aspir- 
ants—that the wars which he conducted were, for the most part, essential to the 
preservation of France, and Europe itself, from the formidable encroachments of the 
Austrain House— that, in spite of those wars, the people were not oppressed with 
exorbitant imposts— and that he left the kingdom he had governed in a more flour- 
ishing and vigorous ttate than ai any former i)eriod of the French history, or at the 
decease of Louis XI V. 

The cabals formed against this great statesman were not carried on by the patriot- 
ism of public virtue, or the emulation of equal talent ; they were but court struggles, 
in which the most worthless agents hod recourse to the most desperate means. In 
each, as I have before observed, we see combined the twofold attempt to murder the 
minister and to betray the country. Such, then, are the agents, and such the 
designs, with which truth, in the Dnuna os in history, requires us to contrast the 
celebrated Cardinal— not disguising his foibles or his vices, but not unjust to the 
grander qualities (especially the love of country), by which they were often dignified, 
and, at times redeemed. 

The historical drama is the concentration of historical events. In the attempt to 
place upon the stage the picture of an era, that license with dates and details which 
Poetry permits, and which the highest authorities in the Drama of France herself 
have sanctioned, hns been, though not unsparingly, indulged. The conspiracy of the 
Due de Bouillon is, for instance, amalgamated with the dmouement of The Day of 
Dapet; and circumstances connected with the treason of Cinq Mars (whose brilliant 
youth and gloomy catastrophe tend to subvert poetic ani huttoric justice, by seduc- 
ing us to forget his base ingratitude and his perfidious apostasy) are identified with 
the fate of the earlier favorite Barodas, whose sudden rise and as sudden fall passed 
into a proverb. I ought to add, that the noble romance of " Cinq Mars*' suggested 
one of the scenes in the fifth act ; and that for the conception of some portion of the 
intrigue connected with De Maoprat and Julie, I am, with great alterations of inci- 
dent, and considerable if not entire reconstruction of character, indebted to an early 
and admirable novel by the author of " Piodola," - 

London^ Marehj 18S9. 



RICHELTEU ; 

OR, THE CONSPIRACY. 



ACT I. 

FIRST DAT. 



SCENE I. — A handwmdy furnished rootn in the house 0/MASION DB Lormb ; 
entrance l..c., hung with tapestry ; a table r. {ioilh wine, fruits, etc.), 
at which are seated Baradas, l of tahle, four Covrtiehs, splendidly 
dressed in the costume of 1641-2; the Duke of Orleans seated r. ; 
Mario5 DB LoRMK sanding at the back of his chair ^ offers him a goblet, 
and then r* tires. At another table, l., Dr Brringhen, Db Mauprat, 
playing at dice; Clbrmont and other Courtiers looking on, 

Orleans (b. of table, drinking). Here's to oar enterprise I 

Bah ADAS (l. of tahte^ glaticing at Mariok). Hush, sir ! 

Oelbams \asUe). Nay, Count, 

You may trust her ; she doats on me*; no house 

So safe as Marion's. 
Bab. Still, we have a secret. 

And oil and water — woman and a secret — 

Are hostile properties, {noise oj playing at l. table.) 
Oelbahs. Well — Marion, see 

How the play prospers yonder. 
[Mariox goes to tJie l. tahle, looks on for a few moments^ tf^en exits, l. c. 
Bab. {producing a parchment), I have now * 

All the conditions drawn ; it only needs 

Our signatures ; upon receipt of this 

(Whereto is joined the schedule of our treaty 

With the Count- Duke, the Richelieu of the Escurial) 

Bouillon will join his army with the Spaniard, 

March on to Paris — there dethrone the King ; 

You will be Regent ; I, and ye, my Lords, 

Form the new Council. So much for the core 

Of our great scheme, {noise at l. table.) 
Orleans. But Richelieu is an Argus; 

One of his hundred eyes will light upon us. 

And then — good-bye to life 
Bab. To cain the prize 

We must destroy the Arfsus. Ay, my Lords, 

The scroll the core, but blood must All the veins, 

Of our design ; — while this dispatch'd to Bouillon, 

RicheHeu dispatch'd to heaven ! The last my charge. 

Meet here to-morrow night. Pbu, sir, as first 
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In honor and in hope, meanwhile select 
Some trusty knave to bear the scroll to Bouillon ; 
Midst Richelieu's foes I'll find some desperate hand 
To strike for vengeance, while we stride to power. 
Oblbans. So be it ; to-morrow, midnight. — Come, my Lords. 

Exeunt Oeleanb and the Courtiebs in h s train, l. o. Those at *he l. fa- 
ble tise, salute Oblbans, and re-seal themselves. 

Db Bbr. Double the stakes. 

Db Mav. Done, (throws.) 

Db Bbr. ' Bravo t faith, it shames me 

To bleed a purse already at its last gasp. 
Db Mau. Nay, as youVe had the patient to yourself 

So long, no other doctor shall dispatch it. (Db Mauprat t)rows.) 
Omnes. Lost I Ha, ha ! — poor. Do Mauprat ! 
Db Bbr. One throw more 1 

Db Mau. No; I am bankrupt, {pushing gold) There goes all — except 

My honor and my sword, {they » ise ; he crosses b. ) 
Clbr. Ay, take tho sword 

To Cardinal Richelieu ; he gives gold for steel, 

When worn by brave men, 
Db Mau. Richelieu ! 

Db Bbr. Uo Baradas). At that name 

He changes color, bites his nether lip. 

Even in his brightest moments whisper " Richelieu,* 

And you cloud all his sunshine. 
Bar. I have markM it, 

And will learn the wherefore. 
Db Mau. {going to table, r.). The Egyptian 

Dissolved her richest jewel in a draught ; 

Would I could so melt time and all its treasures, 

And drain it thus, {drinking.) 
Db Bbu. Come, gentlemen, what say ye, 

A walk on the parade ? 
Clbr. Ay; come, De Mauprat. 

Db Mau. Pardon me; we shall meet again ere night-fall. 
»Db Bbr. Come, Baradas. 

Bar. ril stay and comfort Mauprat 

Db Bbr. Comfort ! — when 

We gallant fellows have run out a friend, 

There's nothing left^— except to run him through .' 

There's the last act of friendship. 
Db Mau. Let me keep 

That favor in reserve ; in all besides 

Your most obedient servant. \ Exeunt Dr Bbrinoben, ete.f L. o. 
Bar. (l. c). \ ou have lost — 

Yet are not sad. 
Db Mau. Sad ! Life and gold hath wings, 

And must fly one day ; open, then, their cages 

And wish them merry. 
Bar. You're a strange enigma- 

Fiery in war — and yiet to glory lukewarm ; 

All mirth in action — in repose all gloom — 

Fortune of late has sever'd us — and led 

Me to the rank of Courtier, Count, and Favorite, 

YoH to the titles of the wildest gallant 
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And brarest knight in France ; are you content ? 
(Madprat goe8 up and ntt l. of r. table) 

No ; — ^trust in me — Home gloomy secret 

Ds Mau. Ay — 

A secret that doth hannt me, as, of old, 

Men were possess'd of fiends ! {riset) Where'er I turn, 

The ffraTe yawns dark before me ! {erassft l.) I icUi trust you ; — 

Hatlns; the Cardinal, and beguiled by Orleans, 

Yoa know I joined the Lansuedoc revolt — 

Wat captured — sent to the Bastile 

Bar. But shared 

Tbe general pardon, which the Duke of Orleans 

Won for himself and all in the revolt, 

Who but ubeyM his onlers. 
Db Mau. Note the phrase ;— 

" Obeyed his order*.** Well, when on ray way 

To join tbe Duke in Lansuedoc, I (then 

The down upon my lip — less man than boy) 

Leading young valors — reckless'as myself, 

8eize<1 on the town of Favinux, and di.splaced 

Tbe Royal banners for the Rebel. Orleans 

(NeTer too daring), when I reachM the camp, 

Blamed me for acting — mark — without his ordere ; 

Upon this quibble Richelieu razed my name 

Oat of the general pardon. 
Bar. Tet released you 

From the Bastilc 

Db Mau. To call mo to his presence, 

And thus address me — '* Y«)U have seizod a town 

Of France, without the orders of your leader, 

And for this treason, but one sentence — Death.'* 
Bar. DeaUi ! 
Db Mau. *' I have pity on your youth and birth, 

Nor wish to glut the headsman — join your troop, 

Now on the march against the Spaniards — change 

The traitor's scaffold for the so1dier*s grave — 

Your memory stainless — they who shared your crime 

Exiled or dead — your king shall never learn it.*' 
Bar. Well 1 

Db Mau. You heard if I fought bravely. When the Cardinal 

Review'd the troops — his eye met mine — he frown'd, 

BummonM me forth — " How's this ?" quoth he ; *• you have 
shunn'd 

The sword — beware the axe — 'twill fall one day !" 

He left me thus — we were recall'd to Paris, 

And — ^you know all ! 
Bar. And knowing this, why halt you, 

Speird by the rattle-snake — while in the breasts 

Of your firm friends beat hearts, that vow the death 

Of your grim tyrant 1 Wake ! Be one of us ; 

The time invites — the King detests the Cardinal, 

Dares not dissrace — but groans to bo deliver'd 

Of that too great a f uhject — ;ioin your friends. 

Free France, and save yourself. 
Db Mau. Hush ! Richelieu bears ' 

A charm'd life — to all, who have braved his power, 

One common end — the block. 
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Bar. Nay, if be live, 

The block your doom I 

Db Mai7. Better tbe v'ictim, Count, 

Than tbe assassiu. Frauce requires a Richelieu, 
But does not need a Mauprat. Truce to this — 
AW time one midnight, where my thoughts are spectres. 
What to me fame ? What love 1 [eroues glootnily to n.) 

Bar. Yet dost thou love not f 

Db Mau. Love ? I am young 

Bab. And Julie fair ! (Ds Maupbat »%nk8 into a chairs b. Aside) It is so, 
Upon tbe margin of the grave — his baud 
Would plucic the rose that I would win and wear. 

Db Mav. {itarling up gayly). Since you have one secret, take tbe olher ; 
Never 
Unhury either ! Come {crones l., and takes hie hat from table) 

while yet we may, 
We*n bask us in the noon of rosy life — 
Louns^e through the gardens — flaunt it in the taverns — 
Laugh —game —drink — feast— if so confined my days, 
Faith, ril enclose the nights! {goes to Babadas, «;^o is b.) Pshaw! 

not so grave ; 
Fm a true Frenchman ! Vive la bagatelle ! 

As they are going ouly enter Huoubt and four Abqukbusibbs, l. c. ; tl^y 
range at the back of the entrance, Huoubt enten the cha-nber, 

HnousT. Messire de Miuprat — I arrest you! Follow 

To the Lord Cardinal. 
Db Mau. (b. c). You see, my friend, 

Tm out of my suspense — tbe tiger's play'd 

Long enough with bis prey, {gives his sword to Hugitbt) Farewell I 
Hereafter 

Say, when men name me, " Adrien de Mauprat 

Lived without hope, and perished without fear." 

[Exeunt Db Mauprat. Huguet, eic^ l. c. 
Bar. Farewell — I trust forever ! I design'd thee 

For Richelieu's murderer — ^but, as well his martyr! 

In childhood you the stronger — and I cursed you 1 

In youth the fairer — and I cursed you still ; 

And now my rival ! WInle t!ie name of Julie 

Hung on thy lips — I smiled — for then 1 saw, 

In my mind's eye, the cold and grinnins Death 

Hang o*er thy head tbe pall ! By the King's aid 

I will be Julie's bnsband ! — in despite 

Of my Lord Cardinal ! — by the King's aid 

I will be Minister of France ! — in spite 

Of my Lord Cardinal I And then — what then 1 

The King loves Julie — feeble Prince — false master — {producing 
the parchment) 

Then, by tbe aid of Bouillon, and the Spaniard, 

I will dethrone the King ; and all — ha — ha — 

All, in despite of my Lord Cardinal. [£^t, l. 

SCENE II. — A room in th^ Palais Cardinal the walls hung with arras. A 
large* serren, r. v. e., a door behind the arras^ L u. e. — doors l. h and 
a. H. A table covered with books^ papers, etc.^ c A rude dock in a 
recess. Busts, statues^ book-eases, weapons of different periods, and ban- 
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uer§ m^pntdtd mw* Richblibu*8 chair, A panoply ^ a amaU and a tu^o- 

RicusLiSd and Joseph, b. d. 

Rich. And so you think this new conspiracy 

The craftiest trap yet laid for the old fux 1 — 

Fox 1 Well, I like the nickname ! What did PluUrch 

Bay of the Greek Lysander ? 
JosiTH. I forget. 

Rich. Thai where the Lion's skin fell short, he eked it 

Out wiih the fox's ! A great statesman, Joseph, 

That same Lysander ! 
Jot. Orleans heads the traitors. 

Rich. A Tery wooden head then ! Well 1 
Jos. The favorite, 

Coant Baradas 

Rica. A weed of hasty growth ; 

First gentleman o^tlie chamber — titles, lands, 

And the King's ear ! It cost iiie Hix long winters 

To moant as high as in six little moons 

This painted lisard— But I hold the ladder. 

And when I shake — he falls ! What more ? 
Jos. Your ward has charmed the Kiiig-^— 
RiCB. Out on you . 

Have I not, one by one, from such fair shoots 

Pluck'd the insidious ivy of his love 1 

And shall it creep around my blossoming tree 

Where innocent thoughts, like happy birds, make music 

That spirits in heaven might hear 1 Tlie King mu«t have 

No goddess but the State — the State — tiiat's Richelieu ! {erauea 
and 8it$ a. of table.) 
Jos. (l.). This is not the worst — Louis, in all decorous, 

And deeming you her lesHt compliant guanlian, 

Would veil his suit by marriaize with his minion, 

Your prosperous foe. Count Baradas ! 
Rich. Ua, ha t 

I have another bride for Baradas. 
Jos. You, my Lord ? 
Rich. Ay — more faithful than the love 

Of fickle woman — when the head lies lowliest, 

Clasping him fondest. Sorrow never know 

So sure a soother — and her bed is stainless ! 

^ter FBAN9018, L. D. 

Fbax. Mademoiselle de Mortemar. 

Rich. Most opportune — admit her. {Exit, Fbavcois, l. d.) In my closet 

You'll find a rosary, Joseph ; ere you tell 

Three hundred beads, J 11 summon yon. (Josspu^oiff^ c.) Stay, 
Joseph J — 

I did omit an Ave in my matins-^ 

A grievous fault ; — atone it for me, Joseph ; 

There is a scourge within ; I am weak, you strong. 

It were but charity to take my sin 

On such broad shoulders. 
Jos. {atide). Troth a pleasant invitation ! 

[Exit Joseph, d. l. h. 
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Enter Julib db MoktbmA.b, l. d. She goee to BiOHBLiEU and eite at his 

feetf B. 

Rich. Tbars my sweet Julie I 

Julib. Are you gracioos 1 

May I say " Father 1 " 
Rich. Now and erer I 

Julib. Father 1 

A sweet word to au orphan. 
Rich. No ; not orphan 

While Richelieu lires ; thy father loved me well ; 

My friend, ere 1 had flatterers (now, I'm great, 

In other phrase, I'm friendless) — he' died young 

In years, not service, and bequeath' d thee to me ; 

And thou shalt have a dowry, girl, to buy 

Thy mate amidst the mightiest. Drooping ? — sighs ? 

Art thou not happy at the conrt ? 
Julie. Not often. 

Rich, {aside). Can she love Baradas 1 

{aloud) Thou art admired — art young ; 

Does not his Majest}*^ commend thy btMiitty — 

Ask thee to sing to him 1 — and swear such sounds. 

Had smooth'd the brows of Saul ? 
Julie. He's very tiresome, 

Our worthy King. (Richelieu, during this dialogue^ is writing,) 
Rich. Fie ! kings are never tiresome, 

Save to their ministers. What courtly gallants 

Charm ladies most 1 — De Sourdiac, Cinq Mars, or 

The favorite, Baradas % 
Julie. A smileless man — 

I fear and shun him. 
Rich. Yet he courts thee 1 

Julie. Then 

He is more tiresome than his Majesty. 
Rich. Right, girl, shun Baradas. Yet of these flowers 

Of France, not one, in whose more honeyed breath 

Thy heart hears Summer whisper 1 

• 
Enter Huguet, l. d. 

Huoubt. The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 
Julie {starting up), De Mauprat ! 

Rich. Hem ! 

Ho has been tiresome too. Anon. [Exit Hugubt, l. d. 

JuDiE. What doth he ! — 

I mean — I — Does your Eminence — that is — 

Enow you Messire do Mauprat 1 
Rich, {writing). Well! — and you- 

Has he address'd you often ? 
Julib. Often ! — no — 

Nine times — nay, ten ; the last time by the lattice* 

Of the great staircase, (m a melanehoiy tone) The Court sees him 
rarely. 
Rich {writing), A bold and forward royster ? 
Julib. He f — nay, modest, 

(Gentle, and sad, methinks. 
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BiOK. {writiMfi), Wears gold and aiure ? 

JuLii.Np; nole. 

Bica. So yon note his colors, Julie 1 

Shame on yon, child ; look loftier. By the mass, 

I have bnsiness with this modest gentleman. 
JVLIB. Yon*re angry with poor Jali'^. There's no cause. 
BiGH. No came— you hate my foes 1 
Jdlib. I do ! 

BiCH. Hate Mauprat 1 

JuLiB. Not Mauprat No, not Adrien.. father. 
BiCH. Adrien ! 

Familiar I Go, child ; (Julib crosses ioL.) no— not thai way ; wait 

In the tapestry chamber ; I will join you — go. 
Juua {eroises to b., then pauses). His bruws are knit ; I dare not call him 
father ! 

But I must speak — ^Your Eminence — (approaches him timidly.) 
BiOR. (siemfy). Welt, girl ! 

JuuB (kneds). Nay, 

Smile on me— one smile more ; there, now Pm happy. 

00 not rank Mauprat with your foes ; he is not, 

1 know be if not; he loves France too well. 
Rich. Not rank De Mauprat with my foes 1 So bo it. 

I'll blot him from that liiit. 
JvLiB. That's my own father. [Exit, a. d. 

Rich, {ringiruf m unaU UU on the table). Huguet 1 

Enter Huoubt, l. d. 

De Mauprat struggled not, nor murmured 1 
HuouET. No ; proud and passive. 

Rich. Bid him enter. Hold ; 

Look that he hide no weapon. Humpli ! despair 
Makes victims sometimes victors. When he has enter'd 
Glide round unseen — place thyself yonder. {poifHing to the screeu) 

Watch him ; 
If he shows violence — ^let me see thy carbine. (Hugcst gives it to 

him) 
So, a good weapon — if he play the lion, 
Why — the dog's death, {returning the carbine.) 
HuouBT. I never miss my mark. 

Exit HtrouBT, l. d. ; Richelip.v resumes his pen, and slowly arranges the 
papers before him. Enter Dk 'SikVVB.k.Tf preceded by Huguet, who then 
retires behind the screen, n. u. k. 

Rich. Approach, sir. (De Maupbat advances) Can call to mind the 
hour, 

Now three years since, when in this room, methinks, 

Your presence honor'd me ? 
Db Mau. (l. c). It is, my Lord, 

One of my most 

Rich, {dryly). Delightful recollections. 

Db Mau. \aside). St. Denis ! doth he malce a jest of axe 

And headsman 1 
Rich, {sternly). I did then accord you 

A mercy ill requited — you still live 1 
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Db Mau. To meet death face to face at last. 

Rich. Messire de Maaprat, 

DoomM to sare death, how hast thou since consumed 
The time allotted thee for serious thought 
And solemu peniteuce 1 

Db Mau. {embarraised). The time, my lord 1 

Rich. Is not the question plain 1 I'll answer for tbee. 

Thou hast sought nor priest nor sbrine ; no sackcloth chafed 

Thy delicate flesh. The rosary and the death's bead 

Have not, with pious meditation, purged 

Earth from the carnal gaze. What thou hast not done 

Brief told ; what done, a volume ! Wild dehauch, 

Turhulent riot — for the morn the dice-hox — 

Noon claim'd the duel — and the night the wassail ; 

Tiiese, your most holy, pure preparatives, 

For death and Judgment. Do I wrong yoa, sir 1 

Db Mau. I was not always thus — ^if changed my nature, 
Blame that which changed my fate. 
Were you accursed with that which you inflicted — 
By bed and board, do^g'd by one ehastly spectre — 
The while within you youth beat high, and life 
Grew lovelier from the neighboring frown of death- 
Were this your fate, perchance, 
Tou would have err*d like me I 

Rich. I might, like you, 

Have been a brawler and a reveller ; not. 
Like you, a trickster and a thief. 

Db Mau. {advancing threateningly). Lord Cardinal ! 

Unsay those words ! (Huouet deliberatelg raises the carbine.) 

Rich, {waving his hand^ aside). Not so quick, friend Huguet ; 
Messire de Mauprat is a patient man, 

And he can wait. (Hcgubt recovers^ and withdraws behind tite screen.) 
{aloud) You have outrun your fortune — 
I blame you not, that you would be a beggar — 
Each to his taste. But I do charge you, sir, 
That being beggar'd, you would coin false moneys 
Out of that crucible, called debt. To live 
On means not yours — be brave in silks and laces, 
Gallant in steeds — splendid in banquets — all 
Not yours — given — nninherited — unpaid for ; 
This is to be a trickster ; and to filch 
Men's art aud labor, which to them is wealth. 
Life, daily bread— quitting all scores with — " Friend, 
You're troublesome !" Why this, forgive me 
Is what— when done with a less dainty grace — 
Plain folks call " theft r You owe eight thousand pistoles 
Minus one crown, two liards ! 

Db Mau. {^aside). The old conjurer ! 

Rich. This is scandalous, shaming your birth and blood. 
I tell you, sir, that you must pay your debts. 

Db Mau. {advancing boldly to the table). With all my heart. 
My lord. Where shall I borrow, then, the money 1 

Rich, {aside, and laughing). A humorous dare-devil — the very man 
To suit my purpose — ready, frank, and bold. 
{aloud ) Adrien de Mauprat, men have called me cruel — 
I am not — 1 Vim just ! I found France rent asunder — 
The rich men despots, and the poor banditti — 
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Sloth in the mart, and schism within the temple ; 

Brawls festering to a rebellion ; and weak laws 

Rotting away with rust in antique slieaths. 

I have re-created France ; and, from the ashes 

Of the old feudal and decrepit carcase, 

GiTilization, on her luminous winss, 

Soars, Phodnix-like, to Jove ! What was my art f 

Genius, some say — some, Fortune, Witchcraft some. 

Not so— my art was Justiob ! {rises) Force and fraud 

Misname it cruelty — ^}'ou shall confute them ! 

My champion tov I You met me as your foe ; 

De^iart, ray friend — you shall not die. France needH you. 

You shall wipe off all stains — be riclt, be honored. 

Be great ^Da Maupbat falison his knee. Richblieu takes 

Mis hand,) 

I ask, sir, in return, this hand, 

To gift it with a bride, whose dower shall match, 

Yet not exceed her beauty. (Richelieu raises him.) 
Db Mav. I, my lord ! {hesitating) 

1 have no wish to marry. 
Rich. Surely, sir, 

To die were worse. 
Db Mai7. Scarcely ; the poorest coward 

Most die — ^bat knowingly to march to marriage — 

My Lord, it asks the courage of a lion ! 
Rich. Traitor, thou triflest with me ! I know all ! 

Thou hast dared to love my ward — my charge. 
Db Mau. As rivers 

May love the sunlight ! — ^basking in the beams. 

And hurrying on — 
Rich. Thou hast told her of thy love ? 

Db Mau. My Lord, if I had dared to love a maid, 

Lowliest in France, I would not so have wronged her, 

As bid her link rich life and virgin hope 

With one, the deathman's gripe might, from her side. 

Pluck at the nuptial altar. 
Rich. I believe thee, {sits) 

Yet since she knows not of thy love, renounce her — 

Take life and fortune with another I — Silent ? 
Db Mau. Youa fate has been one triumph — you know not 

How b1ess*d a thing it was in uiy dat4c hour 

To nurse the one sweet thought you bid me banish. 

Love halh no need of words ; nor less within 

That holiest temple — the Heaven>builded soul — 

Breathes the recorded vow. Base knight — false lover 

Were he, who bartered all that soothe in grief, 

Or sanctified despair, for life and gold. 

Revoke vour mercy ; I prefer the fate 

Ilook'dVor! 
Rich. Huguet! (Huguet comes forward^ b.) to the tapestry 

chamber 

Conduct your prisoner, {to Maupbat) You will there behold 

The executioner ; — your doom be private — 

And Heaven have mercy on you ! 
(Db Maupbat crosses slowlt/ to a. ; pauses; then goes to Richblibu.) 
Db Mau. When I am dead, 

Tell her I loved her. 
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Rich. Keep such follies, sir. 

For fitter ears.; — ^go— 
Dk Mau. Does he roock me f 

[ExeutU De Maupbat and Huoubt, r. d. 
Rich. Joseph, 

Come forth. 

Enter Jobbpu, b. c, down l. 

Methinks your cheek halh lost its rabies ; 

I fear you have Ueen too lavish of the flesh ; 

The scourge is heavy. 
Job. Pray you. change the subject. 

Rich. Tou good men are so modest ! — Well, to business I 

Go instantly — ileetls — notaries ! — bid my stewards 

Arrange my house by the Luxembourg — my house 

No more !— a bridal present to my ward, 

Who weds to-morrow. 
Jos. Weds, with whom ? 

Rich. De Mauprat 

Jos. Penniless husband I 
Ricu. Bah ! the mate for beauty 

Should be a man, and not a money-chest! (rues) Who else. 

Look you, in all the court — who else so well, 

Brave, or supplant the favorite ; — balk the King — 

Baffle their schemes ; — I have tried him. He has honor 

And courage ; — qualities that eagle-plume 

Men's souls — and flt them for the fiercest sun, 

Which ever melte.l the weak waxen minds 

That fiutter in the beams of gaudy Power! 

Besides, he has taste, this Mauprat. When my pla^r 

Was acted to dull tiers of lifeless gapers, 

Who had no soul for poetry, I saw him 

Applaud in the proper places ; — {crosses l.) trust me, Joseph, 

He is a man of an uncommon promise I 
Jos. And yet your foe. 
Rich. Have I not foes enow 1 

Great men gain doubly when they make foes fHends. 

Remember my prand maxims : — First employ 

All methods to conciliate. 
Jos. Failing these 1 

Rich. {,fteredy). All means to crush ; as with the opening, and 

The clenching of this little hand, I will 

Crush the small venom of these stinging courtiers. 

So, so, we*ve bafSed Baradas. 
Jo.4. And when 

Check the conspiracy ? 
Rich. Check, check 1 Full way to it. 

Let it bud, ripen, fiaunt i' the day, and burst 

To fruit — the Dead Sea's fruit of ashes ; ashes 

Which I will scatter to the winds, {crosses and sits b. of tabic) G.^, 
Joseph. {Exit Joseph, l. d. 

Enter Db Maupkat and Julib, b. d \ they kneel, 

De Mait. Oh, speak, my Lord — I dare not think you mock me. 

And yet— ^ 
Rich. How now I Oh I sir — you live ! 
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Dr Mai7. ^hy, DO, methinks, 

Elysinm is not life ! 
JvLiB. He smiles I — you smile, 

My fistlier ! From my heart for ever, now, 

ril blot the name of orptian ! 
Rich. Rise, my children, 

For ye are mine — mine both ; — and in year sweet 
. And younj? delight — your love— (life's flrst-bom glory) 

My own lost yoath breathes musical I (thry rise.) 
Dm Mau. ril seek 

Temple and priest henceforward ;— were it but 

To learn Heaven's choicest blessings. 
Rich. Thou shalt seek 

Temple and priest right soon ; the morrow's sun 

Shall see across these barren thresholds pass 

The fairest bride in Paris. Oo, my children ; 

Even / loved once ! {ih£i/ era$s l.) Be lovers while ye may ! 

At they are going, Richblibit (ottehes Maijpbat on the right afioulder, and 

beckons him forward. 

How is it with you, sir ? You bear it bravely , 
You know, it asks the courage of a lion. 

[Exeunt Julir and Db Macprat, l. d. 
. Oh, godlike Power I Woe, Rapture, Penury, Wealth — 
Marriage and Death, for one infirm old man 
Through a great empire to dispense — withhold — 
As the will whispers ! And shall things — ^like motes 
That live in my daylight — ^lackeys of court wages, 
Dwarfd starvelinss — manikins, upon whose shoulders 
The burthen of a province were a load 
More heavy than the globe on Atlas— cast 
Lots for my robes and sceptre % France ! I love thee ! 
All Earth shall never pluck thee from my heart I 
My mistress France — my wedded wife — sweet France, 
Who shall proclaim divorce for thee and me I 

[Exit RiCHEUBU, R. D. 
.CURTAIN. 



ACT II. 

8EC0VD DAT. 

SCENE I. — A splendid apartment in Db Maupbat's new house. Casements 
opening to the gardrns^ beyond which are seen the domes of the Luxem- 
bourg Falaee. 

Enter Babadas, l. h. 

Bab. Mauprat's new home— too splendid for a soldier ! 
But o'er his floors — the while I stalk — ^methinks 
My shadow spreads gigantic to the gloom 
The old rude towers of the Bastile cast far 
Along the smoothness of the jocund day. 
Well, thou hast 'scaped the fierce caprice of RicheUea ; 
But art thou tiBirtber fh>m the headsman, fool 1 
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Tbf secret I have wliisper'd to the King — 

Thy marriage makes tbe King thy foe ! Thou stand'st 

On the abyss — and in tbe pool below 

I saw a ghastly, headless phantom mirrored — 

Thy likeness ere the marriage moon hath waned. 

Meanwhile — meanwhile— ha — ha, if thou art wedded. 

Thou art not wived. {rcUret^ l.) 

Enter Db Mauprat, spiendidltf dressed^ r. ; erostes to l., and back to r. 

Db Mau. Was ever fate like mine ? 

So blest, and yet so wretched ! 
Bar. (cotnesforward, l ). Joy, De Mauprat — 

Why, what a brow, man, for your wedding day ! 
,Db Mau. You know what chanced between 

The Cardinal and myself 1 
Bar. This morning bronsrht 

Your letter — faith, a iStrange account 1 1 laugh'd 

And wept at once for gladness. 
De Mau. We were wed 

At noon ; the rite performed, came hither — scarce 

Arrived, when 

Bab. Well ? 

De Mau. Wide flew the doors, and lo, 

Messire de Beringhen, and this epistle I 
Bab. 'Tis the King's hand — the royal seal ! 
De Mau. Bead — read — 

Bar. (reading), " Whereas Adrien de Mauprat, Colonel and Chevalier in 
our armies, being already guilty of High Treason, by the seizure of our 
town of Faviaux, has presumed, without our knowlpdj^e, consent, or sanc- 
tion, to connect himself by marriage with Julie de Mortemar, a wealthy 
orphan attached to the jjerson of her Majesty — We do hereby proclaim 
and declare the said marriage contrary to law. On penalty of death, 
Adrien de Mauprat will not communicate with the said Julie de Mode- 
rn 3r, by word or letter, save in the presence of our faithful servant, the 
Sieur de Beringhen, and then with such respect and decorum as are due 
to a Demoiselle attached to the Court of France, until such time as it 
may suit our royal pleasure to confer with the Holy Church on the for- 
mal annulment of the marriage, and with our Council on the punishment 
to be awarded to Messire de Mauprat, who is cautioned for his own sake 
to preserve silence as to our injunction, more especially to Mademoiselle 
de Mortemar. 

" Given under our hand and seal at the Louvre. 

"Louis" 

{returning the letter). Amazement ! Did not Richelieu say the Kin$( 

Knew not your crime 1 
Dr Mau. He said so. 

Bar. Poor De Ma upra t ! 

See you the snare, the vengeance worse than death. 

Of which you are the victim 1 
Db Mau. Ha ! 

Bar. {oxide). It works I (aloud) What so clear ? 

Richelieu has but two passions ^ 

Db Mau. Richelieu ! 

Bab. 7et I 

Ambition and revenge— in you both blended. 
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Firal for ambitioD— Julie is bis ward, 

Inoocent—dodle— pliant to his will — 

He placed liar at ihe court — foresaw the rest— 

The King loves Julie I 
Da Hav. ' Merciful Heaven I The King ! 

Bab. Such Cupids lend new plumes to Riclielieu's wings ; 

Bat tlie Court etiquette must give such Cupids 

Tbe veil of Hymen — (Hymen but in name). 

He looked abroad — found you his foe — ih%u served 

Ambition — ^by the (jrrandeur of his wanl, 

And vengeance — ^by dishonor to his foe ! 
Db Mav. Prove this. 
Bar You have the proof— the royal letter^ 

Your strange exemption from the general panlon, 

Known but to me and Richelieu ; can you doubt 

Your friend to acquit your foe 1 
Di Mau. I see it all! Mock' pardon — ^Imrried nuptials — 

False bounty — all — the serpent ot that smile ! 

Ob I it stings home ! (eroffes, l.) 
Bar; You yet bhall crush his malice ; 

Our plans are sure — Orleans is at our head ; 

We meet to-night ; Join ns, and with us triumph. 
Db Mad. To-niffht f But the King 7— hut Julie 1 
Bae. Tbe King, intirm in health, in mind more feeble, 

Is but the plaything of a minister's will. 

Were Richelieu dead— IiIm power were mine; and Louis 

Soon should forget his |>as8ion and your crime. (Ds Mauprvt 
jfoei to L.) 

But whither now ? 
Db Mau. I know not ; I scarce hear thee ; 

A little while for thought ; anon I'll join thee ; 

Bat now, all air seems tainted, and [ loathe 

The face of man. [Ezit Da Mauprat, l. 

Bab. Start from the chase, my prey. 

But as thou speed'st the hell-hounds of revenge 

Pant in thy track and dog thee down. 

JEntrr Db Dkrinohe.v, r., his mouth fuU^ a napkin in Ms hand. 

Dk Bbb. Chevalier, 

Your cook's a miracle — what, my host gone ? 

Faith, Count, my office is a post of danger — 

A fiery fellow, Mauprat ! touch and go — 

Match and saltpetre — pr-r-r-r — I 
B\R. ' Yon 

Will b? released ere long. The King resolves 

To call the bride to Court this day. 
Db B kr. Poor Mauprat ! 

Yet since you love the lady, why so careless 

Of the King's suit ? 

Is Louis still so chafed against the Fox 

For snatching yon fair dainty from the Lion 1 
Bar. Sj chafed, that Richelieu totters. Yes, the King 

Is half conspirator against the Cardinal. 

Enough of this. ' I*ve found the man we wanted — 

The man to head the bands that murder Richelieu — 

The man whose name the synonym for daring. 



30 BICHELIKU. [act II. 

Db Bbr. {aside). He roust mean roe. {aloud) No, Count, I am — I own, 

A valiant dog — but still 

Bab Whpm can I mean 

But Mauprat 1 Mark, to-night we meet at Marion's, 

There shall we sign ; thenco send this scroll, (showing it) to 
Bouillon* 

Tou*re iu that secret — (affeetionatdy) one of our new Council. 
Db Bbb. But to admit the Spaniard — ^France's foe— 

Into the heart of France — dethrone the King«- 

It looks like treason, and I smell the headsman. 
Bak. Oh, sir, too late to falter ; when we meet 

We must arrange the separate— coarser scheme, 

For Bichelieu*s death. Of this dispatch, De Mauprat 

Must nothing learn. He only bites at vengeance, 

And he would start from treason. We must post him 

Without the door at Marion's— «s a sentry. 

{aside) So, when his head is on the block — ^his tongue 

Cannot betray our most august designs. 
Db Beb. ril meet you if the King can spare me. {aside) No 1 

I am too old a goose to play with foxes, 

ril roost at home, {aloud) Meanwhile in the next room 

There's a delicious p&t6, let*s discuss iL 
Bab. Pshaw ! a man filled with a sublime ambition 

Has no time to discuss your pki6a, 
Db Bbb. Pshaw 1 

And a man filled with as sublime a p&t6 

Has no time to discuss ambition. Cntd, 

I have the best of it ! [^^^t b. 

Bab. Now will this fire his fever into madness I 

All is made clear ; Mauprat must murder Richelieu — 

Die for that crime — I shall console his Julie— 

This will reach Bouillon — from the wrecks of France 

I shall carve out — who knows — perchance a throne I 

All in despite of my Lord Cardinal. 

Bnier Db Maupbat, l« 

Db Mav. Speak ! can it be ? Methousht, that from the terrace 

I saw the carriage of the King— and Julie t 

No ! — ^no ! my frenzy peoples the void air 

With its own phantoms I 
Bab. Nay, too true. Alas 1 

Was ever lightning swifter, or more blasting. 

Than Richelieu's forked guile 1 

Db Mait. * I'll to the Louvre 

Bar. And lose all hope I The Louvre ! — the sure gate 

To tlie Bastile ! 

Db Mau. The King 

Bab. Is but the wax, 

Which Richelieu stamps ! Break the malignant sedl^ 

And I will raze the print. 
Db Mau. Ghastly Vengeance ! 

To thee, and thine august and solemn sister, 

The unrelenting Death, I dedicate 

The blood of Armand Richelieu ! When* Dishonor 

Reaches our hearths Law dies, and Morther takes 

The angel shape of Justice ! (erosses b.) ' 
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Bab* Bravely said I 

At midnight— Marion*(i ! — Nay, I cannot Icaye thee 
To thoughts that 

Bb Hau. Spealc not to me ! — I am yoars ! — 

Bat speak not ! There's a vpice witliiu my soul, 
Whose Cf}' could drown tlie tlmnder. Oh * if men 
Will play dark sorcery with the heart of man, 
Lai they, who raise th«> spell, beware the Fiend ! [ijrrunt, r. 

SCENE II. — A room in the Palais Cardinal {as m the First Act . Riciik- 
LIBU and JosKPB, l. d. FRAsryois diseovered arranging the foot sttto!. 

Jos. (l.)* Yes ! — Huguet, taking his accustom 'd round — 
Disguised as some plain bur^ser — heard these rufSers 
Quoting your name ; — he listened — ' Pshaw!" said one, 
" We are to seize the Cardinal in his palace 
To-morrow !"— •• How T' the other askM.-— " You'll hear 
The whole design t4»-night ; the Duke ot' Orleans 
And Baradas hnve cot the innp of action 
At their fingers* end."—* 80 lie it," quoth the other ; 
" I will be there — Marion de Lorme's — at midnight !*' 

Rich. I ba?e them, man. — 1 hare them ! 

Jos. So they say 

Of you, my Lonl ; — believe me, that their plans 
Are mightier than you deem. Yon must employ 
Means no less vast to meet them ! 

Rich. Bah ! in policy 

We foil gigantic danger, not by giants, 
But dwarfs. The statues of our stately fortune 
Are sculptured by the chisel — not the axe ! 
Ah ! were I younger — ^by the knightly heart 
That beats beneath these priestly robes, I would 
Have pastime with these cut-throats ! Yea — as when. 
Lured to the ambush of the expecting foe — 
I clove my pathway through the ]>lumed sea ! 
Beach me yon falchion, Francois — not that bauble 
For carpet-warriors, — yonder — such a blade 
As old Charles Mart el might have wielded when 
. He drove the S.nncen from trance. {FRiLyQoiB brings him one of 
the long two-handed swords worn in the middle age^t) With this 
I, at Bochelle, did hand to hand engage 
The stalwart Englisher — no mongrels, boy, 
Those island mastiffs — mark the notcli — a deep one — 
His casque made here, — I shore him to the waist ! 
A toy — a feather — then ! {tries to wield, aftd lets it fall) You see, a 

child could 
Slay Richelieu now. {retires to the table and sits r.) 

Frav. {his hand on his hilt). But notv, at your command, 
Are other weapons, my goo«l Lord. 

Rich, (who has seated himself as to write, lifts the pen). True — This I 
Beneath the rule of men entirely great 
The pen is mightier than the sword. Behold 
The arch-en chanter's wand ! — itself a nothing! — 
But taking sorcery from the master-hand 
To paralyze the Caesars — and to strike 
The loud earth breathless ! — Take away the sword — 
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States can be sared without it ! {looking at the dock, FRAH9018 re- 

plaeet the iword) *Tis the hoar — 
Retire, sir. 

Francois erostet behind and exite, r. d. Three knoeke are heard^ l. 17. b. 
KiCHRLiKU repeats them, A door eoneeakdin the arrat it cpened eou- 
tioudy. Enter Marioit db Lormb, l. u. b. 

Jos. {amazed). Marion de Lorme ! {the paaaee behind to the b. of Bichblibu.) 
Rich. ' Hist! Joseph, 

Keep soard. (Joseph retiree^ d. r.) My faith Ail Marion ! 
Marion [kneHing), Good, my Lord, 

They meet to-night in my poof house. The Duke 

Of Orleans heads them. 
Rich. Yes — go on. 

Mar. His Highness 

Mach questioned if I Isnew some brave, discreet, 

And vigilant man, whose tongue could Iceep a secret, 

And who had those twin qualities for service, 

Tiie love of gold, the hate of Richelieu. 
Rich. You 1 — 

Mar. Made answer, " Yes —my brother ; bold and trusty ; 

Whose faith my faith could pledge;" — the Duke then bade me 

Have him equipped and arm'd — well-mounted — ready 

This night 'part for Italy. 
Rich. Aha! — 

H-is Bouillon too tum*d traitor ? 80, methought ! — 

What part of Italy % 
Mar The Piedmont frontier. 

Where Bouillon lies encamp'd. 
Rich. Now there is danger 

G.-eat danger I If he tamper with the Spaniard, 

An 1 Louis list not to my counsel, as, 

Without sure proof, he will not — France is lost. 

What more 1 
Mar. Dark bints of some design to seize 

Your person in your palace. Nothing clear — 

His Hifi^hness trembled while he spoke— the words 

Did choke each other. 
Rich. , So ! — ^who is the brother 

You recommended to the Duke 1 
Mar. Whoever 

Your Eminence may father ! 
Rich. Darling Marion ! 

{rieet and goee to the tabie^ and returns with a large purte of gold) 

There — pshaw — a trifle ! {gives the purse to Marion) 

You are sure they meet 1 — the hour 1 
Mar. ' At midnight. 

Rich. And 

You will engage to give the Duke*s dispatch 

To whom I send 1 
Mar. Ay, marry ! 

Rich, (aside). Huguetl No; 

He will be wanted elsewhere — ^Joseph 1 — zealous. 

Bat too well known — too much the elder brother! 

Mauprat — alas — it is his wedding day — 

Francois ? — the man of men ! — unnoted — ^young— > 
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Ambitiom. (^om to ihs door) PraD^is 1 

EhUt Felav^oib, b. d. 

Follow this &ir lady ; 

(Find him the raiting garments, Marion), take 

My fleetest steed ; arm tliyself to the teeth ; 

A packet will be gifeii you — with orders, 

No matter what I The instant that year hand 

Closes upon it— clutch iij like yoor honor, 

Which lieath alone can steal, or ra?ish — set 

Spars to yoor steed — be breathless, till you stand 

A^piin before me. (FRAic^oiB if ^o^) Stay, sir! Ton will find 
me 

Two short leagnes hence — at Ruelle, in my castle. 

Toong man, t^ blithe — for — note me — from the hour 

1 grasp that packet — think your guiding star 

Bains fortune on you. 

FaAX. If I fail 

Rich. Fail^ful T 

In the lexicon of youth, which Fate reserves 

For a bright manhood, there is no such word 

As— /f0.' (Tou will instruct him ftirtber, Marion., 

( Mariov eronei bfhind to l. u. b. ) 

Follow her — but at a distance — speak not to her, 

Till you are housed. Farewell, boy t Never say 

"jP«i/" again. 
Fbav. I will not ! 

Rich, (patting hit loekt). There's my youns; hero ! 

[Exeunt Francois and Mabion, l. u. b. 

So they would seize my person in this palace? 

I cannot guess their scheme — ^but my retinue 

Is here too large ! a single traitor could 

Strike impotent the fate of thousands. Joseph, 

Enter Joseph, b. d. 

Art sure of Hoguet 1 Think — we hanged his father I 
Jos. But you have lK>ught the son — heaped favors on Iiira I 
BicH. Trash ! — favors past— that's tiotbins. {eroues, l.) In his hours 

Of confidence with you, has he named the favors 

To eome — he counts on 1 
Jos. Yes — a ColonePs rank. 

And letters of nobility. 

Sere Hugubt enterB, l. d., a$ to address the Cardinal, who does not perceive 

him. 

Rich. What, Huguet ! — 

Hugubt {aside). My own name, soft I [retires and listens.) 

Bich. Colonel and nobleman ! 

My bashful Huguet — that can never be ! 

We have him not the less — we'll promise it ! 

And see the King withholds ! Ah, Kings are oft 

A great convenience to a minister ! 

No wrong to Huguet either. Moralists 
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Say, Hope is sweeter than possession I Yes ! 

We'll count ou Hugaet ! 
HuouBT. Ay, to thy cost, thou tyrant ! [£rtV, l. d. 

Rich. Tou are right ; this treason 

Assames a fearful aspect — out, once crushed, 

Its very ashes shall manure the soil 

Of iK>wer ; and ripen such full sheaves of greatness, 

That all the summer of my fate shall seem 

Fruitless beside the autumn. 
Jos. The saintii grant it ! 

Rich, {talemnly). Yes — for sweet France, Heaven grant it ! my 
country, 

For thee — thee only— though men deem it not — 

Are toil and terror my familiars ! I 

Have made thee great and fair — upon thy brows 

Wreath'd the old Roman laurel ; at thy feet 

Bow'd nations down. No pulse in my ambition ^ 

Whose beatings were not measured for thy heart ! 

And while I live — Richelieu and France are one. {erouet to b. ) 

£nter Huouet, l. d. 

HuouET. • My Lord Cardinal, 

Your Eminence bade me seek you at this hour. 
Rich, {cromng, c). Did 1 1 True, Huguel. So you overheard 

Strange talk amongst these gallants t Snares and traps 

For Richelieu 1 Well — we'll balk them ; let me think — 

The men-at-arms you head — how many 1 
HvGUBT. Twenty 

My Lord. 
Rich. All trusty ? 

* HuouET. Ay, my liord. 

Rich. Ere the dawn be gray. 

All could be arm'd, assembled, and at Ruelle 

In my own hall 1 
HuouET. By one hour after midnight. 

Rich. The castle's strong. You know its outlets, Huguet? 

Would twenty men, well posted, keep such guard 

That not one step^(and Murther's step is steal thy )«- 

Could glide within — unseen 1 
HuouBT. A triple wall — 

A drawbridge and portcullis — twenty men 

Under my lead, a month might hold that castle 

Against a host. 
Rich. They do not strike till morning, 

. Yet I will shift the quarter. Bid the grooms 

Prepare the litter— I will hence to Ruelle 

While daylight lasts — and one hour after midnight 

You and your iweiily saints shall seek me thither! 

You're made to rise ! You are, sir ; eyes of lynz, 

Ears of the stag, a footfall like the snow ; 

You are a valiant fellow — yea, a trusty, 

Religious, exemplary, incorrupt, 

And precious jewel of a fellow, Hugiiet I 

If Hive long enough — ay, mark my words — 

If I live long enough, you'll be a Colonel — 

Noble, perhaps ! One nour, sir, after midnight. 
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HvovBT. Toa leaTe me damb with sratitude, my Lord ; 

1*11 pick the truBtiest — ;<»m^;— Marion's bouse can furnisb. 

[Exif HVOUET, L D. 

Rich. Good — all favors, 

If Francois be but bold, and Hoffuet honest. 

Hugaet — 1 half suspect — he bow'd too low — 

TiA not hid way. 
Jos. This is the curse, my Lord, 

Of your high state — suspicion of all men. 
Rich, (iodly). True — true — my leeches bribed to poisoners — ^pages 

To strangle me in sleep. My very Kins 

(This brain the unrestins loom, fi-om which was woven 

The purple of his greatness) leagued against me. 

Old— childless — friend lea? — broken — all forsake — 

All— all— but 

Job. What ? 

Ricii. The indomitable heart 

Of Armand Richelieu I {rro9S€» r. ) 

J'»ii. And Joseph 

Ricu. (after a pause). You 

Yes, I believe you — yes — for all men fear you — 

And the world loves you not. And I, friend Joseph, 

I aoK the only man who could, my Joseph, 

Make you a Bishop. Come, we'll go to dinner. 

And talk the while of methods to advance 

Our Mother Church. Ah, Joseph — Bishop Joseph ! [Exeunt^ b. 

CURTAIN. 
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BECOXD DAT (mIDNIOHT). 

SCENE I.— RicHELiRU's Castle at Jtittlie. A Gothic Chatnber. Moonlight at 
the windoWy oceasionaily obscured. Large doors c. ; small doors B. and l. 

Rica, {reading). '* In silence, and at night, the Conscience feels 
That life should soar to nobler ends than Power." 
So sayest thou, sage and sober moralist I 
! ye, whose hour-glass shifts its tranquil sands 
In the unvex'd silence of a student's cell ; 
Ye, whose untempted hearts have never tossM 
Upon the dark and stormy tides where life 
Gives battle to the elements — 

Ve safe and formal men, 
Who write the deeds, an<l with unfeverish hand 
Weigh in nice scales the motives of the Great, 
Ye cannot know what ye have never tried ! 
Speak to me, moralist I — I'll heed thy counsel. 
Were it not best 

Enter Fr AN^oifl hastily ^ and in part disguised^ D. L. 8. E. 

Rich, {flinging away the book). Philosophy, thou liest ! 

Quick — the dispatch I Power — Empire ! Boy — the packet! 
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Fran. (kneeUng), Kill me, my Lord ! 

Rich. Tbey knew tbee — tbey snspected — 

They gave it not 

Fbav. He gave it — he — the Count 

De Baradas — with bis own band he gave it I 
Rich. Baradas ! Joy I out with it! 
Fbax. Listen, 

And then dismiss me to the headsman. 
Rich. Ha 1 

Go on. 
Fban. Tbey led me to a chamber — There 

Orleans and Baradas — and some half-score, 

Whom I know not — were met 

Rich. Not more ! 

Fran. But fh>m 

The adjoining chamber broke the din of voices, 

The clattering tread of armed men ; at times 

A shriller cry, that yell'd out, *' Death to Richelieu I" 
Rich. Speak not of me ; thy cwntry is in danger I 
Frait. Baradas 

Questioned me close — demurred — until, at last, 

O'erruled by Orleans — gave the packet — told me 

That life and death were in the scroll — this gold — {ehowing punt,) 

Rich. Gold is no proof 

Fp VN. . And Orleans promised thousands, 

When Bouillon's trumpets in the streets of Paris 

Rang out shrill answer. Hastening from the house, 

My footstep in the stirrup, Marion stole 

Across the threshold, whispering, " Lose no moment 

Ere Richelieu have the packet ; tell him too— 

Murder is in the winds of Night, and Orleans 

Swears, ere the dawn tbe Cardinal shall be clay.'* 

She said, and trembling fled within ; when, lo I 

A baud of iron griped me ; thro' tbe dark 

Gleam'd the dim shadow of an armed man ; 

Ere I could draw — the prize was wrested firom me, 

And a hoarse voice gasp'd — " Spy, I spare thee, for 

This steel is virgin to thy Lord !" with that 

He vanisb'd. Scared and trembling for thy safety, 

I mounted, fled, and kneeling at thy feet 

Implore tbee to acquit my faith — but not, 

Like him, to spare my life. 
Rich. Who spake of life f 

I bade thee grasp that treasure as thine hinor'^ 

A jewel worth whole hecatombs of lives ! (riees) 

Besrone ' — redeem thine honor — back to Marion-* 

Or Baradas— or Orleans — track tbe robber — 

Regain the packet — or crawl on to Age — 

Age and gray hairs like mine — and know, thou hast lost 

That which had made thee great and saved thy country, {erotiet, 
B. Francois rieee) 

See me not till thou'st bought the right to seek me. 

Away ! — Nay. cheer thee, thou hast not fail'd yet — 

There'' B no such word as fail ! '* 
Fran. Bless you, my Lord, 

For that one smile ! [Exitf l. d. 

Rich. He will win it yet 
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Frtnooii * — ^Se*8 gone. My murder ! lfarioD*8 warning t 
Vhb DniT0*8 threat ! for the morrow's dawn I 
1*11 let my spies U> worlc — I'll make all space 
(Aa does the sun) a Unifersal Eye — 
Huguei shall track — Joseph confess — ha I ha ! 
Strange, while 1 laugb*d I shuddered — snd e'en now 
Thro' the chill air Ihe heating of my heart 
. Sounds lilce a death- watcli by a sick man's pillow \ 
if Hnguet MN^deceive me— hoofs wiihoul — 
The gates unclose — steps nearer and nearer ! 

Enter Jdlib, l. n. s. B. 
JvLU. Cardinal 1 

My father! (fallt at hi$ftet.) 
Ricn. Julie at this hour ! — and tears ! 

What ails thee 1 
JuLiB. I am safe ; I am with thee ! — 

BicH. Safe! 
JuuB. That man — 

Why did I lore him 1—- clinging to a breast 

That knows no shelter ? 

Listen — late at noon — 

The marriage-day^-e'en then no more a lover — 

He lefl me coldly — well — I sought my chamber 

To weep and wonder— but to hope and dream. 

Sudden a mandate from the Kins — to attend 

Forthwith hia pleasure at the Louvre. 
Rich. Ha ! 

Tou did obey the summons ; and the King 

Reproach'd your hasty nuptials'? 
JULIB. Were that all t 

He f^own'd and chid ; proclaim 'd the bond unlawftU ; 

Bade me not quit my chamber in the palace, 

And there at night — alone— this nisht^ — all still — 

He sought my presence-— dared — thou read'st the heart, 

Read mine ! I cannot speak it I 
Rich. He a king — 

You — ^woman ; well — you j ielded ! 
JuLiB. Cardinal — 

Dare you say " yielded ?' — Huml)le<l and abash'd, 

St from the chamber crept — th.s niif^rhty Louis ; 

Crept like a baffled felon —yielded 1 Ah I 

More royalty in woman's hone.st heart 

Than dwells within the crowned majesty 

And sceptred anger of a hundred kings! 

Yielded! — Heavens!— yielded ! (goes l.) 
Rich. To my breast,— close — close ! (theif embrace) 

The world would never need a Richelieu, if 

Men — ^bearded, mailed men — the liords of Earth — 

Resisted flattery, falsehood, avarice, pride 

As this poor child with the dove's innocent scorn 

Her sex's tempters, Vanity and Power ! 

He left you~well 1 
JuLiB. Then came a sharper trial ! 

At the Kinff's suit the Count de Baradas 

Sought me to soothe, to fawn, to flatter, while 

On his smooth lip insult appear'd more hatefUl. 
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Stang at last 

fiy my disdain, the dim and glimmering sense 

Of his cloalL^d words brolce into bolder light, 

And THBV— «h ! then, my haughty spirit failed me ! 

Then I was weak— wept— oh I sach bitter tears I 

For (tarn thy face aside, and let me whisper 

The horror to thine ear) then did I learn 

That he— that Adrieo — my husband — ^knew 

The King's polluting suit, and deemed it honor! 

Then all the terrible and loathesome truth 

Glared on me ; — coldness, waywardness, reserved- 
Mystery of looks — words — all unrayelVd — and 

I saw the impostor, where I had loved the god ! 
Rich. I think thou wrongest thy husband — but proceed. 
JUZ.IB. Did you say '' wrong'd *' him 7 — Cardinal, my father, 

Did you say '* wron$e*d 1" Prove it, and life shall grow 

One prayer for thy reward and his forgiveness. 
Riou. Let me know all, 
JuLiB. To the despair he caused 

The courtier left me; but amid the chaos 

Darted one guiding ray — to 'scape — to fly — 

Reach Adrien, learn the worst — Hwas then near midnight ; 

Trembling I left my chamber — sought the Queen — 

Fell a'- her feet — reveaPd the unholy peril — 

Implored her aid to flee our Joint disgrace. 

Moved, she embraced and soothed me — nay, preserved ; 

Her word sufficed to unlock the palace gates ; 

I hastened home — ^but home was desolate — 

No Adrien there ! Fearing the worst, I fled 

To thee, directed hither. As my wheels 

Paused at thy gates — the clang of arms behind — 

The ring of hoofis 

Rich. 'Twas but my guards, fair trembler. 

(So Huguet keeps his word, my omens wrong'd him. ) 
JuLiB. Oh, in one hour what years of anguish crowd I 
Rich. Nay, tiiere's no danger now. Thou needsi rest, {iakei a lamp 
frwn the tabUf c.) 

Come, thou shalt lodge beside me. Tush! be cheer'd. 

My rosiest Aniazon — thou wrongest thy Theseus. 

All will be well — yes, yet all well. 

[Exeunt through a tide door. b. s. b. 

Enter Huoubt — Db Maupbat, l. d., in complete armor ^ hU visor down. 

The moonlight obeeured at the eaeement. 

HuGUBT. Not here I 

Db Mau. Oh, I will find him, fear not. Hence and guard {erotaee, b.) 
The galleries where the menials sleep— plant sentries 
At every outlet— Chance should throw no shadow 
Between the vengeance and the victim ! Go — 

HuGUBT. Will you not want 

A second arm ? 

Db Mau. To slay one weak old man 1 

Away ! No lesser wrongs than mine can make 
This murder lawful. Hence I 

HuGUBT. A short farewell ! 

[Exit HuouBT, L. D. Db Maupbat eoneeah hivntelf^ r. 
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Re-enter Richblieu, tiot permicing Ds Maupbat, r. d. 

Rich. How heavy is the air I {goet to the taihh 4md putt down the lan^.) 

The very darkness lends itself to fear — 

To treason 

Db Mau. And to death ! 

Rich. My omens lied not! 

What art thou, wretch 1 
Db Mau. Thy doomsman I 

Rich. (Db Mauprat eeizes him). Ho, my guards ! 

Uuguet ! Montbrassil ! Vermont ! 
Db Mau. Ay, thy spirits 

Forsake thee, wizard ; thy bold men of mail 

Are my emfederaiee. Stir not I but one step, 

And know the next — thy grave I 
Rich. Thou liest, knave I 

I am old, infirm — most feeble — but tliou liest I (Richblibu throw» 
him off) 

Armand de Richelieu dies not by the hand 

Of man — the stars have said it — atid the voice 

Of my own prophetic and oracular soul 

Confirms the shining sibyls ! Call them all — 

Thy brother butchers ! Earth has no such fiend — 

No ! as one parricide of his fatherland, 

Who dares in Richelieu murder France ! {goes l.) 
D9 Mau. Thy stars 

Deceive thee, Cardinal ; 

In his hot youth, a soldier, urged to crime 

Against the State, placed in your hands his life — 

You did not strike the blow — but o'er his haad, 

Upon the gossamer thread of your caprice, 

Hover'd the axe. 

One day you summoned — mock'd him with smooth pardon — 

Bade an angel* s face 

Turn Earth to Paradise 

Rich. Well 1 

Db Mau. Was this mercy 1 

A CsBsar's generous vengeance ? Cardinal, no ! 

Judas, not Ctesar was the model ! You 

Saved him from death for shame ; reserved to grow 

The scorn of living men — 

A kind convenience — a Sir Pandarus 

To his own bride, and the august adulterer! 

Then did the first great law of human hearts, 

To which the patriot's, not the rebel's name, 

Crown'd the first Brutus, when the Tarquin fell, 

Make Misery royal — raise this desperate wretch 

Into thy destiny ! Expect no mercy I 

Behold De Mauprat ! {lifte his vizor.) 
Rich. To thy knees, and crawl 

For pardon, or, I tell thee, thou shalt live 

For such remorse, that, did I hate thee, I 

Would bid thee strike, that I might be avenged 1 

It was to save my Julie from the Ring, 

That in thy valor I forgave thy crime ; 

It was, when thou — the rash and ready tool^- 

Yea of that shame thou loath'st— didst leave thv hearth 
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To the polluter— in these arms thy bride 

Found the protecting shelter thine withheld, (goei to nde door, b. ) 

Julie De liauprat — Julie ! (Maufbat erouet tou) 

Enter JuLiB. 

Lo, my witness! 
Db Mav. (l.). What manrers this ? I dream ! my Julie— Mok / 
JuLiB (l.). Henceforth all bond 

Between us twain is brolsen. Were it not 

For this old man, I might, in truth, have lost 

The right — now mine — to scorn thee ! 
Rich, (c.)- So, you hear her 1 

Db Mau. Thou with some slander hast her sense infected ! 
JuLiB. No, sir ; he did excuse thee. Thy friend — 

Thy eonfldmU — familiar — Baradaa — 

Himself reveal'd thy baseness I 
Db Mau. Baseness ! 

Rich. Ay ; 

That thou didst court dishonor. 
Db Mau. Baradas I 

Where is thy thunder, Heaven 1 Duped — snared — undone — 
{iheatha hit Bword) 

Thou — thou couldst not believe him ! Thou dost love me I 
JuLiB {cuide). Love him ! Ah ! 

Be still, my heart I {aloud) Love you I did ! — how fondly 

Woman — if women were my listeners now — 

Alone could tell ! For ever fled my dream ; 

Farewell — all's over 1 
Rich. Nay, my daughter, these 

Are but the blinding mists of daybreak love 

Sprung from its very lighl, and heralding 

A noon of happy summer. Take her hand 

And speak the truth, with which your heart runs over— 

That this Count Judas— this Incarnate Falsehood — 

Never lied more, than when he told thy Julie 

That Adrien loved her not— except, indeed. 

When he told Adrien, Julie could betray him. (Madprat erottet to 
Julie.) 
JuLiB {emhradng Db Maupbat). You love me, then I — ^you love me ! — 

and they wrong'd you 1 
Db Mau. Ah ! couldst thou doubt it 1 
Rich. Why, the very mole 

Less blind than thou ! Baradas loves thy wife I — 

Had hoped her hand— aspired to be that cloak 

To the King's will, which to thy bluntness seems 

The Centaur's poisonous robe— hopes even now 

To make thy corpse bis footstool to thy bed ! 

Where was thy wit, man 1 — Ho ! these schemes are glass t 

The very sun shines through them. 
Db Mau. 0, my Lord, 

Can you forgive me 1 
Rich. Ay, and save you I 

Db Mau. Save I— 

Terrible word 1—0, save MyM(^/— these halls 

Swarm with thy foes ; already for thy blood 
\ Pants thirsty Murder ! {draws hts tword.) 
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JiTLiB. Murder t 

Rich. Hu«h! put by 

The woman. Hush ! a Bhriek— a cry — a breath 

Too loud, would startle from its horrent pause 

The swooping Death ! Qo to tlie door, and listen ! 

Now for escape I (eroaet r. Julib kneelt at th4 door lUtenrng.) 
Dv Ma0. None — none I Their blades shall pass 

This heart to thine ! 
BiOH. {drffly). An honorable outwork, 

But much too near the citadel. I think 

That I can trust you now ; (tiowly, and gaUng on him) yes, I can 
trust you. 

How many of my troop league with you ? 
Db Ma0. AU !^ 

We are your troop I 
RiOH. And Huguet ? 

Db Mau. Is our captain. 

{watehfi the door and standi prepared for defence,) 
RiOH. A retribntiye Power ! This comes of spies ! 

All 1 then the lion's stein's too short to-night — 

Now for the fox's I — {munnurs tvithoui,) 
JoLiB. A hoarse, gathering murmur ! — 

Hurrrying and heavy footsteps ! 
Rich. Ha t — the posterns I 

Db Ma0. No egress where no sentry ! 
Rich. Follow me — 

I have it I — to my chamber— quick ! Come, Julie 1 

Hush! Manprat, come I 

[Erit Julib, Db Maupbat, nfM^ Richblibu, 0. D. 
jnurmure at a dUtanee). Death to the Cardinal ! 
Rich. {withotU), Bloodhounds, I laugh at ye ! — ha 1 ha I — we will 

Baffle them yet. Ha ! ha ! 
HuouBT {without). This way — this way ! 

^^'Hdgubt and the Conspirators, l. u. b. 

HvouBT. De Mauprat's hand is never slow in battle ; 

Strange, if it falter now 1 Hal gone I 
FiBBT Con. Perchance 

The fox had crept to rest ; and to his lair 

Death, the dark hunter, tracks him. 

Enter Db Maupbat, throwing open the doore of the reeeUf c., in which there 

is a bed, whereon Richblibu lies extended, 

Db Mau. Live the King ; 

Richelieu is dead ! 

HuouBT. You have been long. 

Db Mau. I watch'd him till he slept. 

Heed me. No trace of blood reveals the deed ; — 
Strangled hi sleep. His health hath long been broken^ 
Found breathless in his bed. 80 runs our tale, 
Remember ! Back to Paris — Orleans gives 
Ten thousand crowns, and Baradas a lordship. 
To him who first gluts vengeance with the news 
That Richelieu is in heaven I Quick, ttot all France 
May share your Joy 1 
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Hdoubt. And you ? 

Db Mau. Will stay, to crush 

Eager suspicion — to forbid sharp eyes 

To dwell too closely on the clay ; prepare 

The rites, and place him on his bier — this tny task. 

I leare to you, sirs, the more grateful lot 

Of wealth and honors. Hence! 
HuouBT. I shall be noble* I 

Db Mau. Away ! 

First Con. Ten thousand crowns ! 

0m5B8. To horse ! — to horse ! 

[Exeunt Conspiratobb, l. s. b. Db Mauprat stands on guard, 

SCENE II. — A room in the house of Count db Baradab. Orlbans and 

Db Bbrimohbn, b. 

• 

Db Bbb. I understand. Mauprat kept guard without ; 

Knows naught of the dispatch — but heads the troop 
Whom the poor Cardinal fancies his protectors. 
Save us from such protection I 

Enter Baradas, r. 

Bar. Julie is fled ;-^he King, whom I now left 

To a most thorny pillow, tows re?enge 

On her— on Mauprat — and on Richelieu I Well ; 

We loyal men anticipate his wish 

Upon the last — and as for Mauprat — {showing a writ,) 
Db Bbu. Hum ! 

They say the devil invented printing ! Failh ! 

He has some hand in writing parchment — ah, Count 1 

What mischief now 1 
Bab. The King, at Julie's flight 

Enraged, will brook no rival in a subject — 

So on this old offence— the affkir of Faviaux — 

Ere Mauprat can tell tales of im, we build 

His bridge between the dungeon and the grave. 

Oh ! by the way — I had forgot your highness. 

Friend Huguet whispered me, " Beware of Marion ; 

I've seen her lurking near the Cardinal's palace." 

Upon that hint, I've found her lodgings elsewhere. 
OrZiBAns. Tou wrong her, Count Poor Marion 1 she adores me. 
Bar. (c^ogetieallg). Forgive me, but— » 

Enter Paob, r. 

Paob. My Lord, a rude, strange soldier, 

Breathless with haste, demands an audience. 
Bar. So ! 

The archers 1 
Paob. In the ante-room, my Lord, 

As you desired. 
Bar. 'Tis well — admit the soldier. [Exit Paob, r. 

Huguet — I bade him seek me here. 

Enter Hugubt, b. 
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HuGUET. My liords, 

The deed is done. Now, Count, falfill your word, 

And make me noble I 
Bab. Richelieu dead 7 — art sure ? 

How died he ? 
HuousT. Strangled in his sleep — no blood, 

No tell-tale violence. 
Bab. Strangled 7 — monstrous villain ! 

Reward for murder I Ho, there! (stamping.) 

Enter Captain mth Jive Abchbbb, r. 

HuGUBT. No, thou durst not ! 

Bar. Seize on the ruffian — ^bind him — gag him — {they eeize him) Off 

To the Bastile ! 
HuouBT. Your word — your plighted faith I 

Bar. Insolent liar ! — ho, away I 
HuG0BT. Nay, Count ; 

I have that about me which 

Bab. Away with him \ 

[Exemit HuGUBT and Abchbbb, b. 

Now, then, alPs safe ; Hnguet must die in prison, 

So Maupratr— coax or force the meaner crew 

To fly the country. Ha, lia I thus, your highness. 

Great men make use of little men. 
Db Bbr. My Lords, 

Since our suspense is ended — you*ll excuse me ; 

'Tis late — and entre nous^ I have not supped yet I 

I'm one of the new Council now, remember ; 

I feel the public stirring here already ; 

A very craving monster. Au revoir ! [Exit Bb Berixghev, r. 
Orleans. No fear now, Richelieu's dead. 
Bar. And could lie come 

To life again, he could not keep life's life— 

His power — nor save De Mauprat from the scaffold — 

Nor Julie fh>m these arms — nor Paris from 

The Spaniard — nor your hij^hness from the throne ! 

All ours ! all ours ! in spite of my Lord Cardinal ! 

En^ Page, b. 

Page. A gentleman, my Lord, of better mien 

Than he who last 

Bab. Well, he may enter. [Exit Paob, r. 

Oelbanb. Who 

Can this be ? 
Bar. One of the conspirators ; 

Mauprat himself, perhaps. 

Enter Fban^oib, b. 

Fban. My Lord 

Bar. Ha, traitor ; 

In Paris still 1 
Fban. The packet — the dispatch — 

Some knave play'd spy without and reft it (torn me, 

Sre I could draw my sword. 
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Bar. Played spy without ! 

Bid he wear armor f 
Frav. Ay, from head to heel. 

ORZ.BANB. Odo of oar band. Oh, Heavens I 
Bab. Could itbe Maupratl 

Kept (Tuard at the door — ^knew naught of the ditpateh — 

How he f — and yet, who other ? 
Fban. Ha, De Maupratl 

The night was darls — his vizor closed. 
Bar. 'Twas he! 

How could he guess 1 — 'sdeath ! if he should betray us. 

His hate to Richelieu dies with Richelieu — and 

He was not great enough for treason. Hence I 

Find Mauprat — ^beg, steal, filch, or force it back, 

Or, as I live, the hflter 

Fran. By the morrow 

I will regain it, {aside) and redeem my honor ! [Exit Feav^oib, r. 
Orleans. Oh, we are los t 
Bab. Not so 1 But cause on cause 

For Mauprat's seiaure— silence— death ! Take courage. 
Orlbanb. Should it once reach the King, the Cardinal's arm 

Could smite us from the grave. 
Bab. Sir, think it not I 

I hold De Mauprat in my grasp. To-morrow, 

And France is ours ! [Sxeuntj h. 

CURTAIN. 



ACT IV. 

THIRD DAT. 

SCENE I. — The Oardene of the louvre. Orlbanb, Babadas, Db Bbb- 

INOHBN, COUBTIBBS, etc., B. 8. B. 

Orleans (l. c). How does my brother bear the Cardinal's death ? 

Bar. (r. o.\ With grief, when thinking of the toils of state; 
With Joy, when thinking on the eyes of Julie ; — 
At times he sighs, "Who now shall govern France V* 
Anon exclaims, " Who shall baffle Louis V* 

Enter Louis and other Courtiers, e. b. b. il%ey uncover,) 

Orlbanb. Now, my liege, now, I can embrace a brother. 

liOUiB. Dear Qaston, yes. I do believe you love me ; — 
Richelieu denied it — sever'd us too long. 

A great man, Gaston ! Who shall govern France 1 {eroesee L. and 
hack to c.) 

Bab. Tourself, my liege. That swart and potent star 
Eclipsed your royal orb. He served the country, 
But did he Mrrd, or seek to tway the King f 

LouiB. Tou*re right— he was an able politician- 
Dear Count, this silliest Julie, 
I know not why, she takes my fancy. Many 
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As fair, And certainly more kind \ bat yet 

It is 80. 
Bab. Richelieu was most disloyal in that mihrriage. 

Loins. (querukm»fy). He knew that Julie pleased me ; a clear proof 

He never loved me f 
Bab. Oh, most clear I— But now 

No bar between your lady and your will I 

This writ makes all secure ; a week or two 

In the Bastile will sober Mauprat*s lore, 

And leave him eager to dissolve a hymen 

That brings him such a home. 
Louis. See to it, Count 

[Eani Babadab, b. 

ril summon Julie back. A word with you. 
[Takes aside Fibst Coubtibb and Da Bebikobbv, and exeunt^ l. b. b. 

Enter FfiAKyois, B. U; B. 

Fban. All search, as yet, in vain for Manprat I Not 
At home since yesternoon — a soldier told me 
He saw him pass this way with hasty strides ; 
Should he meet Baradas — they*d rend it from him — 
And then — Oh, sweet fortune, smile upon me — 
I am thy son !~if thou desert'st me now, 
Come, Death, and snatch me from disgrace. [£xUf l. 

Enter Db BIaupbat, b. u. b. 

Dis Mau. Oh, let me — 

Let me but meet him foot to foot — ^I'll dig 
The Judas A:om his heart ; — albeit the King 
Should o*er him cast the purple 1 

Re-enter FBAK9018, l. v, b. 

Fban. Mauprat! hold! — 

Where is th e 
Db Mau. Well ! What would'st thou 1 

Fran. The dispatch 1 

The packet. Look on mb — ^I serve the Cardinal — 

You know me. Did you not keep guard last night 

By Marion's house 7 
Db Mau. I did ; — no matter now 1 — 

They told me he was here I {eroeeee to l. and up the stage.) 
Fran. joy 1 quick— qiUck — 

The packet thou didst wrest from me 1 
Db Mau. The packet !^ 

What, art tboa he I deemed the Cardinal's spy 1 — 

(Dupe that I was) and overhearing Marion^-^ 
Fran. The same — ^restore it !— rhaste 1 
Db Mau. I have it not ;— > 

Methought it but reveaVd our scheme to RichelieUy 

And, as we mounted, gave it to 

Enter Baradas, b. 

Stand back I 
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Now, villain ! now — I have thee I (to Francois) Hence, sir ! — 
Draw ! 
Fban. Art mad 1 — the Kinfir'g at band ! leave him to Richelieu ! 

Speak — the dispatch — to whom 

Db Mau. {daghing him asidCf and rtuhing to Baradas). Thou triple slan- 
derer ! 
I'll set my heel upon thy crest ! (a few paases.) 
Fbam. Fly— fly! 

The King !— 

JSnter, L 8. b., Loins, Orleans, Db Bsrinohb.v, Courtibrs, etc. ; Cap- 
tain and Guards hastily^ l. u. e. The Captain and Gdabds range 
R., Courtibrs l , Kura l. c, Baradas l. c, Db Maupbat b. 

Louis. Swords drawn — before our very palace ! — 

Have our laws died with Richelieu ? 
Bar. (r. of the Kixo). Pardon, Sire, — 

My crime but self-defence, (ande to Kino) It is De Mauprat. 
Louis. Dare he thus brave us 1 

(Babadab goee to the Captain, and gives the writ.) 

Db Mau. Sire, in the Cardinal's name 

Bab. Seize him — disarm — to the Bastile I 

Db BIauprat resigns his suwd. Enter Richelieu and J OBiSPRf followed 

by Abqubbusiers, l. u. e. 

Bar. The dead 

Returned to life ! 
Louis (l. c). What ! a moeh death I this tops 

The Infinite of Insult 
Db Mau. (r.). Priest and Hero ! — 

For you are both — protect the truth t 
Rich, (taking the writ from the Captain). What's this f 
Db Bbr. (l.). Fact in Philosophy. Foxes have got 

Nine lives, as well as cats ! 
Bar. Be firm, my liege. 

Louis. I have assumed the sceptre — I will wield it ! 
Jos. {down R ). The tide runs counter— there'll be shipwreck somewhere. 

Babadas and Orleans keep dose to the Kino, whispering and prompting 

him when Richblibu speaks. 

Rich. High treason I — Faviaux I still that stale pretence t 
My liege, bad men (ay, Count, most knavish men !) 
Abuse your royal goodness. For this soldier, 
France hath none braver — and his youth's folly, 
Misled (to Orleans) — (by whom your Highness may coi^jectare !) 
Is long since cancell'd by a loyal manhood. 
I, Sire, have pardon'd him. 

Louis. And we do give 

Tour pardon to the winds. Sir, do your duty t 

RiOH. What, Sire ? — ^you do not know — Oh, pardon me— 
You know not yet, that this brave, honest heart 
Stood between mine and murder ! Sire, for my sake-^ 
For your old servant's sake — undo this wrong. 
See, let me rend the sentence. 

Louis {taking the paper from Aiw). At your peril I 
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This is too much. Again, sir, do your duty ! (Mauprat m about 
to expotlulate.) 
Rich. Speak not, but go — I would not see young valor 

So humbled as gray service. 
Db Mau. Fare you well ! {JeiaH9 Richblie(T*8 hand) 

Save Julio, and console her. 
Fran, [aside to Mauprat, a* he is being led off ). The dispatch ! 

Your fate, foes," life, hang upon a word — to whom ? 
De Mau. To Huguet. [Exeunt Db Mauprat and Guard, l. u. b. 

Bar. {aside to FnAN90i8). Has he the packet 1 
Fran. He will not reveal — 

{aside) Work, brain — ^beatbeartl — -^There^s nosuch word as fail P* 

[Exit Francois, it. u. b. 
{All the GouRTiBRS have doted round the King, shutting Ricuklibu out.) 
Rich. (Jiercely). Room, my Lords, room ! The Minister of France 

Can need no intercession with the King, {they fall back.) 
Louis. What means this false report of death, Lord Cardinal 1 
Rich Are you then angerM, Sire, that I live still 1 

Louis. No ; but such artifice 

Rich. Not mine — look elsewhere I 

Louis — ^ray castle swarm'd with the assassins. 
Bab. {advancing, r.). Wo have punished them already. Huguel now 

In the Bastile. Oh, my Lord, we were prompt 

To avenge you — we were 

Rich. WbI Ha! ha! you hear, 

My liege ! What page, man, in the last Court grammar 

Made you a plural 1 Count, you have seized the hireling ; — 

Sire, shall I name the master ? 
Louis. Tush ! my Lord, 

The old contrivance — ever does your wit 

Invent assassins — ^that ambition may 

Slay rivals — (Baradas crosses behind to the King.) 
Rich. Rivals, Sire, in what 1 

Service to France? / have none! Lives the man 

Whom Europe, paled before your glory, deems 

Rival to Armand Richelieu ? 
Louis. What, so haughty ! 

Remember he who made can unmake. 
Rich. N^ver I 

Never ! Your anger can recall your trust. 

Annul my office, spoil me of my lands. 

Rifle my coffers — but my name — ^my deeds, 

Are royal in a land beyond your sceptre ! 

Pass sentence on me, if you will ; Arom Kings, 

Lo ! I appeal to Time * 
Louis {turns haughtily to the Cardinal). Enough ! 

Your Eminence must excuse a longer audience. 

To your own palace. For our conference, this 

Nor place — nor season. 
Rich. Good, my liege, for Justice 

All place a temple, and all season, summer ! 

Do you deny me justice ? Saints of Heaven ! 

He turns from me ! Do you deny me j'ttstiee ? 

For fifteen years, while in these hands dwelt Empire, 

The humblest craftsman — the obscurest vassal — 

The very leper shrinking from the sim, 

Tho* loathed by charity, might ask for justice I 
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Not with the fawning tone and crawling mien 

Of some I see around you — Counts and Princes — 

Kneeling for favors ; — but, erect and loud, 

As men who ask man's rights ! my liege, my Louis, 

Do you refuse me justice — audience even — 

In the pale presence of the baffled Murther? 
Louis. Lord Cardinal — one by one you have sever'd from me 

The bonds of human loye. All near and dear 

Marked out for vengeance — exile or the scaffold. 

Tou find me now amidst my trustiest friends, 

My closest kindred — you would tear them from me ; 

They murder you, forsooth, since me they love I 

Eno' of plots and treasons for one reign I 

Home ! — Home ! and sleep away these phantoms ! {tkd Kino miJ 
all the Court erosa to r.) 
KiCH. Sire ! 

I — ^patience, Heaven I — sweet Heaven ! — from tlie foot 

Of that Qreat Throne, these hands have raised aloft 

On an Olympus, looking down on mortals 

And worshipp'd by their awe — before the foot 

Of that high throne — spurn you the gray-hair'd man, 

Wlio gave you empire — and now sues for safety 1 
Louis. No ; when we see your Eminence in truth 
• At the foot of the throne — we'll listen to you. 

[£xU Louis, r., followed by Courtiers. 
Orleans. Saved! 

Bar. For this, deep thanks to Julie and to Mauprat ! 

[£xeimt Baradas and Orleans, r. 
Rich. Joseph — did you hear the King 1 

Jos. (dotcn L ). I did — there's danger ! Had you been less haughty < 

Rich. And suffer'd slaves to chuckle — " See the Cardinal — 

How meek his Eminence is to-day " — I tell thee 

This is a strife in which the loftiest look 

Is the most subtle armor 

Jos. But- 



Rich. No time 

For ifs and huts. I will accuse these traitors 1 
Francois shall witness that De Baradas 
Qave him the secret missive for De Bouillon, 
And told him life and death were in the scroll. 
I will — I will ! (crosses, r ) 

Jos. Tush ! Francois is your creature ; 

So they will say. and laugh at you ! — your witness 
Must he that same dispatch ! 

Rich. Away to Marion ! 

Job. I have been there — she is seized — removed — imprisoned — 
By the Count's orders. 

Rich. Goddess of bright dreams, 

My country — shalt thou lose me now, when most 
Thou need'st thy worshipper ? My native land ! 
Let me but ward this dagger from thy heart, 
And die — ^bnt on thy bosom ! 

Enter Julib, l. s. b. 

JuLiB. Heaven ! I thank thee I 

It cannot be, or this all-powerful man 
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Would not stand idly thus. > ' 

Rich. , What dost thou here ? 

Home ! ^ 

Jdue. Home ! — is Adrien there ? — you're dumb — yet strive 

For words; I see them trembling on your lip, 

But choked by pity. It wot truth — ^all truth ! 

Seized — the Bastile— and in your presence, too ! 

Cardinal, where is Adrien 1 Think — he saved 

Your life — your name is infamy, if wrong 

Should come to his ! 
Rich. Be soothed, child. 

Julie. Child do more. 

I love, and I am woman I 

Where is Adrien 1 

Let thine eyes meet mine ; 

Anwver me but one word — I am a wife — 

I ask thee for my Jwme — my fate — my all 1 

Where is my husband 1 
Rich. You are Richelieu's ward, 

A soldier's bride ; they who insist on truth 

Must out- face fear — you ask me for your husband 1 

There — where the clouds of heaven look darkest, o'er 

The domes of the Bastile I 
Julie. 0, mercy, mercy ! 

Save him, restore him, father I Art thou not 

The Cardinal Kiir^ ? — the Lord of life and death — 

Art thou not Richejieu t 
Rich. Yesterday I was ! 

To-day, a very weak old man ! To-morrow, 

I know not what, (crosses, l.) 
JuLiB [to Joseph). Do you conceive his meaning 1 

Alas I cannot. 
Jos. (r). The Rinse is chafed 

Against his servant. Lady, while we speak, 

The lackey of the ante-room is not 

More powerless than the Minister of France. 

£iiter Clermont, r. 

Clbr. Madame de Mauprat ! 

Pardon, your Eminence— even now I seek 

This lady's home — commanded by the King 

To pray her presence. 
Julie {dinging to Richblibu). Think of my dead father — 

And take me to your breast. 
Rich. To those who sent you — 

And say you found the virtue they would slay 

Here— couch'd upon this heart, as at an altar, 

And shelter'd by the wings of sacred Rome ! 

Begone ! 
Cler. My Lord, I am your friend and servant — 

Misjudge me not ; but never yet was Louis 

So roused against you — shall I take this answer 1 

It were to be your foe. 
Rich. All time my foe. 

If I, a Priest, could cast this holy sorrow 

Forth from her last asylum ! 
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Cler. v^ He is lost! [£ri^ Clebmomt, a. 

Kicu. Qod help tbee, child ! — she hears not ! Look upon her ! 
The sioriu, Ihat rends the oak, uproots the flower. 
^Her father loved me so ! and in that ai^e 
Wiien friends are brotliers ! She has been to me 
Soother, nurse, plaything, daughter. Are these tears ] 
Oh ! shame, shame !-^4otage I {places her in tJie anm o/" Joseph.) 

Jos. Tears are not for eyes 

That rather need the lightning ! which can pierce 
Through barred gates and triple walls, to smite 
Crime, where it cowers in secret ! The dispatch! 
Set every spy to work — tiie morrow's sun 
Must see that written treason in your hands. 
Or rise upon your ruin. 

Rich. Ay — and close 

Upon my corpse— I am not made to live — 

Friends, glory, France, all reft from me — my star 

Like some vain holiday mimicry of Are, 

Piercing imperial heaven, and falling down 

Bayless and blacken'd, to the dust — a thing 

For all men's feet to trample ! Yea ! — to-morrow 

Triumph or death ! Louk up; child ! Lead us, Joseph ! 

As they are going up c, enter Baradas and Db Berixoubn, r. 

Bar. (r. c). My Lord, the King cannot believe your Eminence 

Sj far forgets your duty, and his greatness, 

As to resist his mandate ! Pray you, madam. 

Obey the King — ^no cause for fear 1 
JuLiB (l.). My father! 

Rich. (c). She shall not stir I 
Bar. You are not of her kindred — 

An orphan 

Rich. And her country is her mother. 

Bar. The country is the King. 

Rich. Ay, is it so 7 

Then wakes the power which in the a:io of iron 

Bursts forth to curb the great, and raise the low. 

Mark, where she stands — around her form I draw 

The awful circle of our solemn cliurcli ! 

Set but a foot within that holy ground 

And on thy head — yea, though it wore a crown — 

I launch the curse of Rome ! 
Bar. I dare not brave you. 

I do but speak the orders of my King, 

The church, your rank, power, very word, my Lord, 

Suffice you for resistance — blame yourself. 

If it should cost your power. 
Rich. That mg stake. Ah I 

Dark gamester ! tohai is thine ? Look to it well — 

Lose not a trick — By this same hour to-morrow 

Thou shalt have France, or I thy head ! 
Bar. {aside to Da BERixaHSN). He cannot 

H ive the dispatch I 
Jos. {aside, on Richelieu's r.). Patience is your game; 

Reflect, you have not the dispatch ! 
Rich. 0, monk I 
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Leave patience to the saints — for 1 am human ! 

{to Julie) Did not thy father die for France, poor orphan 1 

And now they say thou hast no father ! Fie ! 

Art thou not pure and good 7 — if so, thou art 

A part of that — the Beautiful, the sacred — 

Which, in all climes, men that have hearts adore, 

By the great title oi' their mother country ! 
Bar. (aside). He wanders I 
Rich. So cling close unto my breast, 

Here where thou droup'st lies France 1 I am very feeble — 

Of little use it seems to either now. 

Well, well — we will go home, {they go up the ttage.) 
Bab. In sooth, my Lord, 

You do need rest — tlie burthens of the State 

O'ertask your health ! 
Rich, {to Joseph, pauses). I'm patient, see ! 
Bar. {aside). His mind 

And life are breaking fast. 
Rich, {overhearing him). Irreverent ribald ! 

If so, beware the faUing ruins ! Hark ! 

I tell thee, scurner of these whitening hairs, 

When this snow nielteth there shall come a flood ! 

Avaunt 1 my name is Richelieu — 1 defy thee ! 

Walk blindfold on ; behind thee stalks the beadsman. 

Ha ! ha ! — how pale he is. Heaven save my country I {falls Hek 

in Joseph s arms. Julib kneels at his side^ Baradas and De Ber- 
I.NGHBM statid B. 

CUBTAIN. 



ACT V. 

fourth DAT. 

SC ENE I. — The Bastile — a corridor ; in the background the door of one of 

the condemned cells. "• 

Enter Joseph, and Jaileb, tcith a lamp^ b. d. f. 

Jailrr. Stay, father, I will call the governor. [Exit Jailer, l. 

Jos. He has it then — this Huguet — so we learn 

• From Francois — Humph ! Now if I can but gain 
One moment's access, all is ours ! The Cardinal 
Trembles 'tween life and death. Hi^Iife is power ; 
Smite one — slay both ! No .£sculapian drugs. 
By learned quacks baptized with Latin jargon. 
E'er bore the healing which that scrap of parchment 
Will medicine to ambition's flagging heart 
France shall be saved — and Josepb be a bishop. 

Enter Qoverkob and Jatleb, l. 

Gov. Father, you wish to see the prisoners Huguet 

And the young knight De Mauprat 1 
Jos. So my office, 

And the Lord Cardinal's order, warrant, son ! 
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Gov. Father, it cannot be ; Count Baradas 

Has summon'd to the Louvre Sieur Je Mauprat. 

Jos. Well, well ! But Huguet 

Gov. Dies at noon. 

Joa. At noon ! 

No moment to delay the pious rites, 

Which fit the soul lor death. Quick— quick — admit rae ! 
Gov. You cannot enter, monk ! Such are my oiders. 
Jos. Orders, vain man — the Cardinal still is Minister. 

His orders crush all others. 
Gov. {lifting his hat). Save his King's ! 

See, monk, the royal sign and seal affix*d 

To the Count's mandate. None may have access 

To either prisoner, Huguet or De ^Iauprat. 

Not even a priest, without the special passport 

Of Count de Baradas. I'll bear no more ! 
Jos. {aside) Just Heaven ! and are we baffled thus? Despair ! 

{aloud) Think on the Cardinal's power— bewaie his anger. 
Gov. ril not be menaced, priest. Besides tiie Cardinal 

Is dying and disgrraced — all Pari» knows it. 

You hear the prisoner's knell ! {hell lolls, l. ) 
Jos. 1 do beseech 30U — 

The Cardinal is not dying. But one moment, 

And hist — five thousand pistoles I 
Gov. How ! a bribe — 

And to a soldier, gray with years of honor ! 

Begone I 
Jos. Ten thousand — twenty ! 

Gov. Jailer — put 

This monk without our walls. 
Jos. By those gray hairs — 

Yea, by this badge, {touching the ovss of Si. Lotn's, wom by the 
Governor) 

The guerdon of your valor — 

By all your toils — hard days and sleepless nights — 

Borne in your country's service, noble son — 

ii^t me but see the prisoner ! 
Gov. No ! 

Jos. He hath 

Secrets of State — papers in which 

Gov. {interrupting), I know — 

Such was his message to Count Baradas ; 

Doubtless the Count will see to it. 
Jos. {aside). The Count.' 

Then not a hope ! {aloud) You shall 

Gov. * Betray my trust ! 

Never — not one word more. You heard me, jailer I 
Jos. What can be done 1 Distraction ! 

Dare you refuse the Church her holiest rights 1 
Gov. I refuse nothing — I obey my orders. 
Jos. And sell your country to her parricides ! 

Oh, tremble yet — Richelieu 

Gov. Begone ! 

Jos Undone! [£r/^ Joseph, r. d. p. 

Gov. A most audacious shaveling — interdicted 

Above all others by the Count. 
Jailer. Oh, by the way, that troubleeomo young fellow, 
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Who calls himself the prisoner Huguet's son, 
Is here again — ^implores, weeps, rayes to see him. 
Gov. Poor youth, I pity him ! 

Enter De BERnrouEN, foUowed by Francois, b. d. f. 

Db Ber. (to Fran90is'). Now, prithee, friend, 

Let yo my cloak ; yon really discompose me. 
Fran, (r.) No ! they will drive me hence j my father ! Oh ! 

Let me but see hiui once — but once— one moment I 
De Ber. (/oQovbrnor). Your 8ervant,.Messire; this poor rascal, Hugiiet, 

Has sent to see the Count de Baradas, 

Upon State secrets, that afflict his conscience. 

The Count can't leave his Majesty an instant ; 

I am his proxy. 
Gov. (u c). The Count's word is law. {beckons Jailbb to un- 

lock L. D. F. 

Again, young scapegrace ! How com'st thou admitted 1 
DrBer. (k. c.)- Oh! a most filial fellow; Huffuet'sson! 

I found liim whimpering in the court below. 

I pray his leave to say good bye to father, 

Before that very long, unpleasant journey, 

Father's about to take. 
Gov. The Count's 

Commands are strict. No one must visit Huguet 

Without his passport. 
De Ber. Here it is ! {shows a paper) Pshaw ! nonsense ! 

I'll be your surety. See, my Cerberus, 

He is no Hercules ! 
Gov. Well, you're responsible. 

Stand there, friend. If, when you come out, my Lord, 

The youth slip in, 'tis your faulL 
De Ber. So it is ! 

[Exit, L. D. ¥., followed by the Jailbb. 
Gov. Be calm, my lad. Don't fret so. I had once 

A father, too ! I'll not be hard upon you. 

And so stand close. I must not see you enter. 

You understand ? 

Re-enter Jailbb, l. d. f. 

Come, we'll go our rounds ; 
I'll give you just one quarter of an hour ; 
And if my lord leave first, make my excuse. 
Yet Slay, the gallery's long and dark ; jio sentry 
Until we reach the gate below. He'd best 
Wait till I come. If he should lose the way. 
We may not be in call. 
Fran. I'll tell him, sir. 

[Exeunt Govbbnor and Jaileb, b. 
He's a wise son that knoweth his own father. 
I've forged a precious one ! So far, so well ! 
Alas ! what then 1 this wretch hath sent to Baradas — 
Will sell the scroll to ransom life. Oh, Heaven ! 
On what a thread hangs hope ! {listens at door^ l.) 

Loud words— a cry ! (^o^ through 
the key-hole.) 
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They struggle ! Ho — the packet ! {iriei to open the door.) 

Lost 1 He has it — 
The Courtier has it — Hu2uet, spite his chains, 
Grapples I — well done ! Now — now ! (draws back.) 

The gallery's long — 
And this is left us ! {drawing dtigger^ and atanditig behind r. door.) 

Re-enter T>^ BERXxronEN, with the packet. 

Victory ! {passes off at r. d. f.) Yield it, robber! (following him) 
Yield it— or die! {a short stftsggie, without.) 
DrBbr. [without.) Off! ho !— there ! 

SCENE 11. — The King's closet at the Louvre. A suite of rootns in perspec- 
tive at one side. 

Enter Baradab and Orleans, k. c. 

Bar. (r.). -All smiles I the Cardinal's swoon of yesterday 

Heralds his death to-day. 

And yet, should this accurs'd De Mauprat 

Have given our packet to another — 'Sdeath 1 

I dare not think of it 1 
Orleans (l.). You*ye sent to search him. 

Bar. Sent, sir, to search 1 — that hii-eling hands may find 

Upon him, naked, with its broken seal. 

That scroll, whose every word is death ! No— no— 

These hands alone must clutch that awful secret. 

I dare not leave the palace, night or day, ' 

While Richelieu lives — ^his minions — creatures — spies — 

Not one must reach the King ! 
Orleans. What hast thou done ? 

Bar. Summon'd De Mauprat hither. 
Orleans. Could this Huguet, 

Who pray'd thy presence with so fierce a fervor, 

Have thieved the scroll 1 
Bar. Huguet was housed with us, 

The very moment we dismiss'd the courier. 

It cannot be ! a stale trick for reprieve. 

But, to make sure, I've sent our trustiest friend 

To see and sift him. Hist — here comes the King. 

How fare you, Sire 1 

Enter Louis, followed by Pages, and Court, l. o. 
■ 
Louis. In the same mind. I have 

Decided ! Yes, he would forbid your presence. 
My brother — yours, my friend — then Julie, too ! 
Thwarts— braves^Hlefies — {suddenly turning to Baradas We make 

you Minister. 
Gaston, for you — ^the baton of our armies, 
You love me, do you noti 
Orleans. Oh, love you, Sire? 

{aside) Never so much as now. {retires, l. u. e., Oourtibrs sur- 
round him.) 
Bar. May I deserve 

Your trust {aside) until you sign your abdication. 
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(aloud ) My liege, bat one way left to dannt de Mauprat,. 

And Julie to divorce. We must prepare 

The death-warrant ; what, tho' sign'd and seal*d 1 we can 

Withhold the enforcement. 
Louis. Ah, you may prepare it ; 

We need not urge it to effect. 
Bab. Exactly ! 

No haste, my liege, {looking at his toateh, and aside) He may live 
one hour longer. 

Miter Page, l. u. e. 

Page. The Lady Julie, Sire, implores an audience. 
Louis. Aha! repentant of her folly I Well, 

Admit her. [Exit, Page, l. u. b. 

Bar. Sire, she comes for Mauprat's pardon, 

And the conditions 

Louis. You are Minister— 

We leave to you our answer. 

As JuLiB enters l. u. b., the CAPTAiif of the Abcherb enters b. door, and 

whispers Babadas. 

Capt, The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 
Bab. {aside). Now the dispatch. 

[Exit with Offices, r. 
Julie (l. c). My liege, you sent for me. I come where grief 

Should come when guiltless, while the name of King 

Is holy on the earth ! Here, at the feet 

Of Power, I kneel for mercy. 
Louis iu* c.). Mercy, Julie, 

Is an affair of state. The Cardinal should 

In this be your interpreter. 
Julie. Alas ! 

I know not if that^mij^hty spirit now 

Stoop to the things of earth. Nay, while I speak. 

Perchance he hears the orphan by the throne 

Where Kings themselves need pardon ! 0, my liege, 

Be father to the fatherless ; in you 

Dwells my last hope. 

Enter Babadas, r. 

Bab , {aside). He has not the dispatch ; 

Smird, while we searched, and braves me — Oh ! 
Louis {ffcntfy). What woald*8t thou 1 

Julie. A single life. You reign o*er millions. What 

Is one man's life to you 1 — ^and yet to tne 

'Tis France — 'tis earth— *tis everything — a life — 

A human life — my husband's ! 
Louis {aside^. Speak to her, 

I am not marble Give her hope — or — {retires; speaks to Oblbams 
and Courtiers.) 
Bar. Madam, 

Vex not your King, whose heart, too soft for Justice, 

Leaves to his ministers the solemn charge. 
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Julie. You wire his friend. 

Bar. I teas before I loved thee. 

Julie. Loved me! 

Bab. Hush, Julie ; could*st thou inisiDterpret 

My acts, thoughts, motives, nay, my very words, 

Here — in this palace 1 
JuLiB. Now I know I'm mad ; 

Even that memory fail'd me. 
Bab. I am young, * 

Well-born and brave as Mauprat — for thy sake 

I peril what he has not — fortune — power ; 

All to great souls most dazzling. I alone 

Can save thee from yon tyrant, now my puppet I 

Be mine : annul the mockery of this marriage, 

And on the day I clasp thee to my breast 

De Mauprat shall be free. 
JuLiB. Thou durst not speak 

Thus in hia ear. ( poirUmg to Louis) Thou double traitor ! tremble. 

I will unmask thee. 
Bab. I will say thou ravest. 

And see this scroll ! its lettei-s shall be blood t 

Go to the King, count with me word for word ; 

And while you pray the life — I write the sentence ! 
JuLiB. Stay, stay ! (ruahing tj the Kino) You have a kind and princely 
heart, 

Tho* sometimes it is silent ; you were bom 

To power — ^it has not flushed you ii^to madness. 

As it doth meaner men. Banish my husband — 

Dissolve our marriage — cast me to that grave 

Of human ties, where hearts congeal to ice, 

In the dark convent's everlasting winter — 

(Surely eno' for justice — hate — revenge) — 

But spare this life, thus lonely, scathed, and bloomless ; 

And when thou stand'st for judgment on thine own, 

The deed shall shine beside thee as an angel. 
Louis {much affected), Qo, go, to Baradas ; aifhul thy marriage. 

And 

Julie {anxiously^ and watching hi$ countenance). Be his bride ! 
Louis. Yes ! 

Julie. Oh thou sea of shame. 

And not one star ! 

I7ie King goes up the stage, and passes through the suite of rooms at the sidf^ 
in evident emotion. Exeunt "KvsQ and Coubt, r. u. e. 

Bab. Well, thy election, Julie j 

This hand — his grave ? 

JuLiB. His grave ! and I 

Bab. Can save him. 

Swear to be mine. 
Julie. That were a bitterer death 1 

A vaunt, thou tempter. I did ask his life • 

A boon, and not the barter of dishonor. 

The heart can break, and scorn you ; wreck your malice ; 

Adrien and I will leave you this sad earth. 

And pass together hand in hand to Heaven 1 
Bab. You have decided. 
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Beckons in Captaik, w/m enters r.; Baradab tchiapera to him and he goet 

off quickly^ r. 

Listen to me, Lady ; 
I am no base intriguer. I adored thee 
From the first glance of those inspiring eyes ; 
With thee entwined ambition, hope, the future. 
/ will not lose ihee ! I can place thee nearest — 
Ay, to the throne — nay, on the throne, perchance ; 
My star is at its zenith. Look upon me ; 
Hast thou decided 1 
Julie. No, no ; you can see 

How weak I am ; be human, sir — one moment. 

Baradas siampa hiafoot^ Ds Mauprat ia brought on guarded^ b. ; Guards 

range r. 

Bar. Behold thy husband ! Shall he pass to death, 

And know thou could'st have saved hiiu 1 
Julie, (l.). Adrien, speak. 

But say you wish to live ! if not, your wife, 

Your slave — do with me as you will, {crosses to him,) 
De Mau. (r. '. Ob, think, my Julie, 

Life, at the best, is short — ^but love immortal ! 

Bar. {taking Julie' a hand). Ah, loveliest 

Jdlib. Go, that touch has made me iron. 

JFe have decided (etnbracing Mauprat) — death ! 
Bar. (to De Mauprat). Now say to whom 

Thou gavest the packet, and thou yet shall live. 
De Mau. IMl tell thee nothing. 
Bar. Hark — the rack ! 

De Mau. Thy penance 

For ever, wretch ! What rack is like the conscience 7 
Bar. (giving the writ to the Officer, «?/w i« r.c.). Hence, to the heads- 
man! {the doors are thrown open, c. The Huissier announces 
" His Eminence the Cardinal Dulce de Richelieu.") 

Unter Richelieu, r. c, attended hy Pages, etc., pale, feeble, and leaning on 
JoBKPH, followed by three Srcbetaries of State, attended by Sub- 
Secretaries with papers^ etc. 

Julie {rushing to Richelieu). You live — you live — and Adrien shall 

not die ! 
Rich. Not if an old man's prayers, himself near death, 

Can ausht avail thee, daughter ! Count, you now 

Hold what I held on earth — one boon, my Lord, 

This soldier's life. 
Bar. The stake — my head — you said it, 

I cannot lose one trick. Remove your prisoner, 
Julie (r. of Richelieu). No ! no ! 

Enter LoviB from r. u. e., attended by Cojtrt. 

Rich, (to OppICER^ Stay, sir, one moment. My good liege, 

Your worn out servant, willinjj, Sire, to spare you 
Some pain of conscience, would forestall your wishes. ' ^ 
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I do resign my office., 
Omnes. You ! 

JuLiB. All's over ! 

Rich. My end draws near. These sad ones, Sire, I io?e them. 

1 do not ask his life ; but suffer justice 

To halt, until I can dismiss his soul, 

Charged with an old man's blessing. 
Louis (r. c). Surely ! 

(Db Mauprat goet behind, to the l. of Bichblibu.. 

Bar. {on the a. of the Kino). Sire 

Louts. Silence— small fa?or to a dying servant. 
Bicu. Yoii would consign your armies to the baton 

Oi' your most honored brother. Sire, so be it ! 

Your Minister, the Count de Baradas ; 

A most sagacious choice ! Your Secretaries 

Of State attend me, Sire, to render up 

The ledgers of a realm. I do beseech you, 

Suffer these noble gentlemen to learn 

The nature of the glorious task that waits them, 

Here, in thy presence. 
Louis. Yon say well, my Lord. 

Approach, sirs, (to Secretaries, at he seatt himself Pages place 
a chair for the Ki.no, k. c.) 
Ricn. I — I — faint — air — air! (Joseph and a Qbntlb- 

MAN ass'at him to a chau\ placed by Pages, l. c.) 

I thank you — 

Draw near, my children. 
Bar. {aside). He's too weak to question. 

Nay, scarce to speak ; all's safe. 

Julie kneeling beeide the Cardinal ; the Officer of the Guard behind 
Mauprat. Joseph near Richelieu, watching the King. Louis 
seated r. c. Baradas at the back of the Kino's chair, anxious and 
disturbed. Orleans at a greater distance^ careless and triumpJutnt. As 
each Sec RET ART advances in his tum^ he takes the portfolios from the 
Sub-Secretaries. 



First Sec. {kucfling). The affairs of Portugal. 

Most urgent, Sire. ( gives a paper) One short month since the Duke 

Braganza was a rebel. 
Louis. And is still ! 

> irst Sec. No, Sire, he has succeeded! He is now 

. Crown'd King of Portugal — craves instant succor 

Against the arms of Spain. 
Louis. We will not grant it 

Against his lawful King. Eh, Count ? 
Bar. No, Sire. 

First Sec But Spain's your deadliest foe ; whatever 

Can weaken Spain must strengthen France. The Cardinal 

Would send the succors — {solemnly) — balance. Sire, of Europe I 
{gives another paper.) 
Louis. The Cardinal — ^balance I We'll consider — Eh, Count f 
Bar. Yes, Sire—foil back. 
First Sec {rises). But— 

Bab. Oh ! fall back sir. (Secubtart bows 

and retires,) 
Jos. Humph ! 
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SiecoxD Sbc. {advances and kneeh). The afl&irs of England, Sire, most 
urgent, {gives paper) Charles 
The First has lost a battle that decides 
One half his realm — craves moneys, Sire, and saccor. 

Louis. He shall have both. £b, Baradas 7 

Bar. Ves, Sire. 

(^nside) Oh that dispatch ! — ray veins are fire ! 

Rich. ( feebly, hut with great distinctness). My liege — 
Forgive me — Charles's cause is lost. A man, 
Named Cromwell, risen — a great man — your succor 
Wou'd fail — your loans be squandered ! Paiise— reflect. 

Louis. Reflect. Eh, Baradas 1 

Bar. Reflect, Sire. 

Jos. Humph ! 

Louis (aside), I half repent I No successor to Richelieu ! 
Round me thrones totter — dynasties dissolve — 
The soil he guards alone escapes the earthquake ! 

Jos. (to RicHBLiBU). Our star not yet eclipsed — you mark the King ? 
Oh ! had we the dispatch ! 

JBnter a Page, l. u. b. 

Rich. Ah ! — Joseph ! — Child — 

Would I could help thee ! 

[Paob whispers Joseph, who exits hastily^ l. u. b. 
Bar. {to Secretart). Sir, fall back! 

Second Sec {rises). But 

Bar. Pshaw, sir !^ 

[Second Secretart hows and retires^ l. c. 
Third Sec {mysteriously^ kneels). The sfcret correspondence, Sire, most 
urgent — 
Accounts of spies — deserters — heretics — 
Assassins — poisoners — schemes against yourself I {gives paper. 
Secretary rises.) 
Louis. Myself! — most urgent! {the Kino seizes that paper and drops the 
others.) 

Be-enter Joseph with Francois, whose pourpoint is streaked with Hood, 
Francois passes behind the Cardinal's Attendants, and, sheltered 
hy them from the sight of Baradas, etc., falls at Richelibu*8 feet. 

Fran. (l. of Richelieu). My Lord I 

I have not fail'd. {gives the packet.) 
Rich. Hush ! (looking at the contents.) 

Third Sec. (to King). Sire, the Spaniards 

Have reinforced their army on the frontiers. 

The Due de Bouillon 

Rich. Hold I In this department — 

A paper — ^here, Sire — read yourself — then take 

The Count's advice on't. {the King takes the paper and goes l.) 

£nter Ds Beringhbv, l. u. s., hastily, and draws aside Baradas, and 

whispers. 

Bar. {bursting from De Beringhen). What I and reft it from thee! 

Ha ! — hold ! {goitig towards the King). 
Job. (l. 0.). Fall back, son, it is your turn now 1 
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Louis (reading^ pacing the stage from l. io r.). To Bouillon — and signd*d 
Orleans — 

Baradas, too ! — leagne with oar foes of Spain — 

Lead our Italian armies — what ! to Paris ! 

Capture the King — my health requires repose — 

Make me subscribe my proper abdication — 

Orleans, my brother, Regent ! Saints of Heaven ! 

These are the men 1 loved ! (Richelieu falU back.) 
Jos. See to the Cardinal ! 

Bau. (r c.)- He's dying— and I shall yet dupe the Kin^! 
LoDis {tniehmg io Richrlieu). Richelieu! — Lord Cardinal ! — "tis /fesign. 

Reign thou ! 
Jos. {behind the chair), Alas ! too late — be faints ! 
LuDis (r. 0/ Richelieu). Reign, Richelieu! 

Rich (feebly). With absolute power? 

Louis. Most absolute ! Oh ! live I 

If not for me — for France ! 
Rich France ! 

Louis Oh I this treason ! 

The army — Orleans — Bouillon — Heavens ! — the Spaniard ! 

Where will they be next week 1 
Rich, (starting up, seizing the paper and throwing it on the ground). Tliere, 
— at my feet! (to First and Second Secretart) 

Ere the clock strike — the Envoys have their answer I 

\Exit Secretaries, l. u. e. 

(^0 Third Secretary, with a ring) This to De Chavigny — he knows 
the rest — 

No need of parchment here — ^he must not halt 

For sleep — for food — In mg name — Mine ! — he will 

Arrest the Due de Bouillon at the bead 

Of his army ! (Exit Third Secretary, l. u. b.) Ho, there. Count 
de Baradas, 

Thou hast lost the stake ! Away with him ! [as the Q cards <^en, 
Baradas />aMf< through the line. Exeunt, l ) Ha I ha ! — 
{snatching De Mauprat s death-warrant frotn the Officer as he passes) 

See here, De Mauprat's deatb-writ, Julie I 

Pjjrchment for battledores ! Embrace your husband — 

At last the old man blesses you ! 
Julie (l. c). 0, joy ! 

You are saved ; you live — I hold you in these arms. 

De Mac Never to part 

Julie. No — ^never, Adrien — ^never ! 

Locis. (peevishly^ r. c). One moment makes a startling cure. Lord Car- 
dinal. 
Rich. Ay, Sire, for in one moment there did pass 

Into this wither^ frame the might of France ! — 

My own dear France — I have thee yet — I have saved thee ! 

I clasp thee still ! — it was thy voice that call'd me 

Back from the tomb ! — What mistress like our country 1 
Louis. For Mauprat's pardon— well ! But Julie — Richelieu, 

Leave me one thing to love ! 
Rich. A subject's luxury ! 

Yet if you must love somethinir. Sire — love me! 
Louis {smiling in spite of hiinself). Fair proxy for a young fresh Demoi- 
selle ! 
Rich. Your heart speaks for ray clients. Kneel, my childr<»n ; 

Thank your Kini^. (Richelieu jd^tm^a tip t\e stage ; r^^ Court bow.) 
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Julie. Ah, tears like these, my liege. 

Are dews that mount to Heaven. 
Louis. Rise — rise — be happy, (retires,) 

(Richelieu comes forward and beckons to De Bekinghen.) 
De Brr. (faiferinglt/fTu), My Lord — you are — moatliappily — recover'd 
Rich. But you are pale, dear Beringiien ; — this air 

Suits not your dehcate frame— I lonsj have thought so ; — 

Sleep not another night in Paris. Qo — 

Or else your precious life may be in danger. 

Leave France, dear Beringhen ! 
De Ber. St. Denis travelled without his head. 

I'm luck^r than St. Denis. [Exit Ds BBBiiraHBN, R. 

Rica, {to Orleanb). For you repentance— absence — and confession ! 

[Exit Orleans, r. 
[to Francois, who is r. c.) Never say fail ngain. Brave boy ! [to Josspn, 
crosses to c.) He'll be — 

A Bishop first. 

Joa, (r. c). Ah, Cardinal 

Rich, (c.)- Ah, Joseph I {theKwaadvaneeSfB.. c.) 

{to Louis, as De Mauprat and Julie converse apart) 

See, my liege — see thro' plots and counterplots — 

Thro' gain and loss — thro' glory and disgace — 

Along the plains, where passionate Discord rears 

Eternal Babel — still the holy Ftream 

Of human happiness glides on ! 
Louis. And must we 

Thank for thai also— K)ur Prime Minister 1 
Rich. No— let us own it : — there is One above 

Sways the harmonious mystery of the world, 

Even better than prime ministers : — 

Thus ends it. 
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PRE FA CE. 



Many years ago this Drama was re-written from an earlier play by the aame An* 
thor, called ** The Sea Captain/* the first idea of which was suggested by a striking 
situation in a novel by M. A. Dumas Le CapUaine Paul). The Author withdrew 
** The Sea Captain *' from the stage (and even from printed publication), while it had 
not lost such degree of favor as the admirable acting of Mr. Macready chiefly con- 
tributed to obtain for it ' intending to replace it before the public with some import- 
ant changes in the histrionic cast, and certain slight alterations in the conduct of 
the story. But the alterations once commenced, became so extensive in character, 
diction and even in revision of plot, that a new play gradually rose from the foun- 
dations of the old one. The task thus undertaken, being delayed by other demands 
upon time jind thought, was scarcely completed when Mr. Macready's retirement 
trom his profession suspended the Author's literary connection with the stage, and 
** The Rightful Heir " has remained in tranquil seclusion till this year, when he 
submits his appeal to the proper tribunal ; sure, that if he fail of a favorable hear- 
ing, it will not be the fault of the friends who take part in his cause and act in his 
behalf. 



'JHB RIQU F(7L URlli. 



SCENERY. 

ACT I.--8oKinB I.— CMtle Ruins in 4th groovea. 



Tree. : 



WaU. 



Door. I 



WrU. 



Set 



Wall. 



Arch<!oor. 



On flat, view of the sea ; l. side, diib and castle ; set wall, rained, 10 to 12 feet 
high, along Sd grooves and l. 1 and 2 e.; open archway i>. 1 x. set : low set wall b. 2 k.; 
a heap of set stones up c, to aid effect of picture : a set tree up b. c. ; sky sinks and 
borders ; curtain for covering the change of scene : dark velvet, heavily fringed and 
bordered deeply with gold, in two parts, to draw up and to each side ; with coat of 
arms, royal English white lion and red grilfin guarding shield and crown, in tapes- 
try ; over date in old English, 1688. 

ScKMX IL— Castle gardens in 5th grooves. 



C ; 



Sea. 



: D Lime- 
: O light. 



: [] F 



Platform. : 




B 



F(] . 
Archway. . 



Steps. 



[1 



I Beat. 



E : 



E 



F [] 



On flat foregrotind, dark blue sea, blending with the canvas down in u. k. ; nppei 
two-thirds light -, bright sky ; l. side, d., set wall of castle in u. e. ; 8 e., set wal 
with open archway ; 1st and 2d grooves wings, walls ; all this side is dark ; b. sida 
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C-, set wall continuing the castle, supposed to be off r. 1 and 2 e/s ; the set end w;ai 
a cliff, running down into the sea ; b. i and 3 e., set platform, reached by broad steps, 
■iz feet above stage level ; A, a box, with large box-wood tree, trimmed into fantas- 
tic shape in the fashion of the Elixabethan age; n. 2 groove wing, tree, run in to 
mask end of platform ; B., a fountain, plajring in an oval basin ; in front of the 
b^sin, a half-rin; of canvas down, covered with flowers and moss ; £ E, two can- 
vases, coveted with flowers, for flower-beds; a garden seat to b. 1 ; F, F, F, F, stat- 
ues, thiee-quarter life size ; the ux^per pair kneftlin g satyrs, the front pair nymphs 
exect ; limelight x.. u. b., lighting up b. side. 

ACT n.— Soexb I.— Interior, in 2d grooves; Gothic axchitecture ; b. on f., wide 
hearth, with eail*s coronet and shield on the keystone ; b. on p., i>ortrait of man, 
half length, to resemble the personator of Vtvtak in face ; the painting on flat 
makes the stage seem to be part of the chamber thereon represented ; oiwn r. and 
L. ; table and three chairs on at o., table has blue cloth, corded with gold and 
trimmed with red fringe ; chairs have an old English H, surmounted by a coronet, 
in dead gold, on the back, inside. 

ScBKB II. — C!ourt-yard and Castle. Exterior, in 5th grooves. 



t 



Trap 
open. 



-WalL 



Flatfonn. 



Open. 



Tree 



n c 



[J c 



Backinp^. 

Liiylit 
I 0-)ca I . . . . 
archway. 



Steps. 



Open. 



[] c 
Creasot or beacon-basket on wing. 




Sky on flat ; the lower two-thirds is hidden by the set walla b. in 4th grooves, and 
in 9d grooves, o. to l. ; i>. side, S e., backing of wall, to large open archway in 3 g. 
set 1 and 2 b. dosed in ; small open archway in l. 1 b. set ; dark, except i>. 3 e., 
where there is a light; b. 8ide3 and 4e., castle wall, ending in cliff over the sea; open 
trap, for the ditch, between platform (ten feet above stage level) and set wall ; steps 
to platform 2 e. ; wings are walls ; sky sinks and borders ; C, C, C, C, cannon on 
block carriages, the front pair pointed at each other, the upper pair pointed ficont ; 
tree up b. of o., reaches to top of waUs. 

ACT nL— SoEME I.— Rocky landscape, sea and cliff, in 2d grooves ; flat to roll up ; 
view of sea, i^ side ; cliff running out over the water; all of 2 e. to sink and canry 
down the set rocks built up on it ; along Ist grooves, low flat of rocks, to sink ; sky 
sink and borders ; trees and rooks for wings ; sunset effect by limelight, x- u. K. 

Sobite n.— Same as Act II., Scene II. ; sunset effect l. r. k. ; stage dark. 

ACT rv. ScEMX I.— Same as Act II., Scene L ; table and chairs not on; a chair 

and a settee !• 
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ScBHE U.-<;iiif and Sea, in 4th groove:^. 



20 ft. Platform. : 

O A 

Steps. : 

IStt. Platform. ': 

* 
■ 

• ••••••••••••••a * 

• 

Step*. : 



Moon. 



Platform, : 
8 feet high. : 



Open. 



Profile Rocks. 



Platform, S feet above | B | 
stage leveL » ' 



Profile Rocks. 



Steps to platform. 



Bteps 



Steps. 



Limelight for moonlight, l. u. x. ; sea on flat, with full moon at o. ; the wing nm 
in on 4th groove, b., is a profile edge of cliffy by having a piece stand oat half way 
up its height, the piece will seem to be the base of another cliff, still further oat in 
the sea ; L, side, rocky cliii; covering in all ; 1 s., set steps, leading from off down 
upon stage ; sky wings, except l. 1 g., which is rocks; b. side, a series of rocks, 
forming steps and platforms ; all praotioable ; A, a tree on the platform edge, joined 
to a piece facing the platform, so that, on Ytvyan seizing it, his weight brings it 
down, forces it to draw the piece joining it to L., and deposits him in open trap o., 
in 3 s. ; B, a trap-net Oied in this scene. 



A First movement ; tree describes segment of ciixde. 
' A 



Tree. 



Cliff- 
pieoe. 




B The weight brings the cliff-piece forward. 



Second movement ; tree and cliff- 
piece drop Vtvtan into trap. 



Stage line. 



rap. 
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ACT Y.— ScEKE I.— Same as Aot IV., Scene II. ; Trap B (see Act IV., Scene II.i 
is open ; dark. 

Scene II. — Interior, in lat grooves ; deep sink, rafters and ceiling ; window b. o. in 
r. open ; two chairs. 

Scene III. -Hall in 5th grooves; closed in b. and x.. ; upper s. gallery to bear 
weight of spectators ; large archway in its front, 4th grooves ; l. 2 e., dais, with can- 
opy over ; royal arms behind chair ; table i*. c. ; arch b. 3 e. ; bannerets hung from 
wall ; stained glass window in flat. 



COSTUMES. 



YTTZAV.^Act I. : Black hard telt hat, four or five inches high in the crown, with a 
white ostrich feather ; steel gorget, polished ; three yards lung scarlet sach, 
■is inches wide, fringed with gold at the end, from left shoulder to right hip, 
tied behind, with louse ends ; buff leather jerkin, sleeveless : belt around waist ; 
rapier, black and stool sheath, cut steel hilt ; doublet and loose bx«eches of 
slate blue, striped up and down with black cord on the doublet, striped in 
eheoron on the breeches ; buff boots pulled up to above the knee ; small satchel 
of buff leather, himg on right side, with dagger under it ; short curl black wig, 
rather short ; moustache and imperial ; make-up atter pictures of Essex, Ral-> 
eigb or Drake. Act Il.^Sceru I. : Gorget and jerkin removed. Scene U, . Red 
Bcarf ; sword like the other, in similar sheath, for throwing aside. Act 111. and 
IV,: Same as last; hat, no sword. Act V. : Half armor; helmet, with vizor 
to close ; white plume ; blue sash ; stcel<plated gauntlets, right band one to be 
thrown on stage ; high russet boots ; thigh armor in plates. 

Gbst de Malpas.— Face made up for pale, cold, x^Msionless expression, iirematurely 
aged ; moustache and imperial. Act J. : Brown doublet, striped with yellow 
card ; slate-colored tights ; shoos. Scene 11. : Same ; fur cloak, with hanging 
sleeves ; flat cap ; cane. Ad, V. : Same as first dress ; cane. 

Wbxckltite.— Black wig, long loose hair; moustache, with flowing ends; chin 
beaid ; scar across right eyebrow and cheekbone ; steel cap ; long, nanow 
mantle of dark glazed sea-green water-proof, worn cnrelessly over one arm 
and about the body ; short cutlass ; brace of brass-mounted pistols stuck m 
belt; arms bare to the elbow; seaman's sleeveless jacket worn loosely over a 
breast-plate, tamiishcd* 

GoDnuBT Sethour.— Old man ; white wig and moustache * black velvet skull-cap ; 
red velvet doublet, with hanging sleeves, trimmed with gold lace ; slate-col- 
ored tights ; velvet shoes. 

'BmMJJWQB.T.—Act J. : Handsome suit, blue and gold ; sword : blue velvet round cap, 
with white plume russet boots drawn up to above the knee. Act V. : Ked 
and black doublet ; red tights ; black velvet shoes ; long dark mantle, with 
sleeves, trimmed deeply with ermine ; face i>ale. 

Falkvbb.— Plumed hat ; back and broast-platos • sword ; high boots. 

Habdivo.— Like Falkner, with variation in oolor of his doublet sleeves, of feather 
of his hat, etc. 

Alton.— Long white beard ; white wig; dark cowl and long gown. Act V. : Skull- 
cap; staff. 

Habsdek.— Long white hair, white moustache and chin beard; handsome laced 
suit ; doublet; trunk hose; velvet shoes, slashed and puffed ; long white staff, 
with gilt coronet on top. 
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BlRVANT.--Oray livery, turned up'with orange. 

SAiiiOBa. - In Ouemsey shirts, with belts supporting cutlasses and pistols; high 
boots ; jackets gathered in at the waist by sashes ; tights and shoes. 

BxBTANTB. — Like first servant. 

Cleok to Setmoub.— In black. 

Halbbodixrs.— Steel caps; back, breast and thigh plates; boots; halbexds for 
them. 

ViLLAORRS.— As nsoal. 

LADTMoNTREVUiiiE— Fair-haired; make up after portraiasof Queen Elisabeth: 
if the ruff does not look becomingly, have a deep ruffled lace collar open in 
front ; jewelled stomacher ; bodice cut square at the bosom ; with lace let in ; 
▼elvet b3ly and skirt, with deep border Jewelled cross to long necklace ; ear- 
rings; wedding-ring ; yelvet band, with jewelled beading, on th(> head, just 
behind the front puffs of the hair. Ad V.: Bark velvet skirt aiid body ; the 
bodice faced in the front with white lace, ohiased with violet braid. 

EvBLiKE.— Hair puffed in front, and in loose ringlets in a bunch at back of head ; 
string of x>earls three time3 around the neck, ending in locket and cross ; blue 
body and skirt ; skirt opens in front and shows white under-skirt ; trimmed 
with gold cord. Ad V. : White satin dress ; face pale, with the white on the 
cheeks to come off and show color under, at a touch of hand dampened by a 
breath. 

V1LX.AOE Q1BI.S.— As usual. 

Waitihg Womsm fob Ladt MoirrBETiLLB.— As usuaL 



PROPERTIES, {See Scenery). 

Act I. —Scent T. : Spade ; coin for Vyvtah ; weapons for sailors. Scene II. : A hand- 
ful of flowers for Evslike to enter with, ready b. 1 e. : cane for Malpas. 
Act II.— Scene I. : Table and three chairs ; on table a two-handled silver goblet ; 
cups and plates of firuit for three. Scene II. : Four cannon in block carriages, 
not to be touched ; a cresset or beacon basket, at end ot a rod, hung out ttom. 
s. I E. ; sheet of {minted paper, foolscap size. Ad HI. — Scene I.: Staff; roll 
of M8S. tied up, fbr Alton. Scene II. : Sword hilt in sheath, for Vtwan to 
throw aside. Ad IV.-Scene L : MSB. roU, as in Act IIL, Scene I., for Vtv- 
TAN to enter with, ready r. Scene IT. : Profile miniature ship, to work from 
R. to L. u. E. line. Ad V.—Scene I. : Canes, as before, for Malpab and Altow. 
Scene II, • Salver ; gold cup, jewelled ; letter, with sealed silk band, to -be 
opened on stage •, handful of flowers for Eveline to enter €lth, ready n. 
Scene III Table; chairs; quills, inkdishes, paper, books, on tablo; halberds 
for Halberdiers. 



TIME OF PLAYING-TWO HOURS AND FORTY-FIVE ttlNXJTES. 



J^rOTE, 

The few '* enta ** BXe marked by enclosure between qnotations, as " 
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STORY OF TBE PLAY. 

Sbvbbal yean previoua to the opening of the drama, very few of England's proud 
and wealthy noblee oould boaat of a fairer name, broader hinds, or a more ancient 
pedigree than the Earl of Dartford. Left early in years a widower, his entire aifec- 
tion was centered upon an only daughter, the Lady Qeraldine, for whom he destined 
a brilliant and powerful alliance. It so happened, however, that attached to the 
Earl's household was a young page, who, though his origin was somewhat lowly as 
compared with that of those by whom he was surrounded, oould fairly boast of a 
comely form combined with intellect, gentleness, and courage. Despite the differ- 
ence in rank, constant association brought about a unity of sentiment between the 
handsome page and the fair Geraldine, which speedily ripened into love, and was 
hallowed by a secret marriage. Their meetings remained undetected for some time, 
until one unfortunate evening, when a kinsman of the Earl's tracked the bridegroom 
to the lady's chamber. As ill news speeds apace so sped the kinsman to his noble 
relative witb the fevrful intelligence of his child's presumed dishonor. 

With all the direful anger of a ruined house maddening his actions, the Earl, 
seising his sword, hastened to bis daughter's apartment, and forcing the door which 
was barred against his entrance, was prepared to inflict instant death upon the cause 
of his disgrace. But no culprit was there to meet his angry gase ; no one upon 
whom he could wreak his deadly vengeance— the only occupant of the chamber was 
his daughter, and she lay senseless upon the floor. But the wide opened easement 
told a tale that could deceive no one. Whoever had been there previously had by 
that means made his escape, hoping to save the lady's honor; only, however, to 
meet a certain death. The chamber was situated in the highest part of the castle, 
overlooking a long and steep descent of rooks, down which it was highly dangerous 
to pass with the best possible assistance— without it, fatal. The morning told the 
tale ; the page's body whs discovered at the foot of the rocks, fearfully mangled ; a 
hasty midnight burial soon concealed his shattered remains and hid the bride's 
secret from the outer world. 

After a few days of continued insensibility, a child was bom, which was speedily 
removed to the shelter of Alton, the Earl's priest, and who being entirely depen- 
dent upon his noble patron, was easily bound to inviolable secrecy. The only 
wonder is that the infant was not destroyed, and thus all traces of the presumed 
crime obliterated. Fate, however, willed otherwise. The Lady Geraldine recovered* 
and often visited the priest's abode to bless and caress her offspring, and she placed 
in the holy man's keeping every proof that might at some future pwiod be requisite 
to substantiate the inCsnt's claims. But as the progress of time wears off the keen 
edge of sorrow, so fared it with the Lady Oeraldine. 

A lordly suitor came— ambition was grafted in her mind and soon brought forth 
its fruits ; and forced by the surrounding circumstances of a haughty and threaten- 
ing father, and the entreaties of a wily kinsman, she stifled a mother's feelings, for- 
sook her chml, and became the wife of the Earl of Muntreville. New ties produced 
new affections, and the second nuptials brought another son, for whom the mother's 
love became warmer and more enduring than for her flrst-bom. The poor priest, 
alarmed at the change, and fearing the direst results if his secret was divulged, ob- 
served the strictest silence, and continued for years to rear as one of his own, the 
infant entrusted to his care, until at a youthful age, the boy was enticed on board a 
vessel which happened tu touch upon the coast, and borne away. This, however, 
was not the work of chance, but was really accomplished by the designs of a poor 
cousin of the family, Sir Grey de Malpas, who hoped some future day to obtain pos- 
s<^88ion of the title and estates. At his instigation, Wrecklyffle, who had lost the 
• fortune and position of a gentleman, and mixed himself up in piratical pursuits, 
sought the hamlet where the priest resided, and by his rough yet gallant bearingi 
BO well adapted for winning the admiration of a youth of spirit, and his stozias of 
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danger, enterpriae, and wealth soon secured a strong hold over his intended priae, 
and induced him to board his Teasel and join in a cruise to the regiona of affluence 
he had depicted. 

Days aftorwards, when &r at aea, the true character of the ahip was revealed. 
The pirate*B flag waa hoisted, and the captain in brief worda told hia captive that 
there waa a choice of lite or dealh before him— to join the pirate crew, or aeek a last 
rating place in the ocean ; confessing that ho had been well paid to get him out of 
the way. But the noble spirit of the youth waa aroused by the desperate nature of 
the position in which he found himself; it waa but the work of an i^atant to anatch 
a cutlasD from the handa of a aailor near him, and in a moment more the pirate lay 
upon the deck weltering in blood. The acowling crew at flrat cried out for vengeance, 
but Wrecklyffe, who waa aeoond in command, waa deeply imbued with a aupersli- 
tioua belief that it waa unlucky to ahed blood on board a ship unleaa in actual fight- 
ing, and he therefore managed to reatrain their fierce anger, and directed them to 
seize the youlh and bind him to a single plank. So soon aa thU waa done he waa 
cjwt over the veaael'a aide, and thus left to the m rcy of the elementa and God ; all 
aail waa aet, and very aoon the little craft, which had promiaed to be the meana of 
conveying him to a haven of happinesa and pruaperity, waa loat to eight. For two 
daya and nighta waa he tossed ui>on the waves until he lost all oonsciouaneaa : when 
he come to, he found that he had been diaoovered and reacued by one of the Queen*a 
ahipa on her voyage to meet the Spaniah oruiaera. 

With health reatored, he wa^ inatalled amongst the crew, and by hia gallant and 
courageoua bearing aoon won a foremost poaition. During the vessel's cruise, he waa 
inatrumental in aaving the lives of the Lady Eveline and her father from a band of 
Algerine pirates, and during the time she remained on the ahip a mutual attach- 
ment aprung up between them, promiaing, if fate ao willed it, a happy union at aome 
future day. Yowa of conatancy and truth were exchanged when ahe waa trana- 
ferxed to a homeward-bound ship. Time worked many changea ; the Earl of Dart- 
ford died ; the Earl of Montreville alao passed away, and the aon of the aecoad 
maniage succeeded to the eatatea, and became Lord Beaufort of Montreville. Eve- 
line'a father alao was aummoned to join hia anceators, and being related to the Mon- 
treville family, she became the wud and companion x>f the widowed Countess, in 
which poaition ahe inapired the young lord with atrong feelings of love, though her 
heart remained true to, and ailently yearned after, her aailor lover, who, under the 
name of Vy vyan, had riaen to the rank of captain in command of the Dreadnaught, 
one of the amarteat of the royal privateera. 

Such then ia the previoua history of the characters who figure at the opening of 
the play. Sir Grey de Malpaa haa been inatalled aa ateward; atill, the ehaina of 
poverty gall him, but he conaolee himself by believing that he shall one day realiaa 
the ambition of hia life, the title and revenues of the earldom, to which he ia next 
in the auooeaaion upon the failure of the direct iaaue. But aore troubles are in atore 
for him. Whilat working in the caatle grounda hia reveriea are wofully diaturbed 
by the audden appearance of Wrecklyife, whom he at firat fsila to recognize, and 
from whom he leama, to hia diamay, not only that the boy etill livea, but that 
Wrecklyife, whilat accreting himself amongst the rocks that morning, has actually 
seen him approaching the caatle. Whilat apeaking he perceives Vyvyan approach- 
ing, and, pointing him out to Sir Grey, they withdraw to talk over the paat, and 
lay dowfl plana for the future. 

Vyvyan ia waiting orders to aail forth to meet the armament which Spain ia fitting 
out for an intended attack upon England, and he takea the opportunity of hia ahip 
being at anchor in an adjacent bay to viait Montreville, and alao to aeek an inter- 
view with the priest, and endeavor to obtain ttom him the secret of his birth and 
such proofs as he may i>os ac e s . With this object he bids Falkner, one of hia lieu- 
tenants, aeek out Alton, and inform him of hia safe arrival and of hia intended visit. 
These inatruotiona are overheard by Sir Grey, who determines to prevent the inter- 
view. 

It BO nappena that thia daj ia the anniversary of the firat aon*a birth, and a dnua 
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which the Counteu has hnd calls the circumstance most forcibly to her mind ; but 
the thought that the ocean, in proving; to be, as she imagines, his winding sheet, 
has wiped out shame and slander, tends to soothe and soften thoughts that might 
otherwise be distressing. 6hc derives further support and joy, however, from the 
pride with which she sees Lord Beaufort increasing day by day in comely looks and 
gallant, prin«^ely bearing, entertaining for him an almost idolatrous love ; but she is 
Tezed at his avowal of his love for Eveline, having determined he should make a 
fur more exalted m itch. Whilst pondering over this obstacle to the fulfillment of 
her designs, Sir Grey seeks an interview, and in bitter and vindictive language con- 
veys to her the startling intelligence that her first-born lives. With gloating re- 
venge he points out to her how Ju has suffered the stings of poverty, and pictures 
how, if the elder son should prove his rights, Lord Beaufort must descend from his 
haughty state, and feel some of the pangs and sufferings he has himself endured. 
In agonizing terror she offers to give him gold in abundance to aid her in prevent- 
ing this ; but scornfully rejecting it, he tells her how that when young he pined for 
gold, and sought her father's help to wed the ward he loved ; but the only answer he 
received was, 

** Poor cousins should not marry." 

And again, in lata years, when seeking to join the company of knights and gen- 
tlemen, her father's reply was, 

*' He had need of his poor cousin 
At home, to be his huntsman and his falconer.** 

Even now, he reminds her, he is compelled to sit at the second table, bear the jokes 
of the menials, and submit tamely to the whims and caprices of the young lord. 
He consents, however, ultimately, to assist, promising he will only ask for payment 
when the work is done. 

The meeting which now takes place between Vy vyan and Eveline is, as may well 
be imagined, a Joyous one, but slightly clouded by the picture Eveline draws of the 
haughty bearing of the Countess. Vyvyan, however, bids her cheer up, and de- 
scribes to her in glowing term-i a fanciful home of happiness and bliss that will re- 
pay all their cares and suffering, leading her away to dream of every joy, and forget 
for the time that they are orphans. 

Returning from their consultation, Sir Orey arranges to send a trusty mcsseng^f^r 
to the priest, and force from him whatever proofs iie may poMeas, and be abjures 
Lady Montreville to nerve herself to meet Vyvyan as a perfect stranger, detniniug 
him as long as possible. Sir Grey has scarcely departed, when Eveh'ne and Vyvyan 
return, and it requires very powerful efforts on the i}art of the Countess to meet his 
gaze, and request him to accept the hospitality of the castle. 

During the interview which follows Vyvyan, at the earnest suggestion of Eveline, 
who thinks that the mournful tale of his e irly yeans will secure him a friend, de- 
scribes the story of his past life, in language and incident well chosen and vigorously 
rendered. His ardor and enthusiasm enchant Eveline, and Lady Montreville, per- 
ceiving how devotedly they are attached to each other, determines, to turn it to ad- 
vantage by bringing about a speedy secret marriage, and an immediate departure, 
so as to prevent, or, at least, to delay considerably, Vyvyan*a interview with the 
priest. But ere she can thoroughly mould her plans into shaiw, the pent-up feel- 
ings of a mother struggle to be free, and she hurriedly leaves to shed in solitude bit. 
ter, scalding tears for the child she dare not acknowledge. 

In the course of wandering through the grounds Vyvyan and Eveline are observed 
by Lord Beaufort, to whom no introduction has yet been made. In the angry flash- 
ing of his haughty eye at perceiving a stranger walking with his cousin, Sir Grey 
quickly detects the rousing of jealousy, and determines to take advantage of it, and 
therefore tells him that during his absence the Countess had received the stranger 
as a guest and as a wooer of his cousin, and pretending not to know his name, sug- 
gests that Beaufort should inquire of Eveline herself. Angrily striding up to Vyv- 
yan, he accosts him in haughty, overbearing termsv and when met with a reply as to 
the gallant calling he ioUows, he commands him not to presume too much, bat to 
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seek the stewaid of the oasllc, and by him be lodged with thoee \rho are more \\U 
equals. The insult thus offered calls forth a bitter n-ply from Vyvyan, and an en- 
counter is only prevented by the arrival of Lady Monireviile, and (ven then, when 
leaving, Beaufort whispers threateningly to Vyvyau, *' Again, and soon, sir I " 

Drawing her guest into conversation, Lady Mootreville gleans from him that thd 
object of his visii was twofold— to claim Eveline as his bride, and to discover, if 
Heaven so willed, a parent's heart ; but if his country should be in danger, that call 
must be the first obeyed. In the promotion of these intentions the Countess 
warmly acquiesces. She points out the fiery temper of Beaufort, and urges Vy vyan 
to consent to a marriage that very niglit, promising a handsome dovrry, and then to 
sail away at once, thus putting miles of distance between himself and bride and his 
jealous rival; and she promises further to use all her power and wealth in tracing 
out his parents. It is a heavy trial, and she almost betrays herself, when Vy vyan 
passionately implores her to find him a mother with eyes like her own, and when 
she kisses him, he pictures to her an angel's hand lifting up the veil of time, and 
revealing to him a fnce like hers bending over his infant couch. 

Falkner now returns with tidings from the English Admiral Drake that the 
Spanish fleet, known as the Armada, has set sail \ and he also brings word that the 
priest has ample proofs of Vy vyan*a birth, and will meet him with them at St. Kin- 
ian'a Cliff— a lone spot in the neighborhood where they are not likely to be observed. 
Vyvyan determines to see Eveline and then the priest, wliilst his trusty lieutenant, 
Falkner, calls the crews together, and geta the vessels ready for sea. 

By the activity of Falkner in reaching Alton before Sir Grey's apent, his designs 
to obtain the papers are thwarted, and consequently, at the meeting which takes 
place between Alton and Vyvyan, the latter learns the particulars of his birth, and, 
with a throbbing heart, hastens to seek Lady Montreville, and claim a mother's 
fond embrace. , 

In the meantime she makes Sir Orey acquainted with her plans, and she also 
seeks Lord Beaufort to sound him as to his feelings should reverses overtake him. 
Proudly he upbraids her for such fancies, and in glowing terms portrays the high 
position that he holds — the ancient name he bears in trust for sons unborn— and so 
warmly and boldly is the picture drawn, that remorse is stilled within the mother's 
bosom, and she swears to know no other son, closing the gates of feeling against the 
stranger guest. 

Vyvyan makes Eveline acquainted with his sudden departure, and whilst doing so 
is interrupted by the arrival of Lord Beaufort and Sir Ghrey de Malpns. The latter 
artfully draws Eveline aside, whilst Beaufort, writhing with anger and Jealousy at 
the new proofs of love he has witnessed, demands of Vyvyan to name the si>ot and 
hour where they shall meet again. To this Vyvyan readily consents, and names 
St. Kinian's Cliff, determining to go there unarmed, and, after revealing the newly 
discovered secret, to embrace, and not to fight, a brother. 

Sir Orey now sees that he has succeeded in raising a storm, but the ultimate re- 
suit, skillful schemer as he is, is not quite clear to him : help, however, is at hand. 
Wrecklyffe has overheard the appointment, and he tells Sir Orey that he will be 
there to have revenge upon Vyvyan, who had caused him to be branded with the 
name of felon. Sir Orey at once perceives a way to work out bis schemes ; he be- 
seeches Wreckltff : to hold back and let Vyvyan first meet Beaufon*^, to watch them, 
and if Beaufort should slay Vyvyan, who will be unarmed, not to prevent it nor 
assist. Wrecklyflis suggesta that this is mnrdef; which is precisely what Sir Grey 
intends it should be, for then the murderer would die beneath the headsman's axe, 
and, the two lives thus removed, Sir Grey de MalfMis would be Lord of Montreville, 
in which case he promises to make Wrecklyffe the richest squire in all hi* train. 
The scheme savors well of success to the outcast pirate, but be suggests that Beau- 
fort may fail or relent. For this emergency Sir Orey is prepared. Should such an 
event occur, Wrecklyffe could then gratify bis revenge. Vyryan's corpse would be 
found upon the si>ot where Beaufort, armed, had arranged to meet him, and suspi- 
cion would fall, with almost unerring certainty, upon Beaufort, when the secret of. 
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hia presamed victim's birth and rivalry in love were known. Wrecklyfle ia aatis- 
tiod, and departs with the iirm determination that by the hand of himself or Beau- 
fort, that night, the unsuspecting Vjrvyan dies. Then, in a well-conceived and 
flnely-ezpressed soliloquy, Sir Orey pictures his rise from poverty to wealth, and as 
he retires, chuokling with delight over his cnniiing scheme, he observes : 

** Back, conscience, back ! Go seowl on boors nnd beggars ! 
Uoom, smiling flatterers, room for the new Earl I" 

Before setting out, Vy vyan determines to seek an audience of Lady Montreville, 
and acquaint her with the information he has gained. She nerves herself to the 
trial ; vehemently accuses him of being an im poster, and calls upon her attendants 
to east him forth, but when they come to do her bidding she falters ; the image of 
her husband stands before her, and she cannot give the order. Left alone, she describes 
in an agony of grief the sufferings she has endured ; her belief in his death, and the 
growth of her strong affection fur Beaufort. Bhe pictures the desolation that will 
now be wrought by thi4 sudden rising from the grave, as it were, and inroffering him 
wealth in abundance, implores his acceptance, and, blessed with Eveline's love, his 
renunciation of his mother forever. All this he rejects ; he wi>l never renounce her ; 
but fur the papers, the proofs of birth, he will treat them as worthless; no lands and 
noble title did lie seek, but the richest prise of all, a parent's love ; and he asks only 
that he may be able to stiy in years to come that he received a mother's blessing. 
The victory is gained, and with a passionate embrace, the weeping Countess invokes 
the blessing of Heaven upon her first-born. Then shines forth the true nobility of 
Yyvyan's nature ; he stifles his emotion ; a single kiss declares the seal of secrecy 
upon his lips ; that henceforth he will be dead to her, and whilst he receives a fer- 
vent prayer for his welfare, he bids her farewell for ever. 

Beaufort ia punctual, in his appointment at St. Einian's Cliff, though he is very 
nearly forestalled by Wreckljrffe, who conceals himself amongst the rocks as he hears 
the shouts of the approaching Yy v^nn. The pent-up anger of Beaufort bursts forth 
upon his arrival, and as he seizes Vy vyan he reminds him that though he may pre- 
sume ui>on his youthful years, his playmates have been veterans, his toy a sword, 
and his flrst lesson valor. 

But Vyvyan is immovable to anger, and bids him strike and then tell his mother 
that he pardoned and pitied him. At this moment the signal guns are heard calling 
all hands to the ships, and pushing him aside, Vyvyan endeavors to force his path 
towards the bay. Exasperated almost to madness, Beaufort with drawn sword im- 
pedes the attempt, pressea him to the edge of the lofty overhanging cliffy and calls 
upon him to stand or die. It lain vain that Vyvyan urges him to forbear; every 
vein runs flre ; he is lost to all reason ; he presses still closer, Vyvyan catches hold 
of the bough of a tree for support, and as Beaufort raises his sword to strike, the 
treacherous branch gives way beneath Vyvyan*s weight, and he is cast over the edge 
of the precipice. With a cry of horror at the sudden disappearance of his rival, 
Beaufort falls senadeas \. at the same moment, Wrecklyffe hurries trom his hiding- 
place and hastens down the sides of the cliff, determined to complete the deed should 
any signs of life remain. * 

Twelve months elapse» and no tidings have been heard of either Vyvyan or the 
pirate ; people imagine they must have gone off in the ships ; but to Sir Grey their 
disappearance is easily accounted for. Wrecklyffe must have seen, and perhaps as- 
sisted, in the murder of Vyvyan, and then been well paid to depart. Of Beaufort's 
guilt. Sir Grey has no doubt ; he hns been seized with a fixed melancholy, lonely, 
wandering habita, and a mind always ill at ease ; and the grief and seclusion of 
Lady Montreville oonfixm Sir Grey's views. But bow to prove the fact! Where 
is the-evidence to back up the charg^e I 

** How cry, * Lo I murder I* yet produce no corpse?'* 

Whilst thus debating, the priest arrives with the intelligence that Falkner has 
just returned from his voyage, and that Vyvyan did not accompany him. The old 
man's heart is bowed with grief as he bints that murder must have baen st -voric ; 
an idea which Sir Grey repudiates with affected indignation, bat ■aggesta thitt a 
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cwrefal senreh should be made and the aMietance obtained of Sir Godfrey Seymonr, a 
great magistrate of the neighborhood Falkner now arriving with some of his 
crew, learns the fall particulars of the rivalry and challenge of Beaufort. Tba 
boor, night— the meeting place, the yery spot on which he is now standing; cragt*, 
caves and chasms below, with gushing streams, and ledges jutting out, forming 
slender and half-hidden resting places : might noc in one of these the bones of Vy. 
Tyan rest f Witli the brave and faithful sailor thought is action, and ere the others 
can surmise his intention, he disappears from amongst them and attempts the per- 
ilous descent of the cliff, watched, with straining eyeballs, by Sir Orey, who prays 
that some evidence may be found to support the charge he intends to make. 

The grief and agony Lady Montreville endures from the change which has taken 
place in Beaufort is almost unbearable : her heart bleeds as she sees him tlirow 
aside all the pursuits in which he once so spiritedly indulged ; moving about with 
hollow tread and listless gaze, as though life had ceased to possess for him a single 
charm. His reason seems impaired, for when she tells him that the Queen has been 
pleased to appoint him ojie of her chosen knights, and that the noblest gentleman 
io the land, the Earl of Eas^z, is on his way fh>m his victory over the Spaniards, 
and intends to pay him a visit, it fails to aronse his wonted ardor and enthusiasm, 
and he coldly and sternly refuses to welcome Evsex or to put on his knightly trap- 
pings. The spirit of madness seems to be working through the household, for poor 
Eveline appears stricken down, wandering about the plaoe, singing dolefully : — 

" Blossoms, I weave ye 

To drift on the sea. 
Bay when you find him 

Who sang • Woe is me V ^ 

as she easts the garlands npon the waters without, and watches the waves toss them 
to and fro, with a sort of childish glee. • 

All this, not particularly pleasant domestic felicity, is interrupted by the arrival 
of Sir Godfrey Seymour, who, having been made acquainted with the particulars of 
Vy vyan's disappearance, has summoned a court of justice to be held in the great 
ball of the castle, and commiinded the attendance of the persons interested. 

It is pretty certain to all that in this inquiry the truth will be elicited, for Sir 
Godfrey Seymour bears a high repute as being not only a stem but a very shrewd 
judge ; and when the announcement is made that the plume and varioos gems and 
ornaments known to belong to Vjrvyan have been found amongst a heap of human 
bones discovered at the bottom of the^precipice. Sir Grey's heart beats with delight 
at the pros];>ective certainty of success. 

Falkner i^ a stem accuser, but at the same time is much moved by the deep re- 
morse which Beaufort exhibits, and he makes an earnest appeal to him to confess 
that, in jealous phrenzy, swords were drawn, and they fought as man to man. But 
the young lord is silent, and his mother urges him to remember his birth and rank, 
to remain firm and unmoved, and to confess nothing. The trial proceeds, and it 
seems clear that Jealousy was the cause of the quarrel, upon which grounds the 
judge appears inclined to deal leniently with the accused, when Sir Grey, seizing 
the opportunity, forces the priest to the witness stand, and the sectet of Yyvyanhi 
birth is revealed. The shock is too great for Beaufort, and, rejecting the accusation 
of assassin, proclaims himself a fratricide. But Eveline, firm in faith of the won- 
drous power which has hitherto preserved Vyryan, still believes that he is living, 
whilst the distracted mother endeavors to shield her son by suxgestfng that the law 
will spsre him if it can be shown that she had urged him to do the deed. It is in 
vain ; Sir Gtidf^y is inflexible, and, sternly chiding, commits her and her aon to the 
custody of the future earl. Sir Grey de Malpas, to be held as prisoners for further 
trial. 

The triumph of the arch-schemer, however, is very brief, for, before he can re- 
move the accused, the attendants announce the approach of a knight belonging to 
the cavalcade of the Earl of Essex, then in the vicinity of the castle, and who, hear- 
ing of the proceedings going on, is hastening to the hall, and follows the messenger 
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upon the eceue. Fuily equipped, and irilh liis vizor down, none can reoognize the 
iiew-oomer, vbn, quickly understand ing the position of affairs, throws down his 
(jauntlet as a challenge to any one who dures assert that Beaufort and his mother 
are guiltr. He then relites the circumstances of the meetiug; the breaking of the 
1x>ugh : that Vyvyan':* fall was brokeu by a bush-grown ledge, upon which he Uy 
for some minutes insensible, and that, when recovering, be saw upon a crag near 
him the pirate, Wrecklyffe, with uplifted steel, prepared to slay him ; but at that 
instant the cmg gave way, and the would-be assassin fell to the bottom of the abyss. 
As soon us he could gather strength, Vy vyau crawled down thu rocks, and i-eached 
the dying man in suffici«rnt time to receive his confession of the murderous trap 
that had been prepared. Staggered and bewildered at this recited. Sir Orey sum- 
mons up nil his courRge, and, drawing his sword, asserts vehemently that Vyvyan 
died by Beaufort's hand, as he is prepared to prove ; but the knight calmly bids 
him write the lie upon the face of truth, and, raising his vizor, gives convincing 
proof of the innocence of the accused by discovering himsvlf as the misaing Vyvyan. 
Sinking senseless and defeated into the arms of the attendants, Sir Orey de Malpas 
finishes his career of villainy. Vy vynn briefly explains by what means, finding his 
ve^ei gi'Ue, he had joined the army of the £ irl of Ehscx, and won his way to fame, 
receiving the honor of knighthood. Then, embracing with joy his faithful Eveline 
and stricken mother, he proclaims his will that his erring brother shall share with 
him his fortune and his parent's love, although to the title and estates of Montre- 
ville he alone becomes Tbk Biobtful Hbir. 



REMARKS. 



Ix the year 1839, the noble author of the " Lady of Lyons *' and ** Kichelieu " made 
another venture to obtain the favorable applause of the play-going public, by pro- 
ducing a piece called ** The Sea Captain," the idea of whicli had been suggested by a 
striking situation in one of Alexandre Dumas* novels, ** Le Capitaine Paul." 

In October uf that year, the eminent tragedian, Mr. Macready, resigned his labors 
(it the Theatre Boyal, Covent Garden, London, and transferred himself to the Thea- 
tre Buyal, Haymarket, then under the management of Mr. Benjamin Webster, with 
whom he entered into nn engagement at a salary of XlOO per week (about 500 dol* 
1 ir.4). The m:inu8cript of the new play was put into his hands for perusal, and 
meeting with his approval, was at once placed in rehearsal, in which the author 
assisted. 

It received, as a matter of course, from an actor and manager of such skill and 
liberality as Mr. Webster, every attention possible as regards mounting it on the 
stage, and it was also well cast. Mr. Macready enacted the part of Norman, a 
character corresponding to that of Vyvyan in the present play, and all the other 
parts were filled by the best available talent of the profession. 

It was produced October 30, 1839, and was received with a very fair degree of en- 
thusiasm, Mr. Macready being honored with a call upon the occasion. The general 
opinion, however, was not a very flattering one, and what favor it did receive was 
solely due to his admirable acting. It was played occasionally afterwards, but only 
for a brief period. 

Following up the plan pursued with the author's previous plays, this one, as with 
them, was very soon transplanted in tiie United States. In the middle of the fol- 
lowing year, the Sea Captain's flog was hoisted on this side of (he Atlantic— the 
play being produced at the Park Theatre, New York, on June 9, 1840, upon the oc- 
casion of Mr. Hield's benefit, when the leading characters were cast as follows:— 

Norman Mr. Cuxswiox. 

Lord Ashdalc Mr. Wbxatlbt. 

Sir Maurice Beevor ..Mr. Hirld. 

Giles Oau8sen...-» Mr. Ricuikg.^. 

Lady Arundel Miss Cushman. 

Violet Mies S. Cusbman. 
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The above characters correspoading to thoae in the prc^ieut play of Vjfvyan, Lord 
Beat^ortf Sir Grey de Malpat, Lady JlontrttfilUt aad JBvetine, But although, as wiU 
be seen, il had the support of sonid of the best aotuta and actresses upon the stage, 
it was very tamely received, and, I believe, never acted og^in. 

As before observed, the excoUent acting of Mr. Maoready secured for the piece a 
short run, but it was one of such doubtful favor that the author withdrew the play 
from the stage (nnd even from printed publication) intending to repliMe it before 
the public with some important changes in the histrionio cast, and certain slight 
alterations in the conduct of the story. But these alterations became so extensive 
in character, diction, and even in revision of plot, that a new play gradually rose 
from the foundations of the old one. The task thus undurtakeu was much delayed 
by other demand:* upon the author's time and thought, and it was scarcely oom- 
pleted when Mr. Macready*s retirement from his prutession suspended the author's 
literary connection with the stage, and *' The Rightful Heir *' remained in tranquil 
seclusion until 18C8. In that year, the Lyoeum Theatre, London, was under the 
management of Mr. E. T. Smith, who had fur many years previously been one of 
the most enterprising and sucee««fii1 managers of the Theatre Boyal, Drury 
Lane. Having secured the services of Mr. Bandmann, an actor of much excellence 
iind famp, he opened negotiations with the author, which resulted in the production 
of the piece on October 3, 18G8. Mr. Bandmann was supported by an excellent and 
good working company, including such well-known talented professionals as Mr. 
Herman Vezin and his wife (formerly a Mrs. Charles Young), Mr. Neville (a most 
panistaking actor, who has since risen to a very high position in London), and Mr. 
Basil Potter, than whom there were few mure clever in high class melo-drama, es- 
pecially of the French school. 

I« dia not, however, have a very successful career, and I am not aware of its being 
played afterwards in England or on the American stage. 

One little gratifying incident in connection with the piece may be mentioned. 
Upon its publication, the author took the opportunity to make known his gooil feel- 
ing towards the people of the United States, for the appreciation bestowed upon his 
previous productions, and at the commencement of a brief preface he stated that 
be dedicated the drama 

*' To all friends and kinsfolk in the American Commonwealth, with affection and 
respect.** 

As the noble author observes that he set to work to alter ** The Sea Captain " and 
produced a new play, so might similar labor be bestowed upon the present piece with 
a corresponding result, and by judicious alterations and curtailment of some of the 
lengthy speeches and scen^, with the introduction of a few nesr incidents, there is 
little doubt an excellent drama could be produced. 

The chief fiault is that the plot is too commonplace and of the old melo-dramatio 
type to create any very great interest ; nevertheless it affords scope fur some very 
beautiful speeches and sentiments ; as an artist would say, the dressy and showy 
verbiage is hung upon a very weak lay flgurek 

The character of Yyvyan is very ably drawn, but his departure after escaping so 
miraculously from death, and being cognizant of his rank and birth, as also passion- 
ately in love, is u very great stretch of dramatic license. 

The character of Lady Montreville is also very admirably drawn. Belieying her 
first-born dead, and gradually drifting out of a state of remorse and suffering into 
one of peace and affection for her second son, it is naturally a fearful struggle for 
her to proclaim to the world her shame, and to disinherit and cast forth as a beggar, 
as it were, the young noble who had been reared with all the care and luxury that 
pride and wealth could bestow. The scene in which this struggle is portrayed (Act 
1, Scene I) is a very lengthy one, but for vigorous and appropriate language of the 
finest class, will bear comparison with any of the author's compositions. So also will 
the first scene in the Second Act, where Yyvyan, at the request of Eveline, relates 
to Lady Montreville the story of his early life. The great fault, however, of both 
these scenes is the extreme length ; the idea and language are unexceptionable. 
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Another fine piece of dMcriptive poetry ia the imaginary home for a ■allor'a bride, 
whieb VyTyan piotoree to Eveline in the Seeond Scene of the First Act, and which 
Tery much reeembles, in idea and execution, a dmilar bat grander flight of poetic 
fancy in the Seeond Act of the Lady of Lyons. 

The character of Alton, the priest, ia very neatly drawn, and his story of Yyvy- 
an'a birth (Act III, Boene 1), coached in eaay and appropriate language. 

Sir Qrey de Halpaa, the leading Tillain of the drama, is skillfully depicted ; his 
sarcastic remarks upon the poverty he endures and the insults to which he is sub- 
jected, are pointedly given, and his interview with Lady MoatreviUe and the solilo- 
quy upon his anticipated succession to rank and wealth are finely described. 

Lord Beaufort, proud and impetuous, is also well done, as is the blunt but faith- 
ful friend of Vyvyan, Falkner. Eveline is tame ; she is made, for what reason one 
fails to see, a sort of melo-dramatio Ophelia, with nothing of much importance to do 
or say. 

Altogether, however, the play reads well, and though there is the drawback of a 
rather weak, improbable, and commonplace plot, there is much beauty of language 
and many telling points. jr. v. k. 



BILL FOR FR06RAMME8, ETC. 

The events of the Flay take place at, and in the vicinity of, the Castle of Montre- 
ville, on the ooast of England, in the years 1589-8, during the reign of Uueen 
Elisabeth. 

ACT I. 

ScKNB I.— RUINS NEAR THE CASTLE OF MONTREVILLE. 
The Poor Counn—A Strctnge Wreck from the Sea — Arrival of Captain 
Vyvyan on a Love Cruiae — The Secret of Birth — T/ie Hour to Solve the 
Mystery. 

Scene II.— GARDENS OF THE CASTLE. 

A Mother** Love for tJie Living and the Dead—Eveline'** Sony of Woe— In- 
stdt to the Poor Cousin — Story of the Missing Heir of Montreville — The 
Proofs Exist — The Compact !— Poetry of Love, and the Bright Home 
for a Sailor* s Bride— Dismay of Lady Montreville. 

ACT II. 

Scene I.—A ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

The Mother and her FirstJ)orn— Vyvyan* s Vivid Story of His Life^The 
Plot to Destroy him. 

Scene IL— THE CASTLE YARD. 

Interview between Beaufort and Vyvyan — The Sailor and the Gallant— The 
Quarrel — A Rival in Fortune, Name, and Love — A Hasty Marriage and 
a Quiet Departure— The Snake in the Grass — Proclamation of Queen 
Elizabeth against the Invasion by Spain — The Call to Arms — Prepara- 
tions for Battle. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I.— ROCKY VIEW ON THE COAST. 

The Priest ReveaU to Vyvyan the Secret of his Birth-^** The Proofs f-^ 
** Are Here / "— " Now then to Find and Claim a Mother ! " 

Scene II.— EXTERIOR OF THE CASTLE. 
The Poor Cousin and the Pirate— The Schemers Outwitted— Preparing for 
Defence— Pride and Poverty— The Challenge !—The Lord and the Sai- 
lor — " We meet agatn, no Living Eye to see tuf *' — A Pirate*s Revenge 
— Plotting for Murder, 

ACT IV. 
Scene I— A ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

Postponement of the Wedding — The Lost Son — Heart-rending Appeal to a 
Mother— A Parentis Agony — Struggle between Pride cmd Affection — 
Priceless Value of a Mother^s Blessing, 

Scene XL— CLIFFS AND ROCKY PASS ON THE COAST. 

The Rival in Love and Fortune— The Pirate on the Watch— The Trap for 

the Unarmed Sailor — The Quarrel — The Pursuit — Life on the Edge of 

a Rock— The Fatal Trap —The Broken Bough — Vyvyan is hurled from 

the Cliff ! 

Twelve moDthn eUpie between these Acta. 

ACT V. 

Scene L— CLIFFS AND ROCKY PASS. 

The Schemer's Success — The Poor Cousin future Lord of Montreville—Vyv^ 
yan*s Fate — Suspicion Points to Beaufort - The Search for the Corpse 
—" Bring up but Bones, and Round the Skull Til Wreath my Coronet ! ** 

Scene II.— A ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

Beavfort't Remorse— A Distressed Mind and a Mother's Gri^—DiS' 
covery qf Proqfs qf Guilt— The Summons to the Hall qf Justice, 

Scene III.— THE GREAT HALL IN THE CASTLE OF MONTRE- 

VILLE. 

Tlie Court Assembled— The Charge qfthe Poor Cousin— The Accusation 
—Proojs of Murder— The Secret qf Birth Revealed— The Suspected 
Fratricide— An Unlooked-for and Mysterious Visitor— The Tables 
Turned—*^ The Bones are those qf Wrecklyffe, the Intended Assas- 
sin, and thou, Sir Grey, the Schemer ! " — Cor^funion of Villainy and 
Triumph qf Innocence— Unity of Mother and Brothers— True Love 
Rewarded — Joyous Recognition qf Vyvyan as 

THE RIGHTFUL HEIR. 
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ACT r. 

SCENE I. — Castle Euim in 4kth grooves. Muaie. 

Discover Sib Gret, digging ^ vp c, throws down his spade and eotnes down o 

Sib Qbbt. I cannot dig. Fie, what a helpless thing 
Is the white hand of well-born poverty ! 
And yet between this squalor and that pomp (^looks up L.) 
Stand but two lives, a woman's and a boy's — 
But two frail Uvea. I may outlive them both. (b. c.) 

Enter Wbbckltfpb, l. 1 b. 

TTbbck. Ay, that's the house — the same; the master changed, 

But less than I am. Winter creeps on him, 

Lightning hath stricken me. Good-day. , 
Bib G. Pass on. 

No spendrift hospitable fool spreads here 

The board for strangers. Pass. 
Wreck. Have years so dimmed 

Eyes once so keen, De Malpas 7 
Sib. G. (after a pause). Ha ! Thy hand. 

What brmgs thee hither 1 
Wbbck. " Brings me 1 " say " hurled back.'» 

First, yellow pestilence, whose ghastly wings 

Guard, like Uie fabled grifl^n, India's gold ; 

Unequal battle next ; then wolfish famine ; 

And lastly storm (rough welcome to England) 

Swept decks from stern to stem; to shoie was flung 

A lonely pirate on a battered hulk ! 

One wreck rots stranded ; — you behold ihe other. 
Sib G. Penury hath still it's crust and roof-tree — share them. 

Time has dealt hardly with us both, since first 

We two made friendship— thou straight-limbed, well-fayored. 

Stern-hearted, disinherited dare-devil 

Wbeck. And thou 7 

$IB G. (smiles). A stroke paints me. My lord's poor cousin. 

How strong thou wert, yet I could twist and wind thee 

Round these slight hands ; that is the use of brains. 
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Wreck. SlUI jokes and stings 1 

Sir. Q. sun a poor coiisio*s weapons. 

Wreck. Boast brains, yet starve 1 

Sib Q. Still a poor cousin s fate, sir. 

Pardon my brains, since oft' tljy boasts tliey pardoned ; 
(Sad change since then), wlieu rutiiers aped ihy swagger, 
And villaire maidens bigbed and, wondering, asked 
Why heaven made men so wicked — and ft»o comely. 

•Wreck, {gruffly) 'Sdeath ! Wilt thou cease ] 

Sib Q. That scar upon thy 

Front bespeaks grim service. 

Wreck. In thy cause, De Malpas ; 

The boy, whom at thine instance I allured 
On board my bark, left me this brand of Caiu. 

Sir O. That boy 

Wreck. Is now a man, (Sir Gret starts) and on these shores. 

This mom I peered from yonder rocks that hid me. 
And saw his face. I whetted then this steel : 
Need'st thou his death 1 In me l>e)K>Id Revenge ! 

Sir Q. He lives — he lives ! There is a thiid between 
The beggar and the earldom. 

Wreck, {looks r ). Steps and voices ; 

When shall wo meet alone 1 Hush ! it is he. 

Sir G. He with the plume 1 

Wr9ck. Ay. 

SirG. Quick; within. 

Wreck. And thou i 

Sir G. I dig the earth ; see the grave-digger's tool, {goes up r. c ) 

[ExU Wrkckylfpe, d •« 8 o., sU flat. 

£nter Hardi.no atid Sailors, r. 1 e. 

Hard. Surely 'twas here the captain bade ns meet him 

While he went forth for news 1 
First Sailor. He comes. 

£nter Vtvtaw, l. 1 b. 

Hard. Well, capt.-.'.iL 

What tidings of the Spaniard's armament 1 
Vtv. Bad, fo- they say the fighting is put off. 

And storm in Biscay driven back the Dons. 

This is but rumor — we will learn the truth. 

Harding, take horse and bear these lines to Drake— C^trw paptr 

If yet olir country needs stout hearts to guard her. 

He'll not forget the men on board the Dreadnaught. 

Thou canst be back ere sunset with his answer, 

And find me in yon towers of Montreville. 

f J5r/< Hardiko. r. 1 K. 

Meanwhne make merry in the hostel, Inds. 
And drink me out these ducats in this toast :— (^»m cotfj) 
" No foe« be tall eno' to wa'^e the moat ^ 

Which girds the fort whose only walls are men 

[Saiiors ch((r, af%4 (xeunt R 1 E. 

Vtv. (cX T never bailed reprieve from war till now. 
Hf»nvf»n grant >»nt time to spe mine Eveline, 
And l«»arn my birth from Alton. 
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Enter FalkvbB, L. 1 B. 

Falk. Captain, (meett Vtvtait, c.) 

Vtv. Falkner! 

So soon returned 1 Thy smile seems fresh from home. 

All well there 1 • • 

Falk. Just in time to make all well. 

My poor old father ! — bailiffs at his door ; 
He tills another's land, and crops had fkiled. 

I poured mine Indian gold into his lap, 

And cried, " father wilt thou now forgive 

The son who went to sea against thy will 1 " 
Vtv. And he forgave. — Now tell me of thy mother; 

I never knew one, but I jove to mark 

The quiver of a strong man's bearded lip 

When his voice lingers on the name of mother. 

Thy mother bless'd thee 

Falk. Yes, I {fnltera and turnt antU,) 

Pshaw ! methought 

Her joy was weeping on my breant again ! 
Vfv. I envy thee those tears. 
Falk. Enough of me ! 

Now for thyself What news 1 Thy fair betrothed — 

The maid we rescued from the turband corsair 

With her brave Taiher in ibe Indian seas— 

Found and still faithful 1 
Vtv. Faithful I will swear it ; 

Bui not yei foa; d. Her sire is dead — the stranger 

Sits at his hearth — and with her next of kin, 

Hard by this spot— yea, in yon sunlit towers (pomts up l.) 

Mine Eveline dwells. 
Falk Thy foster father, Alton, 

Hast thou seen him 1 
Vyv. Not yet. My Falkner, serve me. 

His house is scarce a two hours' journey hence, 

The nearest hamlet will afford a guide ; 

Seek him and break the news of my return, 

Say I shall see him ere the day be sped. 

And, hearken, friend (good men at home are apt 

To judge us sailors harshly), tell him this — 

On the far seas his foster son recalled 

Prayers taught by age to childhood, and implored 

Blessings on that gray head. Farewell I (^ALKVERexiUn. 1 b.) 
Now. Eveline. |-&«A Vtvtan l. 1 b. 

Srs G. (comes down l. c ). Thou seekest those towers— ^go ! I will meet 
thee there. 

He must not see the priest — the hour is come 

Absolving Alton's vow to guard the secret ; 

Since the boy left, two 'scutcheons moulder o'er 

The dust of tombs from which his rights ascend ; 

He must not see the priest — but how lorestall him 1 — 

Within ! For there dwells Want, Wits counsellor, 

Harboring grim Force, which is Ambition's tool. 

[Sxti Sib Gbbt. d in 8 o.Jlal 

Drop Curtain for change, Mmw during watt. 
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Seme changcn to 

SCENE ll^^CatUe Gardens m bth grooves. 

Enter f b. it. b., Ladt MovtbbvillBi by steps to c. 

Ladt M. This were his birlhday, were he living still ! 
But the wide ocean is his winding sheet, 
And his grave — here! {hand to heart) I dreamed of him la£t 

night. 
Peace ! with the dead, died shame and glozing slander ; 
In the son left me still, 1 clasp a world 
Of blossoming hopes which flower beneath my love« 
And take frank beauty from the flatteiing day. 

And ^but my Clarenoe^iu bis princely smile 

How the air brightens. 

Enter Lord Bbadfobt and Mabbdbit, l. 8 B. 

Lord B. (to Marsden). Yes, my gallant roan, 

And stay — be sure the falcon, which my lord 

Of Leicester sent me ; we will tryjts metal, (goes up B. o.) 
Mars. Your eyes do bless him, madam, so do mine : 

A gracious spring ; Heaven grant we see its summer I 

Forgive, dear lady, your old servant's freedom. 
Ladt M. Who loves him best, with me ranks highest. Marsden. 

[Extt Marsden, l. 2 s. 

Clarence, you see me not 
Lord B (comes down). Dear mother, welcome, (r of Ladt M.] 

Why do I miss my soft-eyed cousin here 1 
Ladt M. It doth not please me, son, that thou shonld'st baunt 

Her steps, and witch with dulcet words her ear. 

Eveline is fair, but not the mate for Beaufort. 
Lobd B. Mate ! Awful word ! Can youth not gaze on beauty 

Save by the torch of Hymen 1 To be gallant, 

Melt speech in sighs, or murder sense in sonnets } 

Veer with each change in Fancy's April skies, 

And o'er each sun-shower fling its fleeting rainbow. 

All this 

Ladt M. (gloainUy), Alas, is love. 

Lord B. No ! Love's light prologue^ 

The sportive opening to the serious drama ; 

The pastime practice of Don Cupid's bow, 

Against that solemn venture at the butts 

At which fools make so many random shafts, 

And rarely hit the white ! Nay, smile, my mother ; 

How does this plume become me 1 
Ladt M. Foolish boy t 

It sweeps too loosely. 
LoBD B. Now-a-days, man's love 

Is worn as loosely as I wear this plume — 

A glancing feather stirred with every wind 

Into new shadows o'er a giddy brain, 

Such as your son's. Let the plume play, sweet mother. 
Ladt M. Would I could chide thee ! Cto b. o.) 
LoBD B. Hark, I bear my staed 
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Neighing impatience ; and ray falcon frets 
Noon's lazy air with lively siWer bells ; 
Now, roaiam, look to it — no smile from me 
When next we meet, — no kise of filial duty, 
Unless my fair-faced cousin stand beside yon, 
Slashing " PeccaTl" for all former sins — 
Shy looks, cold words, this last nnnnturnl absence, 
And taught how cousins should behave to cousins. 

[Extt Lord Beaupobt, l. 2 B. 
LiDT M. Trifler! And yet the faults that quicken fear 

Make us more fond — we parents love to pardon, {goes up c.) 

Enter Evbuvb, b. 1 B., wMvmgflowtn — not »uing Ladt Montrbvillk . 

Etbl. (iti^)« Bnd from the blossom, 

And leaf from the tree, 
Quess why in weaving 
I sing " Woe is me I " (joeM up o. to watt,) 

Tis that I weave yon 
To drift on the sea, 
And say, when ye find him. 
Who sang " Woe is me ! " 
(Mfte garland over wall, blowt a kiu, and coma down a) 

Ladt M. a quaint bat mournful rhyme. 

EvEL. Yon, madam 1— pardou ! 

Ladt M. What tells the song 7 

EvEL. A simple village tale 

Of a lost seaman, and a crazed girl, 
His plighted bride^good Marsden knew her well, 
And oft-times markml her singing on the beach, 
Then launch her flowers, and smUe upon the sea. 
1 know not why — both rliyme and tale do haunt me. 

Ladt M. Sad thoughts haunt not young hearts, thou senseless child. 

EvFL. Is not the child aa orphan 1 {both at c, the b. </ Ladt M.) 

Ladt M. In those eyes 

Is there no moisture softer than the tears 
Which mourn a father 1 Roves thy glanoe for Eeaofbrt 1 
Vain girl, beware ! The flattery of Uie great 
Is but the eagle's swoop upon the dove, 
And, in descent, destroys 

Eyel. Can you speak thus. 

Yet bid me grieve not that I am an orphan 1 

[Bx^t, ihoughtfuUy, L. 2 ■. 

Ladt M. (juide). I have high dreams for Beaufort ; bright desires ! 
Son of a race whose lives shine down on Time 
From lofty tombs, like beacon-towers o'er ocean. 
He stands amidst the darkness of my Ibooght, 
Radiant as Hope in some lone captive's cell. 
Far from the gloom around, mine eyes, inspired, 
Pierce to the future, when tliese bones are dust, 
And see him loftiest of the lordly choirs 
Whose swords and coronals blaze around the tbrohe^ 
The guardian stars of the imperial isl»** 
Kings shall revere his mother* 

{Hai$ h:r»el/ in garden teat ihmghtfidlg ) 
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Bnter^ B 1 B., Sir Grey, gpeaking fo Servakt. 

Sir G. What say'st thou ? 

8BB7ANT (inBolently). Sir Grey — ha ! ha ! — Lor*l Beaufort craves your 
pardon, 
He Bhoi your hound — ^its bark disturbed the deer. 
8iR G. The only voice that welcomed me I A dog — 

Grudges he that 1 (r. c.) 
Servant. Ob, sir, *t\vas done in kindness 

To yon and him ; the dog was wondrous lean, sir 1 
Sir G. I thank my lord ! [Exit Servant, r. 1 E., laughing. 

So my poor Tray is killed ! 
And yet that dog but barked — cap thU not bite 1 

{approaches Ladt Moktrev^lle, vindictively in a whiter.) 
He lives ! 
Ladt M. He! who? 

Sir G. The heir of Montreville ! 

Another, and an elaer Beaufort, lives ! (Ladt M. riset.) 
{Aside.) So — the fang fixes fast — good — good ! (l. c. front.) 
Ladt M. Thou saidst 

Ten years ago — " Thy first-born is no more- 
Died in far seas." 
StB 0. So swore my false informant 

But now, the deep that took the harmless boy 
Casts from its breast the bold-eyed daring man. 
Ladt M. Clarence ! My poor proud Clarence ! To ) 
SiB G. (l. c» front). Ay, poor Clarence I 

True ; since his father, by his former nuptiids, * 
Had other sons, if you, too, own an elder, 
Clarence is poor, as poor as his poor cousin. 
Ugh I but the air is keen, and Poverty 
Is thinly clad ; subject to rheums and agues, {shivers) 
Asthnaa and phthisic, {coughs) pains in the loins and limbs, 
And leans upon a crutch, like your poor cousin. 
If Poverty begs. Law sets it hi the stocks ; 
If it is ill, the doctors mangle it ; 
If it is dying, the priests scold at it ; 
And, when 'tis dead, rich kinsmen cry, "Thank heaven! " 
Ah ! If the elder prove his rights, dear lady, 
Your younger son will know what's poverty ! 
Ladt M. Malignant, peace ! why doest thou torture me 1 
The priest who shares alone wiih us the secret 
Hath sworn to guard it. 
Sib G. Only while thy sire 

And tocond lord survived. Yet, what avails 
In law his tale, unbacked by thy confession % 
Lady M He hath proofs, clear proofs. Thrice woe to Clarence I 
Sir G. Proofs — written proofs 1 

Lady M. Of marriage, and the birth I 

Sir G. Wherefore so lonsf was this concealwl from me 1 
Lady M. {haughtily). Thou wert my father's agent. Grey De Malpas, 

Not rpy familiar. 
Sir G. ( proudly). Here, then, ends mine errand, {going L.) 

Lady M. Stay, sir — forgive my rash and eager temper j 
Stay, stay, and counsel me. What ! sullen still 1 
Needest thou gold 1 befriend, and find me grateftil. 
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Sib Q. Lady of MontreTille, T \vm once jotiiig, 

And pined for gold, to wed the maid I lored : 
Your falher said, " Poor cousins slionid not many,^ 
And gave that sage advice in lieu of gold. 
A few years later, and I grew ambiiioiis, 
And longed for wars and farae, and foolish honors : 
Then I lacked gold, to join the knights, mine eqnalSi 
As might become a Malpas, and your kinsman: 
Your father said he had need of his poor cousin 
At home to be his huntsman, and his falconer t 

Ladt M. Forgetful ! After my first fatal nupt'nts 
And their sad fruit, count you as naught 

Sir G. My hire ! 

For serTice and for silence ; not a gffl. 

Ladt M. And spent in Hot, waste, and^ wild debauch I 

Sir Q. True ; in the pauper's grand inebriate wish 

To know what wealth is, — tho' but for an hour. 

Ladt M. But blame you me or mine, if spendthrift wassail 
Run to the dregs 1 Mine halls stand open to you ; 
My noble Beaufort hath not spumed your conTersej 
You have been welcomed 

Sib Q. ' At your second table, 

And as the butt of uncbastised lackeys ;, 
While your kind son, in pity of my want*, 
Hath this day killed the faithful dog that shared it 
'Tis well J you need my aid, as did your father, 
And tempt, like hiui, with gold. I take the serrioa | 
And, when the task is done will talk of paymenC. 
Hist ! the boughs rustle. Closer space were safer ; 
Vouchsafe your hand, let us confer within. 

Ladt M. Well might I dream last night! A fearfhl dream, 

[Exeunt Ladt Montreville and'&VR. Qret, by tUptj and of n, % B. 
eonversinff, 

Enter Eveline, l. 2 b. 

EvEL. Oh, for some fairy talisman to conjuro 

Up to these longing eyes the form they pine for ! * 

And yet, in love, there's no such word as absence ; 

The loTed one glides beside our steps forever; (jttaUdimgardin 

seat.) 
Its presence gave such beauty to the world, 
That all things beautiful its tokens are, 
And aught in sound most sweet, to sight most faic, 
Breathes with its voice, and haunts us with its aspect. 

ft 

Enter Vtvtait, l. 8 b. 

There spoke my fancy, not my heart ! Where art thou, 
My unforgotten Vyryan 1 
Vtt. (kneels to her). At thy feet! (paueea andrieet) 

Look up— look np I — these are the arms that sheltered 
When the storm howled around ; and these the lips 
Where, till this hour, the sad and holy kiss 
Of parting lingered, as the fragance (eft 
By angels, when they touch the earth and yanish. 
Look up ; night never hungered for the Bon 
As for thine eyes my soul I 
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EvsL. {einhraees Vtvtan). Oil ! joy, joy, joy I 

Vtv. Yet weqiing slill, tho' leaning on my breast! 

My sailor's bride, bast thou no voice but blushes 1 

Nay from those drooping roses let me steal 

The coy reluctant sweetness ! 
Btbl. And, methongbt 

I had treasnred words, 'twould take a life to utter 

When we should meet again I 
Vtv. Recall them later. 

We shall have time eno', when life wiUi life 

Blends into one ; — (Eveline looks b.) why dost thou start and 
tremble 1 
EvEL. Methousht I heard her slow and solemn footfall ! (rises.) 
Vy V. Jfcr ! Why, thou si)eak'st of woman : the meek word 

Which never chimes with terror. 
£vBL. You know not 

The dame of Montreville. (c.) 
Vtv. (b. of £velinb). Is she so stem 1 

EvBL. Not stern, but haughty ; as if high-born virtue 

Swept o'er (he earth to scorn the faults it pardoned. 
Vtv. Haughty to thee 1 
EvBL. To all, e'en when the kibdest ; 

Naj , I do wrong her ; never to her son ; 

And when those proud eyes moisten as they hail him, 

Hearts lately stung, yearn to a heart so human ! 

Alas, that parent love ! how in its loss 

All life seems shelterless ! 
Vtv. Like thee, perchance, 

Looking round earth for that same parent shelter, 

I too may find but tombs. So, turn we both, 

Orphans, to that lone i^arent of the lonely, 

That doth like Sorrow ever upward gaze 

On calm consoling stars ; the mother Sea.. 
EvBL. Call not the cniel sea by that mild name. 
Vtv. She is not cruel if her breast swell high 

Against the winds that thwart her loving aim 

To link, by every raft whose course she speeds, 

Man's common brotherhood from pole to pole ] 

Grant she hath danger— danger schools the brave, 

And bravery leaves all cruel things to cowards. 

Grant that she harden us to fear, the hearts 

Most proof to fear are easiest moved to love. 

As on the oak whose roots defy the storm, 

All the leaves tremble when the south-wind stirs. 

Tet if the sea dismay thee, {riffht arm around Evblikb'b waist) 
on the shores 

Kissed by her waves, and far, as fairy isles 

In poet dreams, ft-om this gray care-worn world. 

Blooms many a bower for the Sea Rover's bride. 

I know a land where feathering palm-trees shade 

To delicate twilight, suns benign as those 

Whose dawning gilded Eden ; Nnttire, there, 

Like a gay spendthrift in his flush of youth, 

Flings her whole treasure on the lap of Time. 

There, stuped in roseate hues, the lakelike sett- ; 

Heaves to an air whose breathing is ambrosia ; 

And, all the while, bright-wtoged and warbling birda» 
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Like happy sonls released, melodious float 
Thro' blissful light, and teach t!ie ravished earth 
How joy finds voice in Heaven. Come, rest we yonder, 
And, side by side, forget that we are orphans ! 

[Vtvtan and Evblinb exeunt^ l. 1 e. 

Snter Ladt .MoNTREvrLLE and Sib Gret, b. 2 b., and doum the ii<p9. 



Ladt M. Yet still, if Alton sees 

Sib O. Without the proofs, 

Why, Alton's story were but idle wind ; 
The man I send is swift and strong, and ere 
This Vyvyan (who would have been here before mo 
But that I to<»k the shorter path) depart 
From your own threshold to the priest's abode, 
Our agent gains the solitary dwellingi 
And 

Ladt M. But no violence I 

Sib G. Nay, none but fear- 

Fear will suffice to force from trembling age 
Your safety, and preserve your Beaufort's birthright. 

Ladt M. Let me not hear the ignominious means } 
Gain thou the end ;^<[uick — quick ! 

Sir G. And if, meanwhile. 

This sailor come, be nerved to meet a stranger \ 
And to detain a guest. 

Ladt M. My heart is wax, 

But my win, frai^— Go. (r. c. by seat) 

SirG. (agide.) To fear add force^ 

And this hand closes on the prooft^ and welds 
That iron to a tool. [Stii Sir Grbt, b. I 

Enter Vtvtan and Etblikb, l. 1 B., up to l. c. 

Eybl. Nay, Vyryan— nay, 

Your guess can fotliom not how proud her temper. 
Vtv. Tut for her pride ! a king upon the deck 

Is every subject's equal in the hall. 

I will advance, {he uncovers.) 
Ladt M. {aside). Avenging angels, spare me ! 

{great emotioft, unable to look at Vyvtajt. j 
Vtv. Pardon the seeming boldness of my presence. 
EvEL.* Our gallant countryman, of whom my fiitber 

So often spake — who from the Algerine 

Rescued oar lives and freedom. 
Ladt M. Ah ! Your name, sir? 

Vtv. The name I bear is Vyvyan, noble lady. 
Ladt M. Sir, you are welcome. Walk within, and bold 

Our home your hostel, while it lists you. 
Vtv. Madam, 

I shall be prouder in all after time 

For having been your gnesti • 

Ladt M H'ow love and dread 



*Ladt M. Ytttav. EvEuirB. 

B. ^o. a Xm a 
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Msike tempest here ! I pray you follow me. 

[Exit Lady Montrkvillr, n. 2 j, 
Vtv. a most majestic lady — ^her fair face 

Made my heart tremble, and called back old dreams : 

Thou saidst she had a son 1 
EvEL. Ah, yes. 

Vtv. In trutli 

A happy man. 
EvEL. Yet he might envy thee : 

Vyv. Most arch reprover, yes. As kings themselves 

Might envy one whose arm entwines his all. 

[arm around £veline. exeunt b. 2 B. Musie. 

C17RTAIB. 



ACTIL 

SCENE h—Bootn in 2d proovet. 

Viteover Lady Mohtbbvillb and Vyvtah seated at table, and EyBUBi 

L. c, front.* 

Vtv. Ha ! ha I In truth we made a scurvy figure 
After our shipwreck. 

Lady M. • You jest merrily 

On your misfortunes. 

Vtv. 'Tis the way with sailors : 

Still in extremes. Ah t I can be sad 8ometime8» 

Lady M. That sigh, in truth, speaks sadness. Sir, if I 
In aught could serve you, trust me. 

EvBL. Trust her, Vyvyaa, 

Methinks the mournful tale of thy young years 
Would raise thee up a friend, wherever pity 
Lives in the heart of woman. 

Vyv. Gentle lady, 

Th^ key of some charmed music in your voice 
Unlocks a haunted chamber in my soul ; 
And — would you listen to an outcast's tale, 
*Tis briefly told. Until my fifteenth year, 
Beneath the roof of a poor village priest. 
Not far from hence, my childhood wore away ; 
Then stirred within me restless thoughts and deep; 
Throughout the liberal and harmonious nature 
Something seemed absent, — what, 1 scarcely knew, 
Till one calm night, when over slumbering seas 
Watched the still heaven, and down on every wave 
Looked some soft lulling star — the instinctive want 
Le;»med what it pined for ; and I asked the priest 
With a quick sigh—" Why I was motlierless 1 " 



LadtM.*: table. :*Vtvtah. 

^EnEum. 
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Lai>t M. And he 1— 

Vtv. Replied tliat — ^I was nobly born, 

And that the cloud which dimmed a dnwniu<r sun, 
Oft but foretold its splendor at the noon. 
As thus he spoke, faint memories stru$]r{Tling came — 
Faint as the things some former life bath known. 

Lady M. Of what! 

Vtv. [rUfB^ keeps his eyes on Lady M ). A lace sweet with a stately 
sorrow, 
And lips which breathed the words that mothers murmur. 

Lady M. (aside). Back, tell-tale tears ! {weeping.) 

Vyv. About that time, a stranger 

Came to our hamlet ; rough, yet, some said, well-born ; 
Roysterer, and comrade, such as youth delights in. 
Sailor he calleil himself, and naught belied 
The sailor's metal ringing in bis talk 
Of £1 Dorados, and Enchanted I^Ies, 
Of hardy Raleigh, and of dauntless Drake, 
And gieat Columbus with prophetic eyes 
Fixed on a dawning world.* His legends fired me — 
And, from the deep whose billows washed our walls, 
The allunng wave called with a Siren's music. 
And thus I left my home with that wild seamnn. 

Lady M. The priest, consenting, still divulged not morel 

Vyv. No ; nor rebuked mine ardor. ** Go," he said, 
" The noblest of all nobles are the men 
In whom their country feels herself ennobled." 

Lady M. {aside). I breathe again, {aioud) Well, thus you left these 
shores 

Vyv. Scarce had the brisker sea-wind filled onr sails, 
When the false traitor who had lured my trust 
Cast me to chains and darkness. Days went by. 
At length — one belt of desolate waters round. 
And on ti>e decks one scowl of swarthy brows, 
(A hideous crew, the refuse of all shores) — 
Under the flapping of his raven flag 
The pirate stood revealed, and called his captive. 
Grimly he heard my boyish loud upbraidings, 
And grimly smiled in answering: '- 1, like thee. 
Cast off, and disinherit<*d, and desperate, 
Had but one choice, death or the pirate's flag— , 
Choose thou — I am more gracious than thy kindred ; 
. I proffer life ; the gold they gave me paid 
Thy grave in ocean I " 

Lady M. Hold ! The demon lied ! 

Vyv. Swift, as I answered so, his blade flashed forth ; 
But self-defence is swifter still than slaughter ; 
I plucked a sword from one who stood beside me, 

{gesture of parrying a thrust and repiying by a down aif) 
And smote the slanderer to my feet. Then all 
That human hell broke loose; oaths rang, steel li<:h!<>ned; 
When in the death-swoon of the caitiff chief, 
The pirate next in rank forced back the swarm, 
And — in that superstition of the sea 
Which makes the sole religrion of its outlaws — 
Forbade my doom by bloodshed — grii)ed and bound 
To a slight plank ; spread to the irinds the sail. 



jf^Q THE BIGHTFUL HEIB. 

And left me on the waves alone wiih Goil. 
£vEL. Pause, (standing beside Vtvtan) Let uiy hand lake thine — ^feel 
its warm life, 

And, shuddering less, thank Him whose eye was o*er thee. 
Vtv. That day, and all that ni£jhi, upon the seas 

Tossed the frail barrier between life and death ; 

Heaven lulled tiie gales ; and when the stars came forth, 

All looked 80 bland and gentle that I wept, 

Recalled that wretch's wordn, and murmured, "All, 

E'en wave and wind, are kinder than my kindred 1 " 

But — nay, sweet lady— 

Ladt M. {iobbing). Heed me not. {with an effort) Night passed 

Vyv. Day dawned ; and, glittering in the sun, behold 

A sail — a flag I 
EvEL. Well— Weill 

Vyv. Like Hope, it vanished ! 

Noon glaring came — with noon came thirst and famine, 

And with parched lips I called on death, and sought 

To wrench my limbs from the stiff cords that gnawed 

Into the flesh, and drop into the deep: 

Ani then — the clear wave trembled, and below 

I saw a dark, swift-moving, shapeless thing, 

With watchful, glassy eyes ; — the ghastly shark 

Swam hungering round its prey — then life once more 

Qrew sweet, and with a strained and horrent gaze 

And lifted hair I floated on, till sense 

Grew dim, and dimmer ; and a terrible sleep 

(In which still — still those livid eyes met mine) 

Fell on me — and 

EvEL. Quick— quick ! 

Vyv. I woke, and heard 

My native tongue ! Kind looks were bent upon me. 

I lay on deck — escaped the mvening death — 

For God had watched the sleeper. 
EvBL. Oh, such memories 

Make earth, forever after, nearer heaven ; 

And each new hour an altar for thanksgiving. 
Ladt M. Break not the tale my ear yet strains to listen. 
•Vyv. True lion of the ocean was the chief 

Of that good ship. Beneath his fostering eyes, 

Nor all ungraced by Drake's illustrious praise, 

And the frank clasp of Raleigh's kingly hand, 

I fought my way to manhood. At his death 

The veteran left mo a more absolute throne 

Than Caesar filled — his war-ship ; for my realm 

Add to the ocean, hope — and measure it ! 

Nameless, I took his name. My tale is done — 

And each past sorrow, like a wave on shore. 

Dies on this golden hour, {goes l. wiih Eveline, tenderly.) 
Ladt M. {observing them). He loves my ward. 

Whom Clarence, too — that thought piles fear on fear \ 

Yet, hold — that very rivalship gives safety — 

Affords pretext to urge the secret nuptials. 

And the prompt parting, ere he meet with Alton. 

I — but- till Nature sobs itself to |)eace. 

Here's that which chokes all reason. Will ye not 



ACT Il% 3[ 

Taste snmmer air, cooled through yon shadowy alleys 1 

Aqod I'll Join you. [£xit Lady Montbeville, r. 1 b. 

Vtv. ^ We will wait your leisure. 

A most compassiouate and courteous lady — 

How could'st thou call her proud 1 
EvBL. Nay, ever henoeforth, 

For the soft pity she has shown to thee, 

I'll loTe her as a mother. 
Vty. Thus I thank thee, (kimng her hand.) 

[Exeutit, L. 1 E. 
SCENE IL^CasUe yard, in 6th grooves. 

Enter Sib Qrbt Db Malpas, l. 2 b. 

Lord B. {tpeaking off l. 2 B.). A noble fftlcon I Mvsden, hood him 
gently. 

Bnter Lobd Bbaufobt, d. in 8 o. eet. 

Good-day. old knight, -thou hast a lowering look. 
As if Btill hiffled by some dire affray 
Witli lawless mice, at riot in thy larder. 
Sib G. Mice in my house ! magniOcent dreamer, mice! 

The last was found three years ago last Christmas, 

Stretched out beside a bone; so lean and woia 

With pious fast — 'twas piteous to behold it ; 

1 canonized its corpse in spirits of wine, 

And set it in the porch — a solemn warning 

To its poor cousins I {atide) Shall I be avenged 1 

lie killed my dog too. 

Enter VryTAB and Evblxnb, b. 2 b., remaining up b. on platform, 

Lobd B. (l. c). Knight, look here ! — ^A stranger. 

And whispering with my cousin. 
QulQ. {h. c. front, aiide\ Jealous 1 Hal 

Something should come of this : Hail, green-eyed fiend ! 

(aloud) Let us withdraw — tho' old, I have been young ; 

The whispered talk of lovers should be sacred. 
Lobd B. Lovers 1 
Sib G. Ah ! true ! You know not, in your absence 

Tour mother hath received a welcome guest 

In your fair cousin's wooer. Note him well, 

A stalwart, comely gallant. 
Lobd B. Art thou serions 1 

A wooer to my cousin— quick, his name ! 
Sib G. His name 1 — my memory doth begin to fail me^ 

Your mother will recall it. Seek — ask A<r— « 

(Vtytan and EvBLiif b eoine down b. o.) 
Lobd B. (to a). Whom have we here 1 Familiar sir, excuse me, 

I do not see the golden spurs of knighthood. 
Vtv."^ Alack, we sailors have not so much gold 

That we should waste it on our heels ! The steeds 

We ride to battle need no spurs. Sir Landsman ; 

*£vxuNz. Yttzux. Beauvobt. BibObkt. 

B.</0. 0, L.O. 
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• 

LoBD B. And oTerleap all laws ; (jneeringly) methinks thou art 
Ooe of those wild Sea Rovers, who— 

Ytv. {quickly), Befuse * 

To yield to Spaiu's proud tyranny, h^r claim 
To treat as thieves and pirates all who cross 
The line Spain's finger draws across God's ocean. 
We, the Sea Rovers, on our dauntless decks 
Carr}' our land, its language, laws, and freedom ; 
We wrest from Spain the sceptre of the seas. 
And in the New World build up a new England. 
For this high task, if we fulfill it duly. 
The Old and New World boih shall bless the names 
Of Walter Raleigh and his bold Sea Rovers. 

Lord B. Of those names thine is 

Vtv. Vyvyan. 

Lord B. Master Vyvyan, 

Our rank scarce fits ns for a fair encounter 
With the loud talk of blusterine: mariners. 
We bar you not our liospitality ; 
Our converse, yes. Go ask the Seneschal 
To lodge you with your equals ! 

Vtv. Equals, stripling ! 

Mine equals truly should be bearded men. 
Noble with titles carpet lords fihould bow to— 
Memories of dangers dare<l, and service done, 
And scars on bosoms that have bled for England I 

Sir. G. Nay, coz, he has thee there, {restraining Beavfobt from draw- 
ing noord.) 

Thou shalt not, Clarence. 
Strike tne. Vm weak and safe — but he is dangerous. 

Enter Ladt Montrevillb, r. 1 e., as Lord Bbaufobt breaks frotn Sir 

Gret and draws hi* sword, 

EvEL. Protect your guest from your rash son. 

Ladt M. Thy sword 

Drawn on thy (c.) Back, boy ! I command thee, back! 

To you, sir guest, have 1 in aught so failed, 

That in the son you would lebuke the mother 1 
Vtv.* Madam, believe, my sole offence was this, 

That rated as a serf, I spoke as man. 
Ladt M. Wherefore, Lord Beaufort, such unseemly humora ? 
Lord B. {drawing her aside). Wheiefore 7 — and while we speak his 
touch profanes her I 

Who is this man 1 Dost thon approve his suit 1 

Beware ! 
Ladt M. You would not threaten Oh, my Clarence, 

Hear me — you 

Lord B. Learned in childhood from my mother 

To brook no rival — and to curb no passion. 

Aid'st thou yon scatterling against thy son, 

Where most bis heart is set 1 
Ladt M. Thy heart, perverse one 1 

Thon saidst it was not love. 



♦EvEUN*. Vtvtan. LadtM. Bbadtobt. BxbOret. 

B. B. C. C. Z*. O. L. 
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Lord B. That was before 

A rival made it love — nay, fear not mother. 

If you dismiss this insolent; but, mark me, 

DisnuiS him straight, or by mine honor, madam, 

Blood will be shed. 
Lady B. Thrice miserable boy ! 

Let the heavens hear ihee not! 
L >RD B (whispering to Vyvtan as he crosses r.) Again, and soon, sir ! 

[Ezit R 1 B. 
L\dyM. (seeing Sir Grey). Villain !— but no, I dare not yet up- 
braid 

{aloud) After him, quick ! Appease, soothe, bnmor him. 
Sir G. Ay, madam, trust lo yojr poor cousin. [Exit r. 1 e 

Lady M. [aside), Eveline, 

Thou lov'st this Vyvyan ? 
EvEL. [aside). Lady— I— he saved 

My life and honor. 
Lady M. [aside). Leave us, gentle child, 

1 would confer with him. May both be happy ! 
EvEL. (^<o Vyvyan). Hush! she consents; well mayst then bid mc 

love her. [Exit EVblinb, l. 1 B. 

Lady M Sir, if I gather rightly from your speech, 

You do not mean long sojourn on these shores ? 
Vyv. Lady, in sooth, mine errand here was two-fold. 

First, to behold, and, if I dare a.ssume 

That you will ratify her father's promise, 

To claim my long affianced j iicxt to learn 

If Heaven vouchsafe me yet a parent's heart. 

I gained these shores lo hear of war and danger^ 

The long-suspended thunderbolt of Spain 

Threatenel the air. I have dispatched an envoy 

To mine old leader, Drake, to crave sure tidings; 

I wait reply : If England be in peril, 

Hers my first service ; if, as rumor runs, 

The cloud already melts without a storm, 

Then, my bride gained, and my birth tracked, I sail 

Back to the Indian seas, whore wild adventurjB 

Fulfills in life what boyhood dreamed in song. 
Lady M. *Tis frankly spoken — Jrankly I reply. 

First — England's danger ; row*, for five slow years 

Have Spam's dull trumpets blared their braggart war, 

And Rome's gray monk craft muttered new crusades; 

Well, we live still — and all this deluge dies 

lu harmless spray ou Eiigland s scornful clifl&. 

And, trust me. sir, if war beleaguer England, 

Small need of one mau*j valor : lacked she soldiers, 

Methiuks a Mars woutd strike in cbildhood*s arm, 

And woman bo Bellona i 
Vyv. Stately matron, 

So would our mother country speak and look, 

Could she take visible image ! 
Ladt M. Claim thy bride 

Witti my assent, and Joyous graiulation. 

She shall not go undowried to your arms. 

Nor deem me wanting to herself and you 

U I adjure prompt nuptials and departure. 

Beaufort — thou seo'st how fiery is his mood-* 



3.( lilE blGUliX'L HBIB. 

lu my ward's lovor would avenge a rival : 

Indulge the impatieut terrors of a mother, 

And quit these shores. Why not this night? 
Vtv. This night 1 

Withher— my bride 1 
Ladt M. So from the nuptial altar 

Pledge thou thy faith to part — to spread the sail 

And put wide seas between my son and Uiee. 
Vtv. This night, with Eveline! — dream of rapture! {chaitge* look from 
joy to pain) yet — 

My birth untracked — 
Lady M. Delay not for a doubt 

Bliss when assured And, heed me, I have wealth 

To sharpen law. and power to 8trengthen justice ; 

I will explore the mazes of this mystery ; 

I— I will track your parents. 
Vtv. Blessed lady ; 

My parents ! — Find me one with eyes like thine, 

(Ladt M. ttarti ) 

And we-e she lowliest of the hamlet bom, 

T would not cbancie with monarchs. 
Ladt M. {aside). Can I bear this 1 

{aloud) Your Eveline well nigh is my daughter ; you 

Her j>liahted spouse ; pray you this kiss — sweet ! 

(Vyvyan siuku on one hw. as Lady M. ktstethts forehead.) 
Vtv. Ah, as I kneel, and ns thon bendest o'er me, 

Methinks an angel's hand lifts up the veil 

Of Time, Ihe great magician and I see 

Above mine infant couch, a face like Ihine. 
Ladt ^I. Mine, stranger ! 
Vtv. {rising). Pardon me ; a vain wild thought 

T know It is ; but on my failh, I think 

My mother was like thee. 
Ladt ^L Peace, peace t We talk 

And fool grave hours away. Inform thy bride ; 

Then to thy bark, and bid thy crew prepare ; 

Meanwhile, I give due orders to my chaplain. 

Beside the altar we shall meet once more , — 
{voice breaks) And then — and then — Heaven's blessing and farewe'l ! 

[Exit Lady Montrevillb, l. 1 e., wtldiy. 
Vyv. Most feeling heart I its softness hath contagion, 

And melts mine own ! Her aspect wears a charm 

That half divides my soul with Eveline's love ! 

Strange \ while 1 muse, a chill and ominous awe 

Creeps thro' my veins ! Away, ye vague lorebodings i 

Eveline t At thy dear name the phantoms vaDlab, 

And the glad future breaks like land on sea, 

When rain-mists melt beneath the golden mom. 

Enter J d. in 8 o. set, Falkneb. 

Falk. Ha I Vyvyan ! 

Yyv. Thou! 

Falk. Breathless with speed to r^ach thee, 

1 guessed thee lingering here. Thy foster sire 
Hath proofs that clear the shadow from thy blrtn. 
Oo— he awaits thee where yon cloud- capt rock 
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Jags air witli barbed peaks — St. Kinian's Cliff. 

[S/iOHta off L., fninUy, 
Vtv. My birth 1 My parents live ? 
Falk. I know no more. 

Enter^ d. tn 8 G. »et^ Hardis^q. 

Hard. Captain, the rumor lied. I bring such news 

As drums and clarions and resounding anvils 

Fashioning the scythes of reapers into swords, 

Shall ring froiu Thames to Tweed. 
Vtv. The foeman comes ! 

Hard, {gives letter). These lines will tell thee ; Drake's own hand. 

[Goes up L. c. 
Vtv. {reads). " The Armada 

Has left the Groyne, and we are ranginor battle. 

Come ! m I he van I leave one gap for thee." 

Poor Eveline ' Shame on such unworthy weakness ! 
Falk. Time to see her and keep tliy tryst with Alton 

Leave me to call the crews and arm the decks. 

Not till tho moon rise, in the second liour 

After tho sunset, will the deepeninsr tide 

Float lis from harbor — ere that hour be past 

Our ship «'ljnll wait thee by St. Kinian's Cliff. 

Sma»l need to pray thee not to miss the moment 

Whose loss would lose thee honor. 
Vvv. If I come not 

Ere ihp waves reel to Ihv tliird pipnal gun. 

Deem Death alone could so delay from duty, 

And step into mv post as o'er my corpse. 
Falk. Justly, my captain, thou rebuk'si my warning. 

And couldsi thou fail us. I would hold tho signal 

As if thy funeral knell — crowd every sail, 

And know thy soul 

Vtv. Was with my conntry still, {shouts ojf l.) 

Sfi/fr, D. m 8 o. set, Sub-officer, Sailors, Rbtaikers, and Villagers. 

cofifuaedly. 

Sub-officer ( with broadsheet). Captain, look here. Just come! 
Vtv. The Queen's Address 

From her own lips to the armed lines at Tilbury. 
\'oiCES. Bead it, sir., read it — 
VTVi Hush then, {reads) " Loving people, 

Let tyrants fear ! I, under Heaven, have placed ^ 

In loyal hearts my chiefest strength and safeguard, 

Being resolved in the midst and heat of the battle 

To live and die amongst yon all , content 

To lay down for my Ood and for my people 

My lifd blood even in ".he dust : I know 

I have the body of a feeble woman,. 

Bui a King s heart a Ring of England's too ; 

Ard thii.k tcul hcorn that Parma, Spain, or Europe, 

Date to invade the borders of my realm ! 

Where Eiiglapd fights— with coiicord in the camp, 

Irubt iL the chief, aud valor in the field, 
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Swift be her victory over every foe 

TbreateDiDg lier crown, her altars, and ber people.*' 

The noble Woman King ! These words of fire 

Will send warm blood through all the veins of Freedom 

Till England is a dream t Uncover, lads ! 

God and St. George ! Hurrah for England's Queen ! 

(CTieers, all cheer, ^ 

Villagers. ****** Villagers. 
Falkner.* *Vtvtan. ♦Harding. 

QUICK curtain. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Boeki/ Landscape in 2d grooves. 

Discover Altok and Vtvyax, seated c, ofi low rocks, 

Altoh. And I believed them when they said " He died 
Tn the far seas." Ten years of desolate sorrow 
Passed as one night — Now thy warm hand awakes me. 

Vyv D3ar friend, the sun sets fast 

Alton. Alas ! then listen. 

There was a page, fair, gentle, brave, but low-bom — 

And in those years when, to young eyes the world, 

Wiih all the rough disparities of fortune, 

Floats level thro* the morning haze of fancy. 

He loved the heiress of a lordly house : 

She scarce from childhood, listening, loved again, 

And secret nuptials hallowed stolen meetings — 

*Till one — I know not whom (perchance a kinsman, 

Heir to that house — if childless died its daughter) 

Spied — tracked the bridegroom to the bridal bower. 

Aroused the sire, and said, " Thy child's dishonored ! " 

Snatching his sword, the father sought the chamber ; 

Burst the closed portal — ^but his lifted hand 

Escaped the crim *. Cold as a fallen statue. 

Cast from its blessed pedestal forever. 

The bride lay senseless on the lonely floor 

By the oped casement, fh)m whose terrible height 

The generous boy, to save her life or honor. 

Had plunged into his own sure death below. 

Vyv. a happy death, if it saved her he loved ! 

Alton. A midnight grave concealed the mangled clay, 
And buried the bride's secret. Few nights after. 
Darkly as life from him had passed away, 
Life dawned on thee — and, from the unconscious mother, 
Stern hands conveyed the pledge of fatal nuptials 
To the poor priest, who to thy loftier kindred 
Owed the mean roof that sheltered thee. 



Vyv. Oh, say . 

I have a mother still ! 

Alton. * Yes! 

Vyv. (with joy). Oh! 

Alton. She survived — 

Her vows, thy birth, by the blind world ungue^ed; 
And, after years of woe and vain resistance, 
Forced to a lordlier husband's arms. 
. Vyv. " My soul 

Ofttimes recalls a shadowy mournfulness, 
With woman's patient brow, and saddest tears 
Dropped fast from woman's eyes ; — tliev were my mother's. 

Alton. In stealth a wife — in stealth a mother ! yes, 
Then did she love thee, M«i aspired to own 
In comins; times, an<l bade me hoard these proofs 
For that blest day." Alas ! new ties 
Brought new affections — to the secon 1 nuptials 
A second son was born ; she loved him better, 
Bet^r than thee — than her own soul ! 

Vyv. Poor mother ! 

Alton. And haughtier thour;hts on riper life an»se, 

And worldly greatness feared the world's dread shame 

And she forsook her visits to thy pillow, 

And the sire threatened, and the kinsman prayed, 

Till, over-urged by terror for thy safety, 

I took reluctant vows to mask the truth 

And hush thy rights while lived thy mother's sire 

And he, her second unsuspecting lord. 

Thus thy youth, nameless, left my lonely roof 

The sire and husband died while thou wert absent. 

Thou liv'st — thou hast return -d ; mine oath is freed; 

These scrolls attest my ta!e and prove thy birthright — 

Hail, Lord of Beaufort — Heir of Muutreville ! 

Vyv. 'Tis she — 'tis she ! At the fii-st glance I loved her ! 
And when I told my woes, she wept— she wept I 
This is her writing. Look — look where she calls me 
" Edmond and child." Old man, how thou hast wronged her! 
Joy — joy I 1 fly to claim and find a mother ! 

[BxU Vyvyan, l. 1 B. 

Alton. Just power, propitiate Nature to that cry. 

"And from the hardened rock, let living streams 
Gush as in Horeb ! Ah, how faintly flags, 
Strained by unwonted action, weary age ! 
I'll seek the neighboring hamlet — ^^rest and pray." 

[ExU Alton, r. 1 b. 

SCENE Il,—Caitle Exterior as in Scene //., Aet II. Sunset. 

Enter Sir Gret and Wrbcklyppb, d. in 8 o. flat. 

Sir G. The priest has left his home ? 

Wreck. The hour I reached it. 

Sir G. With but one man 1 Did'st thou not hound the foot- track 1 

Wreck. I did. 

Sir G. Thou didst— and yet the prey escaped ! 

I have done. 1 sav*? thee thy soul's wish, revenge, 
Revenge on Vy vyan — and thou Icav'st his way 
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Clear to a height as high from thy revenge 

As is yoti watch-tower from a pirate^s gibbet 

Wreck Silence! thou 

Sir. G [ha'ujhtuy). Sir! 

Wreck, i^mbdued and cowed). Along the moors I trackM them. 

Bui only came in siglit and reach of spring 

Just as they gained the broad and ihron^ing road, 

Aloud with eager strides, and clamorous voices — 

A surge of t-uniult, wave to wave re booming 

How all the tni^hl of Parma and of Spain 

Hurried its thunders on. {go's gradtwUtj dotcn during thia scene, ^ 
Sir G. ]3olt, what to us 

Parma and Spain ? The beggar has no country ! 
Wreck. But deeds like that which thou dost urge me to 

Are not risked madly in the ))opulous dny. 

I come to thy sharp wit for safer orders. 
Sir G. My wit is dulled by limr*, and must be ground 

Into an edge by thought. Hist ! — the door jars, 

She comes. Skulk yonder — hide thee — but in call ! 

A moment sometimes njakes or niarreth fortune, 

Just as the fiend Occasion spr ings to hand — 

Be thoH that fiend ! (Wreckltppe exits vp b. g. 

Enter Ladt Montreville, l. 1 e. 

Ladt M. Look on mo ' What, nor tremble? 

Couldst thou have deemed my father's gold a bribe 

For my son's nmrder 1 Sold' to pirates ! Cast 

On the wild seas ! 
Sir G. How ! I k^jew naught of this. 

If such the truth, i)eace to thy father's sins, 

For of those sins is this. Let the i)ast sleep, 

Meet prest^nt ills — the priest hath left his home 

AVith Vyvyan's comrade, and our scheme is foiled. 
Lady M I will, myself, see Alton on the morrow — 

Edmond can scarce forestall n»e : for this night 

Fear sails with him to the far Indian main. 
Sir G. Let me do homage to thy genius. Soiceress, 

What was thy magic 7 
Ladt M. Terror for my Clarence, 

And Edmond's love for Eveline. 
Sib G. (aside). I see ! 

Bribed by the prize of which she robs his rival ! 

This night— so soon ? — this night — 
Lady M. I ^a^^ ^Y Clarence ! 

Till then, keep close, clo!*e to his side. Thou hast soothed him 1 
Sir G. Fear not — these sudden tidings of the foe 

With larger fires have paled receding love — 

But where is Vyvyan ? 
Lady M. Doubtless with his crew. 

Preparing for departure. 
Lord B. (without). This way, Marsden. 

Efiter, L. 2 E., Lord Beaufort with Mabsdex and armed Atte5DA»T8. 

Lord B. /o r » Rei^an* yon broken parapets at dnwn ; 
^tMidorthe culverins —delve down more sharply 



ACT III. 39 

That bank ;— clear out the moat. Those trees — eh — Mavsden, 

Should fall ? They'd Herve to screen the foe ! {comet to c.) Ah, 
mother, 

Make me a scarf to wear above the armor 

In which thy father, 'mid the shouts of kings, 

Shivered French lances at the Cloth of Gold. 
Mars. Nay, my young lord, too vast f«>r you that armor. 
Lord B. No ; you forget that the breast swells in danger, 

And honor adds a cubit to the stature. 
Ladt M. Embrace me, Clarence, 1 myself will arm thee. 

Look at him, Marsden — yet they say I spoil him ! 
Sib G. {dfnwa Lady M. to l. c, and whisper's). I mark i' the distance 
swift disordered strides. 

And the light bound of an impatient spirit ; 

Vyvyan speeds hither, and the speed seems joy. 

He sought his crew — Alton might there await him. 
Ladt M. His speed is to a bride. 
Sib G. Ay, true— old age 

Forgets that Love's as eager as Ambition ; 

Yet hold thyself prepared. 
Ladt M. {to herself.) And if it were so ! 

Come, I will sound the depths of Beaufort's heaft ! 

And, as that answers, hush or yield to conscience. 

Lead off these men. 

[Exeunt Sir Gret and Attendants, d. in 8 a. jkii, 

{to Marsden) Go, meet my this day's guest, 

And see ho enter through the garden postern. 

[Exit Mabsds^, l. 1 b. 

Clarence, come back. 
LoBD B. {peevishly.) What now 1 (r.) 
Lady M. Speak kindly, Clarence. 

Alas, thou'lt know not till the grave close o'er me, 

How I did need thy kindness I 
LoBD B. Pardon, mother, 

My blunt speech now, and froward heat this morning. 
Lady M. Be all such follies of the pa^t, as leaves 

Shed from the petals of the bursting flower. 

Think thy soul slept, till honor's i^udden dawn 

Flashed, and the soil bloomed with one hero more ! 

Ah, Clarence, had I, too, an elder-bom, 

As had thy father by his former nuptials ! — 

Could tliy sword carve out fortune \ 
Lobd B. Ay, my mother ! 

Ladt M. " Well the bold answer riishes from thy lips ! *' 

Yet, tell me frankly, dost thou not, in truth, 

Prize over much the outward show of things ; 

And couldst thou — rich with valor, health and beauty, 

And hope — the priceless treasure of the yomig — 

Couldst thou endure descent from that vain height 

Where pride builds towers the heart inhabits not ; 

To live less gorgeously, and curb thy wants 

Within the state, not of the heir to earls. 

But of a simple gentleman 1 
Lobs B. If reared to it, 

Perchance contented so ; but now — no, never ! 

Such as I am, thy lofly self hath made me ; 

Ambitious, haughty, prodigal ; and pomp 
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A pari of my very life. If I could fall 

From my high utate, it were as Romans fell, 

On their swords' point ! 
Ladt M. (iti hon'or). Oh ! 

Lord B. Why is your cheek so hueless ^ 

Why daunt yourself with airiest fantasies 1 

Who can deprive me of mine heritage — 

" The titles borne at Palestine and Crecy 1 

The seignory, ancient as the throne it guards/* 

That will be mine in trubt for sons unborn, 

When time — from this day may the date be far ! — 

Transfers the circlet on thy stately brows 

(Forgive the boast ♦) to no unworthy heir. 
Ladt M. {aside). My proud soul speaks in his, and stills remorse ; 

I'll know no other son ! {alottd) Now go. Lord Beaufort. 
Lord B. So formal — fie! — has Clarence then offended ? 
Ladt M. Offended \ — thou ' Resume thy noble duties, 

Sole heir of Moutreville ! [Exit Lord Beaufort, l. 2 e. 

My choice is made. 

As one who holds a fortress for his king, 

I guard this heart for Clarence, and I close 

Its gates against the stranger. Let him come. 

[Exitf L. 1. B. 

Ente}'^ D. i« 8 o.Jlat^ Vtvtan and Eveltke. 

EVEL. I would not bid thee stay, thy country calls thee— 

But thou hast stunned my heart i' the midst of joy 

With this dread sudden word — part — part ! 
Vtv. Live not 

In the brief present. Go forth to the fu ure ! 

Wouldst thou not see me worthier of thy love 7 
EvEL. Thou canst not be so. 
Vtv. Sweet one, I am now 

Obscure and nameless. What if at thy feet 

I could lay rank and fortune 1 
EvEL. These could give 

To me no bliss save as they bless thyself. 

Into the life of him she loves, the life 

Of woman flows, and nevermore reflects 

Sunshine or shadow on a separate wave. 

Be his lot great, for his sake she loves greatness ; 

Humble — a cot with him is Arcady ! 

Thou art ambitious ; thou wouldst arm for fame, 

Fame then flres me too, and without a tear 

I bid thee go where fame is won — as now : 

Win it and I rejoice ; but fail to win. 

Were it not joy to think I could console 1 
Vtv. Oh, that I could give vent to this full heart ! 

Time rushes on, each glimmering star rebukes me — 

Is that the Countess yonder ? This way — come, {up c.) 

[Moonlight faUi on l. side now. 

Enter Lord Beaufort and Sir Gret, l. 1 e. 

Lord B Leave England, say'st thou — and with her 1 

Sir G. Thou hast wrung 
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The uecret from me. Mark— I Jiave iliy promise 

Not to betray me to iliy nioiher. 
LoBD B. Ah ! 

Thought she to dupe me with that pomp of wordB, 

And blind ambition while she beggar'd life ] 

No, by yon lieayens, she shall not so befool me ! 
Sib Q. Be patient. Had I guessed how this had galled, 

I had been dumb. 
Lord B. Stand from the lijzht ! Distraction ! 

She hangs upon his breast! {hurrirs to Vyvyak, and then w«« 
covering with an attempt at eourtett/f draws htm to front ) 
Lord B. Sir, one word with you. 

This day such looks and converse passed between us 

As men who wear these vouchers for esteem, 

Cancel, with deeds. 
Vtv. (aside). The brave boy ! How I love him I 

Lord B. What saidst thou, sir 1 
EvEL. (approaching). Oh, Clarence. 

Lord B. Fear not, cousin. 

I do but make excuses for my t udeness 

At noun, to this fair cavalier. 
Sir G. If so, 

Let us not mai*8uch courteous purpose, lady. 
Etbl. But — 

Sir G. Nay, you are too timid ! (drawa Eveline upL") 

Lord B. Be we brief, sir. 

Yon quit these parts to-night. This place beseems not 

The only conference we should hold. I pray you 

Name spot and hour in which to meet again, 

Unwitnessed save by the broad early moon. 
Vtv. Meet thee again — oh, yes ! 
Lord B. There speaks a soldier, 

And now I own an equal. Hour and place 1 

Vtv. Wait here till 1 have 

Lord B. No, sir, on thy road. 

Here we are spied. 
Vtv. So ba it, on my road. 

{aside) [There where I learned that heaven had given a brotheri 

There the embrace.] Within the hour 1 pass 

St. Emian's Cliff. 
Lord B. Alone 1 

Vtv. Alone. 

Lord B. Farewell! 
Sir. G. (catching at Lord Beaufort as he goes out,) I beard St 

Kinian*s Cliff. Til warn the Countess. 
Lord B. Do it, and famish ! 

Sir G. Well, thy fence is skillful. 

Lord B. And my hand firm. 
SirG. But when? 

Lord B. Within the hour ! 

[Exit Lord Beaufort, l. 1 b. 
EvEL. I do conjure thee on thine honor, Vy vyan. 

Hath he not — 
Vtv. Whatr (r. c.) 

EvBL. Forced quarrel on thee t (c.) 

Vtv. Quarrel 

That were beyond his power. Upon mine honor, 

No, and thric«* no ' 
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EvsL I scarce dare yet believe thee. 

Vyv. Why then, I thiis defy tliee still to tremble. 

Away this weapon, {throtcttu/ stcvrd of r. I b.) If I meet thy 
cousin, 

Both must be safe, for one will be unarmed. 
EvBL. Mine own frank hero-lover, pardon me ; 

Yet need'bt thou not— — 
Vyv. Oh, as a(>ainst the Spaniard, 

There will be swoids enow in Vyvynn's war-ship— 

But art thou sure his heart is touched so lightly 1 
KvRL. Jealous, and now 1 
Vyv. No, the fair boy, 'tis pity! 

EnUr Maksden, l 2 B., 

Makh.^ My lady, sir, invites you to her presence; 

Pray you this way. 
KvKL. Remember — 0, remember, 

One word ajiain, before we part; but one! 
Vyv. Olio wo.d. lleaven malio it joyous. 
KvKL Joyous! 

Vyv. Soft, let rae take that echo from thy lips 

As a tfoo<l omen. Uow my loud heait beats! {aside.) 

Friend, to your lady [Exeunt \y\Yxv'and Mar.sdbn, l. 1 b. 
KvKL. Gone! The twilight world 

Hath its stars still—but mine ! Ah, woe is rae! 

[Exit EVELINB, L. 1 E. 

Bin G. Why take tho ohaUtMiae, yet cast off the weapon i 

IVrchanoe, if, gentle, ho forbears the boy ; 

" IVrchanoe, if worldly wise, he fears tlie noble ; 

Or hath he, in his absence, chnnce«l with Alton ? 

It umttei's not. Like some dark necromancer, 

I raise the htorm, then rule it tint)' the fiend! 

WhiMtt waits this man without a hope 1 
Wrkok. {roiHiHjf thwH c). Save vengeance 1 

Hm G. Wort Hum as wnr when Beaufort spoke with Vyvyani 
WuKOK. Himll 1 re|MMit what Vyvyan said toBeaufoit 1 
Hiu G. Thou know'st-^— 
WuKc^K. I kni>w, that to St. Kinian's Chff 

Will come the man whose hand wrote " felon" here. 

(toMchei faee,) 
8jh G. Murk, what I ask is harder than to strike ; 

'TIn to forbear — but 'tis revenge with safely. 

Lot Vyvyan first m«'et Beaufort ; watch what pass, 

And if the boy, whoso hand obeys all nnssion, 

Hhould mIuv thv foemnn. and forestall thy vengeance, 

Upon thy hfe (thou know'st, of old, Grey Malpas) 

Prevent not, nor assist. 
Wrkok. That boy slay Vyvyan ! 

HimG For Vyvyan is unanned. 

W H K K . Law calls that— murder ! 

Hi» G, Which by thy witness, not unbacked by proof, 

Would give the murderer to the headsman's axe, 

And leave Grey Malpas heir of Montreville, 

And thee the richest s(|ulre in all his train. 




•Vyvyah. Evel. Marsdxn. BibObkt. 

C. L., %q^ 



Acr IV. 43 

Wreck. I do conceive the scheme. But if the youth 

Fail or relent 

Sir G. I balk not tliy revenge. 

And, if the corpse of Beaufort's r.val be 

Found on the spot where armed Beaufort met him, 

To whom would justice track the death blow 1 — Beaufort I 
"Wreck. No farther words. Or his, or mine the hand, 

Coniki o|ie life less on earth ; and weave thy scheme — 

As dolb the worm its coils — around the dead. 

[Brit "NVrecklykfe, d. in 3 o. /!<it. 
Sib G. " One death li?«ils as three, since for the mother 

Conscience and lAMune were sharper than the steel." 

So, I overleap the gnl^ nor gaze below. 

On this side, desolate rain ; bread begrudged ; 

And ribald scorn on impdMii gray hairs ; 

The base poor cousin Bnyhotvi Uireats with famine — 

Whose very dog is butcheiod if k bark : — 

On that side bended knees and fawnlttg smi'es, 

IIo ! ho ! there — Room for iny lord's Imij^hts and pages 1 

Room at the Court — room there, beside th© throne.' 

Ah, the new Earl of Montreville I His lands 

Cover two shires. Such man should rule the 8ta t» 

A gracious lord — the envious call him old ; 

Not so — the coronet conceals gray hairs. 

He limp'd, they say, when he wore hose of serge. 

Tut, the slow march becomes the robes of ermine. 

Back, conscience, back ! Go scowl on boors and beggars* — 

Boom, smiling flatterers, rootu for the new Earl ! 

(jsome» dou»i front ^ proudly ^ atfnlU <A*) 

CURTAIN. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L—SaiM at Scene /., Act IT. 

Discover Ladt Montreyillb, b. £nier Vtvyan, l. 

Ladt M. Thou com'st already to demand thy bride 1 
Vyv. Alas 1 such nuptials are deferred. This night 

The invader summons me — my sole bride, Honor, 

And my sole altar — England ' (aside) How to bi-eak itt 
Ladt M. My Clarence on the land, and thou on sea, 

Both for their country armed I Heaven shield ye both 1 
Vyv. Say you that ? Both f — You who so love your sod 1 
Lady M. Better than life, I love him I 
Vyv. {astfle). J must rush 

Into the thick. Time goads me I (aloud) Had you not 

Another son 1 A first bom 1 
Ladt M. Sir ! 

Vyv. a son, 

On whom those eyes dwelt first — whose infant cry 

Broke first on that divine and holiest chord 
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In the deep heart of woman, which awakes 

All Nature's tendereHt nuisic ? Turn not from me 

I know the mystery of thy mournful life. 

AVill it displease thee — will it — to believe 

That son is living still 1 
Lady M. Sir — sir — such license 

Expels your listener, {turns r.) 
Vyv. No, thou wilt not leave mel 

I say, thou wilt not leave me — on my knees {kneeiinf) 

I say, ihou s/ioit not leave me ! 
Ladt M. Loose thine hold ! 

Vyv. /am thy son — thine Edmond — thine own child ! 

Saved from the steel, the deep, the storm, the battle; 

Kising from death to tliee — the source of life ! 

Flung by kind Heaven once more upon thy breast, 

Kissing thy robe, and clinging to thy knees. 

Dost thou reject thy son 1 
Ladt M. I have no son. 

Save Clarence Beaufort. 
Vyv. Do not — do not hear her, 

Thou who, enthroned amid the pomp of stars, 

Dost take no holier name than that of Father ! 

Thou hast no other son 1 0, cruel one { 

Look — look — these letters to the priest who reared him — 

See where thou call'st him " Edmond "— " child " — '= fife's all I " 

Can the words be so fresh on this frail record, 

Yet fade, obliterate from the undying soul 1 

By these — by these — by all the solemn past, 

By thy youth's lover — by his secret grave. 

By every kiss upon thine infant's cheek — 

By every tear that wept his fancied death — 

Grieve not that still a tirst-born calls thee " mother ! 
Ladt M. Rise. If these prove that such a son once lived, 

Where are your proofs that still he lives in you ? 
Vyv. There ! in thine heart ! — thine eyes that dare not face roe ! 

Thy trembling limbs, each power, each pulse of being. 

That vibrates at my voice ! Let pride mease thee 

With nine-lold adamant, it rends ai»under 

At the great spell of Nature — Nature calls 

Parent, come forth ! 
Ladt M. {aside) Resolve gives way ! Lost Clarence I {he rises) 

What ! " Fall as Romans fell, on their swords' point 7 ' 

No, Clarence, no ! {lurnmg Jiercely) Imposter ! If thy craft 

Hath, by suborning most unworthy spies. 

Sought in the ruiris of a mourner's life 

Some base whereon to piie this labored falsehood, 

Let law laugh down the fable — Quit my presence. 
Vyv. No. I will not. 
Lady M. Will not! Ho! 

Vyv. Call your hirelings. 

And let them hear roe. (to r. c ) Lo, beneath thy roof, 

And on the sacred hearth of sires to both, . 

Under their 'scutcheon, and before their forms 

"Which from the ghostly canvas I invoke 

To hail their son — I lake my dauntless stand, 
• Armed with my rights ; now bid your menials thrust 

From his own hearth the heir of Montreville ! 
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Enifr Servants i. 

LkDT M. Seize on (clinpmg hfr 'laneU hefore her fae*,!) 

Out — out! {a9\d$ > His father stands before me 

In the son's image No i dare not • 
First Servant Madam. 

D'd you not summon U3 "» 
Vvv. They wait, vonr mandate, 

Lady of MoatrevilJe. 
Ladt M Icaiiedn^t. Qo! 

\Bxeuni Sebvants, l 

Art thou my son % If so. have mercy, Bdmond! 

Let Heaven attest with what remorseful soul 

I yielded to my ruthless fathers will. 

And with coid lips profaned a second vow. 

I had a child — I was a parent true i 

But exiled from the parent s paradise. 

Not mine the frank jov m the face of day. 

The pride, the boast the i Humph, and the rapture ; 

Thy couch was souoht as with a felon s step, 

And whisperiu5 iuitu*-e shuddered at detection. 

Ah. could St thou ^uess what bell to loftier minds 

It is to live ui one eternal lie 

Yet. spite of all, how dear thou wert * 
Vtv 1 was 1 

Is the time past forever 1 What my sin 1 
Lady M. I loved thee till another son was bom, 

A blossom 'mid the snows Thou wert afar, 

Seen rarely — alien — on a strai.gers breast • 

Leaning for life, {with great feeling^ But th\9 thrice-blessed CM 

Smiled in mine ryes took being from my breast, 

Slept in mine arms ; hen love asked no concealment — 

Here the tear shamed not — here the kiss was glory — 

Here I put on my royalty of woman— 

The guardian, the protector ; food, health, life — 

It clung to me for all. Mother and child, 

Each was the all to each. 
Vtv. 0, prodigal, 

Such wealth to him, yet naught to hpare to me ! 
Ladt M. My boy grew up, my Clarence. Looking on him 

Men prized his mother more — so fair and stately, 

And the world deemed to such high state the heir ! 

Years went ; they told me that by Nature's death 

Thou hadst in boyhood passed away to heaven. 

I wept thy fate ; and long ere tears were dried, 

The thought that danger, too, expired for Glarenoei 

Did make thy memory gentle. 
Vtv. Do you wish 

That I were still what once you wept to deem me 1 
Ladt M. I did rejoice when my lip kissed thy brow ; 

I did rejoice to give thy heart its bride ; 

I would have drained my coffers for her dowry j 

But wonldst thou ask me if I can rejoice 

That a life rises from the grave abrupt 

To doom the life I cradled, reared, and wnpt 

From every breeze, to 'desolation ? — No I 
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Vyv What wonld yon have me do 1 

Lady M. Accept the dowry, 

And. blest with £reline*s love, renounce thy nioiher 

Vvv Renounce thee ' No— <A<?«tf lips belie not Nature ' 
Never ' 

Lady M. Enough — I can be mean no more. 

E'en in tiie prayer that asked his life. Go, slay it. 

Vvv. Why must my life slay his 1 

Ladt M. Since his was shaped 

To soar to power — not jjrovel to dependence — 
And I do seal his deaih-w;ii wiien I say, 
" Down to the dubt, Usurper j bow the knee 
And sue for alms to the true Lord of Beaufort.'' 
Those words shall not be said — 1 11 find some nobler. 
Thy rights are clear. The law might long defer them— 
I do forestall the law. These lands be thine. 
Wait not my death to lord it in my hall : 
Thus I say nqt to Clarence, •* Be dependent'* — 
But I can say, " Share poverty with me." 
I go to seek him ; at his side depart ; 
He spurns thine alms : I wronged thee — take thy vengeance ! 

Vyv. Merciless — ^hold, and hear me — I — alms ! — vengeance ! — 
True — true, this heart a mother never cradled, 
Or she had known it better. 

Ladt M. Edmoud ' 

Vtv. Hush ! 

Call me that name no more — it dies forever! 
Nay, I renounce thee not, for that were treason 
On the clr'lds lip. Parent, i enounce — thy — child! 
As for tkese nothings, {giving papets) take them : if you dread 
To find words, once too fond, they're blurr'd already — 
You'll see but tears : tears of such sweetness, madam. 
I did not think of lands and halls, pale Countess, 
I did but think — tnese arms shall clasp a mother. 
" Now they are worthless — take them. Never guess 
IIow covetous I was — how hearts, cast off. 
Pine for their rights — rights not of parchment, lady." 
Part we, then, tlius 1 No, put thine arms around me ; 
Let me remember in the yeai^s to come, 
That I have lived to say, a mother blessed me ! (kneels.) 

Ladt M. Oh, Edmond, Edmond, thou hast conquered ! 

Thy father's voice ! — his eyes ! Look down from heaven, 
Bridegroom, and pardon me ; I bless thy child I 

Vyv. Hark 1 she has blessed her son ! It mounts to heaven, 
The blessing of the mother on her child ! 
Mother, and mother ; — how the word thrills thro' me ! 
Mother again, dear mother ! Place thy hand 
Here — on my heart Now thou hast felt it beat, 
Wilt thou misjudge it more 1 
Ladt M. Oh ! 

Vtv. Reooil'st thou still 1 

Lady M (breaking from him). What have I done 1 — betrayed, con- 
demned my Clarence ! (to r., frantically.) 
Vtv. (c). Condemned thy Clarence ' By thy blessing, No ! 
That blessing was my birthright. I have won 
That which I claimed. Give Clarence all the rest. 
Silent, as sacred, be the memory 
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Of this atoning lionr. Look, evermore {Icisfing her) 
Thus— tims I seal ilie secret of ihy first-born ' 
Now. only Clarence lives ' Heaven guard thy Clareiic** ' 
Now deem me dead to thee. Farewell, farewell ! 

[Exit Vtvta:?. l. 
Ladt M. (tushiftg after htm). Hold, hold— too generous, hold! C(»me 
back, my son! [Erit Lady Momtrbville, l. 

iScene chavga to 
SCENE n. — Sea and Rocks m 4th grooves. 

Enter Lord Beaufort, l. 1 e. 

Lord B. And still not here ! The hour has long since passed. 
I'll climb yon tallest peak, and strain mine eyes 
Down the sole path between the cliff and oxrean. 

{joes up steps K., and off n. 2 E.) 

Enter Wrecklypph, l. 1 E. 

Wreck. The boors first grinned, then paled, and creift away ; 

The tavern-keeper slunk, and muttered " Hangdogl " 

And the she-drudge whose rough hand served the drink, 

Stified her shriek, and let the tankard fall ( 

It was not 80 in the old merry days : 

Then the scarred hangdog was " fair gentleman." 

And — but the reckoning waits. Why tarries ho .1 (Jteat on ban 
drum^ with diminuendo beats, for signal gun, and its echoes.) 

A signal ! Ha ! 
Vyv. {offL.) I come, I come! 

Wreck, {grasping his cutlass, but receding as he sees Beaufort m/<» 

R. 1 E.) Hot lordling ! 

I had well nigh forestalled thee. Patience ! 

[Exit around set rock, L. c. 
Lord B. (u. 2 e., on platform.) Good! 

From crag to crag he bounds — my doubts belied him ; 

His haste is eager as n)y own. 

Enter Vyvyan, l. 1 e., a-ossing and going vp R. steps. 

Sir, welcome. 
{both on first platform, r. u. B.) 

Vtv. Stay me not, stay me not ! Thou hast all else 
But honor — rob me not of that ! Unhand nie ! 

Lord B. Unhand thee ? yes — to take thy ground and draw. 

Vyv. Thou know*8t not what thou gayest. Let me go I 

Lord B. Thyself didst name the place and hour : 

Vyv. For here 

I thought to clasp— (/7«Vf<?) I have no brother now ! 

Lord B. He thought to clasp his Eveline. Death and madness! 

Vyv. Eveline ! Thou lov'st not Eveline. " Be consoled. 
Thou hast not known affliction — hast not stood 
Without the porch of the sweet home of m^n : 
Thou hast leaned upon no reed that pierced the heart j 
Thou bast not known what it is, when In the desert 
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The hopeless fliid the fountain." Happy boy, 
Thou hast not loved Leave love to man and sorrow! 
LoBD B. Dost thou presume u|)on my years ? Dull scoffer! 
The brave is man betimes — the coward never. 
Boy if I be, my playmates have been veterans ; 
My toy a sword, and my first lesson valor. 
And, had I taken challenge as thou hast, 
And on the ground replied to bold defiance' 
With random words implying dastard taunts, 
" With folded arms, pale lip, and haggard brow," 
rd never live to call myself a man. 
Thus says the boy, since manhood is so sluggard, 
Soldier and captain. Do not let me strike thee I 
Vtv. Do it, — and tell thy mother, when thy hand 

Outraged my cheek, I pardoned thee, and pitied. 
Lord B. Measureless insult! Pitied I {drum for gun at before,) 
Vtv. There again 1 

And still so 'far ! Out of my path, insane one! 

Were there naught else, thy youth, thy mother's love 

Should make thee sacred to a warrior's arm — 

Out of my path. Thus, then, {suddenly Itfit, and puts him atide,) 

Oh, England — England ! 
Do not reject me too ! — ^I come ! I come ! 

{up the steps to upper platform.) 
Lord B. Thrust from his pathway — every vein runs fire ! 
Thou shalt not thus escape me — Stand or die ! 

{sward in hani, drives Vyvyan to the edge of the cliffy and he 
grasps, for support^ the bough of tree,) 
Vtv. Forbear, forbear ! 

Lord B. Thy blood on thine own head ! {drum for gun 

as before. As BBAUPORT./t/^« his sword and strikes^ Vtvyajt 

retreats — the bough breaks^ and Vyvtan swings L., und down 

into centre trap. ) ir 

Wbbck. {rises r. c. by trap). Is the deed done 1 If not, this steel 

completes it. {waves cutlass and exit down trap. Lord 
Beaufort sinks on his knee in horror. Work ship on B. to 
L., across.) 

SLOW CURTAIN. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Same as Act iT'., Scene IL 

Enter Sir Grbt de Malfas, l., leaning on cam. 

Sib G. a year — and Wrecklyffe still is mute and absent, 
Even as Vyvyan is ' Most clear ! He saw. 
And haply shared, the murderous deed of Beaufort; 
And Beaufort's wealth hath bribed him to desert 
Penury and me. That Clarence slew his brother 
I cannot doubt He shuts me from his presence ; 
But I have watched him, wandering, lone, yet haunted- 
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Marked the white lip and glassy eyes of one 

For whom the r;rave lias ghosts, aud silence, horror. 

His mother, uii vugue pretext of mistrust 

That 1 did sell her lirsi-born to the pirate. 

Excludes roe troni her sight, hut sends me alms 

Lest the world cry, " See, her poor consin starves ! " 

Can she gness Beaufort's gnilt ] Nay ! For she lives ! 

I know tlial deed, which, toM unto the world. 

Would make nie heir of Montrevllle. 0, mockery 1 

For how proceed 7 — no proof ! How charge 7 — no witness ! 

How cry, " Lo ! murder! " yet produce nq corpse ! 

Enter Alton, r. 

Alton. Sir Grey de Malpas ! I was on my way 

To your own house. 
Sir G. Good Alton — can 1 serve you 1 

Alton. The boy I took from thee, returned a man 

Twelve months ago: mine oath absolved. 
Sir G. Tis true. 

Alton. Here did I hail the rightful lord of Montreville, 

And from these arms he rushed to claim his birthright. 
Sir G. (aside). She never told me this 
Alton. That night his war-ship 

Sailed to our fleet. I deemed him with the battle. 

Time went ; Heaven's breath had scattered the Armada. 

I sate at my porch to welcome him — he came not 

I said, ** His mother has abjured her offspring. 

And law detains him while he arms for justice." 

Hope sustained patience till to-day. 
Sir G. To-day ? 

Alton. The very friend who had led me to his breast 

Returns and 

SirG. {soothingly.) WelH 

Alton. He fought not with his coantry. 

Sir G. And this cold friend lets question sleep a year 1 
Alton. His bark too rashly chased the flying foe ; 

Was wrecked on hostile shores ; and be a prisoner. 
Sir G. Lean on my arm, thou'rt faint 
Alton. Oh, Grey de Malpas, 

Cnn m^'n so vanish — save in murderous graves 7 

You turn away. 
Sir G. What murder without motive 7 

And who had motive here 7 
Alton. Unnatural kindred. 

Sir G. Kindred ! Ensnare me not ! Mine, too, that kindred. 

Old man, beware how thou asperse {pause) Lord Beaufort \ 
Alton. Beaufort 1 Ob, horror ! How the instinctive truth 

Starts ftom thy lips ! 
Sir G. From mine 7 

Alton. Yes. Not of man 

Ask pardon, if accomplice 

Sib G. I, accomplice ! 

Nay, since 'tis my good name thou sulliest now—' 

This is mine answer : Probe ; examine ; search ; 

And call on justice to belie tliy slander. 

Go, seek the aid of stout Sir Godfrey Seymour ; 
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A danntlesa magistrate ; strict, npright, honest ; 

{aside). At heart a Puritan, aud hates a Lord, 

With other slides !hat fit into my grooves. 
Alton. lie bears with ail the righteous name thou giv*st him, 

Thy zeal acquits thyself. 
Sir G. And charges noLe. 

Alton. Heaven reads the heart. Man can but irack the deed. 

My task is stem. [Exit Alton, l. 

Sir G Scent lies — suspicion dogs, 

And with hot breath pants on the flight of conscience. 

Ah ! who comes here 1 Sharp wit, roimd all occasion ! 

Enter Falkner mth Sailors, l. 

Falk. Learn all yon can — when latest seen, and where — 

Meanwhile I seek yon towers. [Ereuni Sailors, l. 

Sir G. Doubtless, fair sir, 

I speak to Vyvyan's friend. My name is Malpas — 
Can it be trne, a-H Alton doth infoim nie, 
That you suspect your comrade died by murder 1 

Falk. Murder! 

Sir G. And by a rivaVs hand ? Amazed ! 

Yet Fjirely so I did conceive the priest. 

Falk. Murder! — a rival !— true, he loved a maiden t 

SiK G. In yonder halls ! 

Falk. Despair ! Am I too late 

For nil but vengeance ! Speak, sir — who this rival 1 

Sir G. Vengeance ! — fie — seek tlio!»e towers, and learn compassion. 
Sad change indeed, since here, at silent night, 
Yonr Vyvyan met tlie cliallenae of Lord Beaufort. 

Falk. A challenge 1 — ^here ? — at night 7 

Sir G. Yes, this the place. 

How sheer the edge ! crag, cave, and chasm below ! 
If the foot slipped, — nay, let us think slipi)ed heedless,— 
Or some weak wounded man were headlong plunged, 
What burial place more secret ? 

Falk. Hither, look ! 

Look where, far down the horrible descent. 
Through some ft^sh cleft rush subterranean waves, 
How wheel and circle ghastly swooping wings I 

Sir G. The sea-gulls ere a storm, • 

Falk. No! Heaven is clear I 

The storm they tell, speeds lightning towards the guilty. 
So have I seen the foul birds in lone creeks 
Sporting around the shipwrecked seaman's bones. 
Guide me, ye spectral harbingers ! (down c trap. Music.) 

Sib G. From bough 

To bough he swings— from peak to slippery peak 
I see him dwindl ng down ; — the loose stones rattle ; 
He falls— he falls — but 'lights on yonder ledge, 
And from the glaring sun turns steadfast eyes 
"^Where still the sea-gulls wheel ; now crawls, now leaps ; 
Crags close around him — not a glimpse nor sound ! 
0, diver for the dead ! (sinks down as xf watching Falkner • 

then rises) Bring up but bones, 
Aud round the skull I'll wreathe my coronet. [-E^i^, R. 



ACt T. bl 



Scene ehangee to 
SCENE II. — Inierior in let groovei. 

Enter Ladt Momtrevillb and Marsdbn, l. 

Ladt M. Will he nor Inint nor hawk? This constant gloom! 

Canst thou not guess the cause 1 He was so joyous ! 
Mars. Youug plants need air and sun ; man's youth the world. 

Young men should pine for action. Comforti madam, 

The c»use is clear, it you recall the date. 
Ladt M. Thou hast marked the date 1 

Mars. Since that bold seaman^ s visit. 

Ladt M. Thy tonsjue runs riot, man. How should that stranger— 

I say a stranger, strike disruay in Beaufort? 
Mars. Dismay ! Not that, but emulation ! 
Ladt M. Ay! 

You speak my thoughts, and I have prayed our Queen 

To rank your young lord with her chivalry ; 

This day mine envoy should return. 
MAtts. This day 1 

Let me ride forth and meet him t 
Ladt M. Go ! [Exit Marbden, l. 

'TIs true ! 

Such was the date. Hath Clarence gneRi^ed the secret — 

Guessed tlmt a first- bom lives 1 I dread to question ! 

Yet sure the wronged was faithful, and the wrong 

Is my heart's canker-worm and gnaws unseen. 

Where wanderest thou, sad Edmond 1 Not one word 

To say thou liv'st — thy very bride forsaken. 

As if love, frozen at the parent well-spring, 

Left every channel dry ! What hollow tr^id, 

Heavy and weary falls 1 Is that the step 

Which touched the mean earth with a lightsome scorn, 

As if the air its element 1 

Enter ^ Beaufort, r., mi mantle. 

Lord B. Cold ! cold ! 

And yet I saw the begsnr doff his frieze, 

Warm in his rags. I shiver under ermine. 

For me 'tis never summer — never — never t 
Ladt M. How fares my precious one 1 
Lord B. Well ;— bat so cold. 

Ho ! there t without I 

Enter Servant, l. • 

Wine ! wine ! [Srii Sebvavt, l. 

Ladt M. Alas ! alas I 

Why, this is fever — thy hand bums. 
Lord B. That hand t 

Ay, that hand always bums. 

Re-enter Servaht, l., with wine in gohlety on ealver. 

Look you — the cnp 
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The wondrous Tuscan jeweller, Cellini, 

Made for a king ! A king's gift to thy father ! 

What 1 Ser?e such gauds to me ! 
Ladt M. Thyself so ordered 

In the proud whims thy light heait made so graceful. 
Lord B. Was 1 proud once 1 Ha ! ha ! what's this 1 — not wine 1 
Servant. The Malvoisie your lordship's friends, last year, 

£steemed your rarest. 
Lord B. How one little year 

Hath soured it into nausea ! Faugh — 'tis rank. 
Ladt M. {to Servant). Send for the leech — quick — go. 

[Exit Servant, l. 
Oh, Clarence ! Clarence I 

Is this the body's sickness, or the soul's 1 

Is it life's youngest sorrow, love misplaced ? 

Thou dost not still love £?eliue 1 
Lord B. Did I love her 1 

Lady M. Or one whose birth might more offend ray pride 1 

Well, I am proud. But I would hail as daughter 

The meanest maiden (rora whose smile thy lip 

Caught smiles again. Thy smile is day to me. 
Lord B. Poor mother, fear not. Never hermit-monk, 

(Hzing on skulls in lone sepulchral cells, 

Had heart as proof to woman's smile as mine. 
Lady M. The court — the camp— ambition 

Bnter Marbden, with a letter, r. 

Mars. From the Queen ! 

{while the Countess reads, Marsdbn, turning to Lord Beaufobt) 
My dear young lord, be gay ! The noblest knight. 
In all the land, Lord Essex, on his road 
From conquered Cadiz, 'with the armed suite 
That won his laurels," sends before to greet you. 
And prays you will receive him in your halls. 

Lord B. The flower of England's gentry, spotless Essex ! • 
Sully him not, old man, bid him pass on. 

Lady M. Joy, Beaufort, joy ! August Elizabeth 

Owns thee her knight, and bids thee wear her colors. 
And break thy maiden Innce for England's lady. 

Lord B. I will not go. Barbed steeds and knightly banners*— 
Baubles and gewgaws ! 

Mars. Glorious to the young. 

Lord B. Ay — ^to the young ! Oh, when did poet dreams 
Ever shape forth such a fairy land as youth ! 
Gossamer hopes, pearled with the dews of morn, 
Gay valor, bounding light on welqome peril, — 
Errors themselves, the sparkling overflow, 
Of life as headlong, but as pure as streams 
That rush from sunniest hill-tops kissing heaven,— 
Lo ! that is youth. Look on mv soul, old man, 
Well— is it not morw gray than those blanched hairs 7 (^falU in 
seat, c.) 

Lady M. He raves. Heed not his words. Go speed the leech ! 

[Exit Marsden, b., quickly, 
{aside). I know these signs — by mine own soul I know them j 
This Is nor love, nor honor's 8i|[h for action, 
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Clareuce — now, side by side, I sit with thee I 

Put thine arms round me, lean upon my breast — 

It is a mother's breast. So, iliat is well ; 

Now — whisper low — what is thy crime ? 
Lord B. (bursting into tears). Oil, mother I 

Would thou hadst never borne me ! 
Ladt M. Ah, ungrateful ! 

Loud B. No — for thy sake I speak. Thou— justly proud, 

For thou art pure ; thou, on whose whitest name 

Detraction spies no soil— dost thou say '-crime " 

Unto thy son ; and is his answer tears 1 

Entei* Eveline, r., weaving flowers as in Act /. 

£vBL. Blossoms, I weave ye 

To diift on the sea, 
Say when ye find him 
Who sang " Woe is me I " 
(approaching Beaufort) Have you no news ? 
Lord B. Of whom ? 

EvEL. Of Vyvyan ? 

Lord B. That name I Her reason wanders ; and oh, mother, 
When that name's uttered — so doth mine — Imsh, hush it. 

(Eveline goes to window, and throws garland through) 
Ladt M. Kill me at once — or when I ask again, 

What is thy crime 1 — reply, " No harm to Vyvyan ! *' 
Lord B. (breaking away). Unhand me ! Let me go ! 

[ExU Lord Beaufort, l., wildbj. 
Ladt M. This pulse beats Mill! 

Nature rejects me ! 
EvEL. Come, come — see the garland, 

It dances on the waves so merrily. 

Enter Marsden, r. 

Mars, (dramng aside Ladt M.). Forgive this haste. Amid St. Kini- 
an's Cliffs 

Where, once an age, on glassy peaks may glide 

The shadow of a man, a stranger venturing 

Hath found bleached human bones, ai.d to your hall, 

Nearest at hand, and ever famed for justice, 

Leads on the crowd, and saith the dead was Vyvyan. 
EvEL. Ha ! who named Vyvyan 1 Has be then come back 1 
Mars. Fair mistress, no. 
Ladt M. If on this ten*ible earth 

Pity lives still — lead her away. Be tpnder. 
EvBL, (approaching Ladt M.), I promised him to love you as a ma< 
thef. 

Kiss me, and trust in Heaven ! He will retnni ! 

[Exeunt Eveline ffw^f Marsdex, r. 
Ladt M. These horrors are unreal. 

Enter Servant, r. 
Sbrvart. Noble mistresii. 
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Sir Godfrey Seymour, summoned here in haste, 

Craves your high presence in the Justice Hall. 
Ladt M. Mine — mine 1 Where goest thou 1 
Servant. Sir Godfrey bade me 

Seek my young lord. 
Lady M. Stir not. My son is ill. 

Thyself canst witness how the fever— (Aurryifi^ b.) Marsden ! 

JEntir Mabsden, b. 

My stricken Clarence ! — In his state, a rumor 

Of — of what passes here, might blast life — reason : 

Go, lure hiyi hence — if he resist, use force 

As to a maniac. Ah ! good old man, thou lo? 'st him ; 

His innocent cliildhood played around thy knees — 

1 know I can trust Otee — Quick — speak not : — Save ! 

[Exit Mabsdeit, l. 
(to Servant) Announce my coming. [Exit Sbbvakt, b. 

This day, life to shield 
The living son : — Death, with the dead, to-morrow ! 

[Exit Ladt Montbbvillb, b. 

SCENE UL-'Castle HaU, in hth s^rooves. 

Discover SiB Godfbey Seymour seated, l. Clerk, at tabk^ emplof/ed in 
writing. Sib Gbey db Malpas standing up l., near SiB Qompbby. 
Falkhsb, l. c. Halbbbdibbs, Servamtb. 

Sib Godp. (to Falkneb). Be patient, sir, and give us ampler proof 

To deem yon undistiuguishable bones 

The relics of your friend. 
Falk. That gentleman 

Can back my oath, that these, the plume, the gem 

Which Vyvyan wore — 1 found them on the cliff. 
Sir Godp. Verily, is it so 1 
Sib G. (loiih assumed re uctanee). Sith law compel me — 

Yes, I must vouch it. 

Enter Sbbvant, b. 2 b. 

Servant (placing a chair of state). Sir, my lady comes. 

Sir G. And her soa 

Enter, b. 2 b., Ladt Montbbvillb, and sects herself , b. c. 

Sir Godp. You pardon, madam, mine imperious duties, 

And know my dismal task r 

Ladt M Pray you be brief, sir. 

Sir Godp. Was, this time year, the captain of a war-ship, 

Vyvyan his name, your guest % 
Lady M. But one short day— 

To see my ward, whom he had saved from pirates. 
Sir Godp. I pray you, madam, in his converse with you 

Spoke he of any foe, concealed or open, 

Whom he had cause to fear 1 
Lady M. Of none ! 

Sir Godp. Nor know you 

Of any such 1 
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Laot M. (aftir apauH), I do noL 

Sib Godf. {aside to Falkner). Would yon farther 

Question this lady, sir 1 
Falk. No, she is a woman, 

And motlier; let her go. I wait Lord Beaufort 
Sib Godf. Madam, no longer will we lask your p-eMeuce, 

Enter Lobd Bbaupobt, c. d. b., breaking from Mabsdbh, and other JiT- 

TENDAMTS. 

Lobd B. Off, dotard, off! Guests iu our ball! 

Lady M. He is ilL 

Sore ill — fierce fever — I will lead him forth. 

Come, Clarence ; darling come ! 
Lobd B. Who is this man 1 

Falk. The friend of Vyvyan, whose pale bones plead yonder. 
Lord B. I — I will go. L t's steal away, my mother. 
Falk. Lost friend, in war, how oft thy word was *' Spare." — 

Methhiks I hear thee now. (draws Lord Beaufobt to b. o.) 

Young lord, 1 came 

Into these halls, demanding blood for blood — 

But thy remorse (this ie remorse) disanns me. 

Speak ; do but say — (look, I am young myself, 

And know how hot is youth ;) si)eak — do but say, 

After warm wo-'U. struck out from jealous frenzy. 

Quick swords were drawn : Man^s open strife with man — 

Passion, not murder : Say this, and may law 

Pardon thee, as a fioldier does ! 
Sib Gbbt {(o Mabsden). Call Eveline, 

She can attest our young lord's innocence. [Exit Mars n sir, 
Falk. He will not speak, sir, let my charge proceed. 
Ladt M. {aside), Wha e'er the truth— of that — of that hereafter. 

Now but remember, child, thy birth, thy name ; — 

Thy mother's heart, it beats beside thee— take 

Strength from its pulses. 
Lobd B. Keep close, and for thy sake 

I will not cry — " 'Twas passion, yet still, murder ! " 
Sib Godf. {who has been conversing aside with Sir Gbbt). Then jealous 

love the motive 1 Likelier that 

Than Alton's wilder story. 

Enter Eyblimb and Marsdsn, c. d. b. 

Sweet yoimg madam, 

Tf I be blunt, forgive me ; we are met 

On solemn matters which relate to one 

Who, it is said, was your betrothed : 
EvEL. To Vyvyan ! 

Sib Godf. 'Tis also said. Lord Beaufort crossed his suit, 

And yomr betrother resented. 
EvEL. No ! forgave. 

Sib G. Yes, when you feared some challenge fiom Lord Beaufort, 

Did Vyvyan not cast down his sword and say, 

" Both will be safe, for one will be unarmed 1 {p-eat sensation 
through the hall.) 
Falkneb and Sib Godpbey. Unarmed I 
EvEL. His yery words I 
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Falk. Oh, vile assassin I 

Sir GoDF. Accuser, peace! This is most grave. Lord Beaufort, 

Upou such tokens, with your o\\ u strange bearing, 

As ask api^eal to more august inbuual, 

You stand accused of purposed felon muider 

On one named Vyv3au, Captain of the Drtadnaught — 
• " Wouldst thou say aught against tliis solemn charge? ** 
EvBL. Murdered 1 — ^he — Vy vyan ! Tliou his murderer, Clarence, 

lu whose rash heat my hero loved frank valor 1 

Lo ! I, to whom his life is as the sun 

Is to the world — with my calm trust in Heaven 

Mantle thee thus. Now, speak ! 
Lady M. (^aside). Be firm — deny, and live. 

Lord B. {aiiemptittg to be haughty). You call my bearing " strange 1 " 
— what marvel, sir I 

Stunned by such charges, of a crime so dread. 

What proof against me ? (Sib Gret meets Alton up R. end 
keeps him in talk ) 
Ladt M. Words dei>osed by whom 1 

A man unknown ; — a girl's vague fear of quarrel — 

His motive what 1 A jealous anger ! Phantoms ! 

Is not my son mine all! And yet this maid 

/plighted to another. Had I done so 

If loved by him, and at the risk of life ? 

Again, I ask all present what the nioiive 1 
Alton, (eomea down with Sir Grey).* Rank, fortune, birthirght. 

Miserable woman ! 
Lady M. Whence com'st thou, pale accuser? 
Alton. From the dead ! 

Which of ye two will take the post I leave 1 

Which of ye two will draw ai»ide ttiat veil, 

Look on the bones behind, and cry, " I'm guiltless 7 " 

Hast thou conspired wiih him to slay thy first-born. 

Or knows he not that Vyvyan was his brother 1 (Lady \toNTRE- 

VILLE SWOOflS. EVELINB VUnhcS to LaDY MoNTRBYILLE.) 

Lord B. My brother ! No, no, no I (clutcJUng holu of Sir Grey.) Kins- 
man, he lies ! 
Sir G. Alas! (r. front.) 
Lord B. Wake, mother wake. I ask not speech. 

Lift but thy brow — one flash of thy proud eye 

Would strike these liars dumb ! 
Alton. Read but those looks 

To learn that thou art 

Lord B. Cain ! {grasping Falkner) Out with thy sword — (l.) 

Hew off this hand. Thou calledsi me " assassin ! " 

Too mild— say " fratricide I " Cain, Cain, thy brother! (falls 
sobbing J c. front) 
EvEL. It cannot be so ! No. Thou wondrous Mercy, 

That, from the pirate's knif«', the funeral seas 

And all their shapes of death, didst save the lone one, 

To prove to earth how vainly man despairs 

While God is in the heavens— I cling to thee, 

As Faith unto its anchor ! (to Sir Grey) Back, false kinsman! 

I tell thee Vyvyan lives— the boy is guiltless ! 



*EvEL. Ladt M. Beauf. Alton. 8ib Giiey. 8ia Godfbet. 

B- B. C. 0. L. 0. L. 
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" Falk. Poor, noble maid ! How my heart bleeds for her ! " 
Lady M. {starting up). Senteuce us botli ! or stay, — would law con- 
demu 
A child so yoimg, if I had urged him to it 7 
Sir Godp. Unnatural mother, hush ! Sir Grey, to you, 
Perchance ere long, by hves too justly forfeit, 
Raised to this earldom, I entrust these — prisoners, (motions to 
Halberd IBRS, tr//o advance to arrest Beaupobt, who rises 
and Lady Moktbevillb.) 
Ma»s. Oh, day of woe ! 
Sir G. Woe— yes ! Make way for us. (trumpet.) 

Enter Servant, c. d. b. 

SBAyA2rT. My lord of Essex just hath passed the gates ; 
But an armed knight who rode beside the £arl, 
After brief question to the crowd without, 
Sprang from his steed, and forces here his way! (trumpet 
fiouri&h.) 

Enter Vyvyan, c. d. r., sti armor, his vizor three parts down, 

Vyv. Forgiveness of all present ! 

Sir Godp. Who art thou 1 

Vyy. a soldier, knighted by the hand of Essex 

Upon tlie breach of Cadiz. 
SrR Godp. What thy business ] 

Vyv. To speak the truth. Who is the man accused 

Of Vyvyan's murder! 
Sir G. You behold him yonder. 

Vyv. 'Tis false. 

Sir G. (r. front). His own lips have confessed his crime. 
Vyv. (throwing down hit ganntlet, to b.). This to the man whose crush- 
ing lie bows down 

Upon tho mother's bosom that young head ! 

Siy you " confess'd! " Oh, tender, tender conscience! 

Vyvyan, rough sailor, galled him and provoked ; 

He raised his band. To the sharp verge of the cliff 

Vyvyan recoiled, backed by an outstratched bough. 

The bough gave way — he fell, but not to perish ; 

Saved by a bush- grown ledge that broke his fall ; 

Long stunned he lay ; when opening dizzy eyes, 

On a gray crag between him and the abyss 

He saw the face of an old pirate foe ; 

Saw the steel lifted, saw it flash and vanish, 

As a dark mass rushed thro' the moonlit air 

Dumb into deeps below — the indignant soil 

Had slid like glass beneath the murderer's feet, 

And his own death -spring whirled him to his doom. 

Then Vyvyan rose, and, crawling down the rock, 

Stood by the foe, who, stung to late remorse 

By hastening death, gasped forth a dread confession. 

The bones ye find are those of Murder's agent — 

Murder's arch-schemer — Who 1 Ho ! Grey De Malpas, 

Stand forth ! Thou art the man ! 
Sir Gbby. (aside, vehemenUy). Hemm'd round with toils, 
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Soul, crouch no more ! (aloud) BaFe hirellnsr, doff thy mask, 

And my sword writes the lie upon thy front. 

By Beaufort's hand died Vyvyau — (draws sword.) 
Vty. As the spell 

Shatters the sorcerer when his fiends desert him, 

Let thine own words hring doom upon thyself ! 

Now face the front on which to write the lie. {nmovss hemlet^ 
taken away hy Pages. Sib Gbet dropt h it sword and staggers 
hack into the arms of Mabsobn and Alton, vl. front,) 
EvBL. Thou li?'8t, thou liv'st— -(r«nww white from her ef^eeksand shows 

the color.) 
Vtv. {kneeling to her^ c). Is life worth sometliiiig still 1 
Sib Qbbt. Air, air — my stafif— some chord seems broken here, {press- 
ing his heart.) 

Marsdeu, your lord shot his poor cousin's dog ; 

In the dog's grave — mark ! — bury the poor cousin, {sinks ex- 
hauatedf and is borne out, b. 2 b.) 
Vtv. Mine all on earth, if I may call thee mine. 
EvBL. Thine, thine, thro' life, thro' death^ue heart, one grare ! 

" I knew thou wouldst return, for I have lived 

In thee so utterly, thou conldst not die 

And I live still. — The dial needs the sun ; 

But love reflects the image of the loved, 

Tho' every beam be absent ! — Thine, all thine ! " 
IiAPT M. My place is forfeit on thy breast, not his. {pointing tc 
Bbaufobt.) 

Clarenoe, embrace thy brother, and ray first-born. 

His rights are clear — my love for thee suppressed them — 

He may forgive me yet — ^wilt thou f 
BsAU. Forgive thee ! 

Oh mother, what is rank to him who hath stuod 

Banished from out the social pale of men, 

Bowed like a slave, and trembling as a felon ? 

Jleaven gives me back mine ermine, innocence ; 

And my lost dignity of manhood, honor. 

I miss naught else. — ^Room there for me, my brother I 
Vtv. Mother, come first ! — love is as large as heaven ! 
" Falk. But why so long^— 
Vtv. What ! could I face thee, friend. 

Or claim my bride, till I had won back honor 1 

The fleet had sailed — the foeman was defeated — 

And on the earth I laid me down to die. 

The prince of England's youth, frank-hearted Essex, 

Passed by But later I will tell you how 

Pity woke question ; soldier felt for soldier. 

Essex then, nobly envying Drake's renown, 

Conceived a scheme, kept secret till our clarions. 

Startling the towera of Spain, told earth and time 

How Eilgland answers the invader. Clarence," 

Look brother — I have won the golden spurs of knighthood ! 

For worldly gifts, we'll share them — hush, my brother j 

Love me, and thy gift is as large as mine. 

Fortune stints gold to some ; impartial Nature 

Shames her in profiering more than gold to all — 

Joy in the sunshine, beauty on the earth, 

And love reflected in the glass of conscience ; 

Are these so mean ? Place grief and gui.t beside them, 
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Decked in a sultati's splendor, and compare ! 

The worid*8 most royal he-itage is his 

Who most enjoys, most loves, aod most forgives. 

AU form picture. Music, 

* * * « * * 

YlLLAOBBSi SeBYAHTS. 

A » 

g Marbdbn. Sib Godfbet. 

g ♦ ♦ Vtvtan. LadtM. * 

;< # Alton. * Evblinb. ♦ Beaufobt. 






♦ a 

OB 



CURTAIN {slow). 



EXPLANATION OF THE STAGE DIRECTIONS. 
The Actor is supposed to fkoe the Andienoe. 
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h. Left. 

L.a Left Centre. 

L. 1 B. Left Firrt Entnuioe. 

L. S s. Left Second Entnuioe. 

L. 3 X. Left Thiid Entnnoe. 

L. u. s. Left Upper Entnnoe 

(wherever this Scene may be.) 

o. L. a Door Left Centre. 



C Centre. 

B. Bight. 

B. 1 B. Bight Fint Entanoei 

B. S B. Bight Second Entnuifle. 

B. 8 B. Bight Third Entrsnoe. 

B. u. B. Bight Upper Entnuua 

D. D. o. Door Eight Centra 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS, 

Tbf Hiort nox. 8n Robibt Walpoli (Member of the EogUsh Parliament, Chan- 
cellor of the Sxohequer, and Prime Minister to King Oeorge the Fiiat). 

JoRi ViAiiiT (aleo a Member of Parliament, and his Conlidant). 

ScLOiN BLouitT (another Member of Parliament, and a Tery active and powerful 
Loader of a Party in strong opxxMition to Walpole). 

Sia SiDNRT nm.LAiR (another Member of Parliament — a fashionable and wealthy 
young Baronet, and also an opponent to Walpole). 

Lord NrrusDAi.K (i young Scotch Nobleman—a firm Jacobite Supporter of the 
Pro tender). 

FxBST Jaoobiti Lord > _ . * 4u « * ^i t 

fl.ooND Jacodit. Lord \ t8°PPorter. of the Pretender). 

LroY WiLMoT (nn Orphan, and the Proteg^ of Selden Blount). 
Mns. Vizard (a widowed matronly Lady, baring charge of Lucy, and in the pay of 
Soldon Blount, at the same time not objecting to assist the Jacobite Party). 

ColTee-House Loungers, Waiters, Footmen, Serrants, Newsmen, etc 



PERIOD'1717-'the commencement of the reign of Qeorge L, King of England. 



SCENERY (English.) 

ACT /.— ToM*8 Cofl^e-Honse, in, London in 4th grooves. 



Open. 



Table. 



Table. 



Table. 



• • . • o 

• . . • v« 



A 

•E 



Door. 



Cloaed in. : Table and Chain. 
Fireplace. ( ♦S* 



Table and Chairs. : 

♦[!]# B : Open. 



Open. 



: I 



I 



The walls in panelling, dark red oak a tew framed oil paintings, portraits of Qu^en 

Anne, Marlbo^J^^gHl-ie. i-. after Vandyke, the BatUe ^^-"r^";;;. «^^^; J^^ 
uetteof B^uus, print of bir Waiter Raleigh smoking; a framed »et ol curious to- 
bacco-pipes arranged as a trophy; East Indian curiosities; a stutfed raccoon, a 
handbill on a naU : '» Distressed Mother. . . .His Majesty's Servants. . . .Pn<«s of the 

Places," a handbiU " £'25 Reward. Whereas certain known tor their excese- 

c,....MoHOCKs did set upon maltreat.... rolled the said Sarah Fro8t,in a 

hojahead, down Holbom Hill.... on the night of...." Old muskets and swords 
crojsel, over fireplace, under a map. A, A, A, A, partitions of paneUed oak, five 
feet high, making small rooms pr " boxe^'* of the space between them, in which is a 
table with a seat running around three sides of each box. C, stairs leading off up from 
stage. R. o. e., open for Waiters to exit as to kitchen, for coffee, etc L. 2 e., 
double door. B, a bar. with oyster patties, meat pies, newspapers, books, tobaccr 
jars, red, with gilt Arms of Great BriUin on them, and " Tom's " in black letters • 
a public snuff-box, large. E, a cheval glass, on a stand, in which the Lotjkokbs look 
before going off l. d. Curtains to th' boxes, red. 
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" A CT JI.-Sc ne i.— Room in 2a grooves. Portraits on wall ; rich tables ; chair* ; 
writing mat trials, etc 
Scene //.—Room in 3d grooves. 

Secret I>oor. 
: I Door. I I I : 

•A 



Window 



DoofK 



A, a clock. Baloony oatside of window. 
Scene ///.— Oatside of a House, court and garden wall in 5th groores. 



Landscape. 



Open. 




:: Wan. 



open. 



• ■ 






•Tree. 



Door. 



a • 



B 



:: WaiL 



Window. 



■ • 






Tree. 



Tree. 



On flat) view of houaetops, with a park of trees between. 4th groove line, a row of 
blue posts, set near enough to prevent a cart passing between them, four feet high. 
L. L. E., Closed in by a garden wall or hedge. L. 1 and 2 «., a garden wall, six feet 
high, with spikes on top, and a creeping plant. R. S x., a low wall. B. 1 and 2 *;., 
a set house front, on the ground floor a window, 1 b., and d. 2 x. above it, a practica- 
ble window with baloony. B, iron railing, with posts to the door, with lamps, and 
iron sockets, such as were used as extinguishers for torches. 

ACT Ill.—Sctne /.—St. James's Park in 1st grooves (or can be painted on canvas 
to roll up) ; two benches to be pushed on s. and l. Sunset e£Eect. Tree wings. Sky 
sink and bMden. 

Seme //.—Same as Scene /., Ad 11^ iu 2d grooves. 

SctM I//.—BBma as Scene II,y Act It,, but set in Sd grooves instead of 3d. 



PROPERTIES. 

ACT h : Trays ; platea ; blue china cups and saucers : chocolate dishes : eatable ; 
a joint of meat, a ham, some preserves, on bar ; pipes, tobacco, etc Aa IL-" 
Scene let Writing materials, books and papers on table ; three chaixs. Scene 
Sd ; A purse, filled ; poker ; hand-bell. Scene M; Pebbles. Ad ItLSctm \dz 
Note. Scene 2d ; Note as before candles in candle-sticks ; book on table j 
hand-bell pocket-book« &ens Sd: Lamp ; miniatnxe ffxt Luor ; iio(*-book/ 

1»7. 
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COSTUMES. 

Walpole.— ^c< /; Square-cut coat and long-flapped waistcoat of dark«colore<l 
cloth , the cuffs of the coat broad and trimmed with lace ; silk hoae drawn up 
high over the knees bo aa to join the breeches, of a similar material to the coaf, 
underneath the waistcoat flaps ; while lace neckcloth with loug endx ; three- 
cornered hat, black, with the sides turned up ; long curled wig ; high-heeled, 
shoes, and buckles; fob watch, aoalA, snuff-box, and court sword. Act It. : A 
rich suit of similar style to the above of dark-blue velvet, embroidered with 
gold ; Ince ruffles, etc. ; white silk stockin;?s. Jet III. : Same as Act 1, with a 
dark-colored roquelaure to throw over him. 

8BLDEN Blocnt.— A Similar style of dress to that worn by Walpolk, of a claret- 
colored velvet; black silk stockings; lace ruffles; court sword; high-heeled 
shoes, etc. , rich snuff-box. 

Brllair.— A rich showy dress of the same style, but of light-blue velvet, with lieh 
iHce ruffles and Ince neckcloth ; richly-embroidered waistcoat ; light-colored 
wig; laced hat; white silk stockings, with breeches of the same material as the 
coat ; high-heeled shoes, and buckles ; handsome court sword, and jewelled 
snuff-box. 

Lord Nithsdale.— Scarlet velvet coat, waistcoat, and breeches ; black silk stock- 
ings ; shoes and buckles ; wig of long black hair like a woman's ; lace ruffles 
and neckcloth ; a gray gown with red flowers upon it, and a black cloth mantle, 
trimmed with ermine, for the disguise in Scene 2, Act 2, to bo followed by a 
dark gown, and a mantle with a hood to it. 

Ykasey.— A similar style of dress to Walpole's dress in Act 1, but of blaok cloth 
or quiet-colored material, with black silk hose, shoes, buckles, hat, sword, etc 

Jacobite Lobds.— Similar dresa«*s to Lobd Nithsdale; short wig: swords; hats, 
and short cloaks of dark velvet to throw over their dresses. 

LouNORRs IN THK CoFFKE IIoDRK.— DfCfses of vanous materials, but all of a similar 
style, some more showy than others ; wigs, some long and some short; swords, 
gold-headed canes, etc., so as to give variety to the scene. 

FooTMF.N AND Srrvants. — Silk stockings, shoes, and buckles; black, and blue 
breeches; claret-colored coats, with silver buttons; white neckcloths; short 
wigs. 

WArrs as.— Black sleeveless waistcoats and knee-breeches, of dark material ; white 
stockings : shoes and buckles; long white aprons, white neckcloths, and long 
skirts to coats. 

Lucy Wilmot.— Plain embroidered silk dress of amber color, with looped skirt ; 
white petticoat ; shoes and buckles ; loose sleeves, with lace undersleeves ; hair 
in curls. 

Mbs. Vizard.— a full old-fashioned stylo of dress, of dark flowered silk; shoes and 
buckles ; cap trimmed with luce ; small shawl to throw over shoulders ; small 
lace trimming to the sleeves ; a small patch of black court-plaister near the 
mouth and on one cheek ; huir bound up in close curls. In the Sd Act, cloak, 
with hood. 



TIME OF PLAYING—ONE HOUR AND THREE QUARTERS. 
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STORY OF THE FLAT AND REMARKS. 

Ijf the present instance, dealing with an nnseted plajr, it has been thought desir- 
able and advinable to deviate from the plan previously followed of giving the Story 
and fiemarks separately, and in this case to amalgamate them as being a coarse 
more likely to supply a better understanding of the plot of the pieoe, the characters 
introduoed, and the position of affairs at the period selected lor the story of the 
comedy. 

The scene is laid in London in the year 17 17, in the third year of the reign of George 
the First. For years the whole country had been put to much trouble by attempts 
made both in Scotland aud England, as also in France, to place upon the throne, one 
Charles Btuart, who claimed to be a lineal descendant of James the Second, King of 
England (who abdicated the throne in 1688), and who, as such descendant, considered 
liimrelf entitled to wear the crown. He was known throughout the country by the 
cf^nomen of ** The Pretender,** and his adherents were denominated ** Jacobites," 
f^m Jacobusy the Latin fur James. His claims were supported by numerous pow- 
erful factions both in France and other countries, and by many noblemen and gentle- 
men of wealth and distinction ; but although his cause was honestly and bravely 
advocated, it was compelled to succumb to the sovereign power, and was finally ex- 
tinguished. So far then as is necessary to explain the terms used in the play in oon- 
neotion with the character of Lord Nithsdale und his confederates ; the next point 
to be touched upon is the political position. 

The legislature of England is divided into two parts : the House of Lords, com- 
posed of members of the peerage, who are entitled to that position by right of birth, 
royal decree, or from occupying the poaition of a Bishop or Archbishop of the Pro- 
testant church ; and the House of Commons, which is composed of gentlemen elected 
by the people of the various towns and cities. They amount (at the present time) 
to over 600 in number, and so long as they hold the appointment (to which, it may be 
mentioned, there is no pay attached, the honor of the position and the patronage it 
affords being considered an ample equivalent for the expenses of election and the 
labor attending the performance of the duties belonging to it) they are entitled to put 
the letters M.P. after their name, signifying their position as Members of Parlia- 
ment. The House of Commons has absolute control over the expenditure of the 
funds of the country, the levying of taxes, and the collection of the National lleve^ 
nues from all sources ; hence it is, no matter which political party is in power, the 
leader of that xmrty is generally appointed to the post of Chancellor of the Exehe- 
qupr, or First Lord of the Treasury, and holds the position of Prime Minister, or 
chief adviser to the reigning sovereign. 

After all the elections have been made, the members assemble, and continue sit- 
ting in Parliament for a certain number of. years (at the time of the play it was three, 
it is now seven), at the end of which x>eriod it is dissolved, and a new eleetion takes 
place all over the country, which is termed a ** General Election.** This, however, 
only applies to the House of Commons, the members of the House of Lords holding 
their positions for life. But instead of waiting for the natural expiration of the 
term for sitting, the Prime Minister, if he should be defeated upon any important 
question, has Uie power of causing the House of Commons to be dissolved, and a 
general election to be had before the specified time, in the hopes of taming out some 
of his opponents and bringing in persons who are favorable to him, so that when the 
new Parliament meets, he can be certain of a sufficient number of votes to carry 
any measures he may propose. These explanations are necessary to show the im- 
mense power wielded by Walpole and the meaning of his allusion to a geneiml elec- 
tion in the first scene of the Second Act. 

Again, the members of both Houses of Parliament are divided into diffsrent par- 
ties, bearing names identifying the i>artieular principles they advocate. At the 
perfod in question, there were only two classes, known as Whifft and Tories: terms 
whieh originated in England during the reign of Charles the First or Beoond. Those 
who snpported the king in his high, exacting, and oppressive claims were ealledlbrtfcf, 
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Aod thoM wlio aided with the i>ooplc and were advocates of liberal meainret, up- 
holding popular rlKhta, were denominated JVhigs. Frequent alloaion to both will 
b« found in the play. 

Of II 1 the ministcra who had ancceeded in wielding unlimited power, and offering 
strong oppoaitiun to the adversaries of kingly rule, few surpassed Robert Walpcle. 

For many years his family had been staunch whigs, but the change of suocessioa 
to the crown from the Btuart family, of whicli Queen Anne was the last representa- 
1 ivo in power, to that of the family of the Elector of Hanover, wrought » wonderfkil 
difference. During her reign the Tories held high office, but upon her decease the 
tables were turned, and their strong Jacobite likings and prejudices rendered them 
unpopular and unsuited for power. The consequence was, the Whigs eame into ftill 
authority, and Walpolo soon worked himself into the foremost position. Out of 
tbojargs fumily, of which ho was the greatest member, ouo only had deserted theix 
principles, a siNtcr, of whom hu was passionately fond, who married a Tory and a 
Jaofibite, and of whom no tiling* h vl been heard for years. Could he have traced 
lier husband be vows he would have made him turn Whig, by giving him something 
worth having, which ho hnd unlimited power to do— for, according to the records of 
the times, he was made Plenipotentiary in regard to the disposal of all offices and 
poftts <if Btato. He had nbsoluto sway : and was perfectly unscrupuldus ; no minis- 
ter cv»r before or since exceeded him in bribery and corruption, and it was by sueh 
m<.*ans h«i C(m«tantly managed the Piirlifl^ments under his direction. Each man had 
hit jn-icr^* or hi^ weakness seemed to be so well studied by Wnlpole, that there was 
always some alluring bait thrown out to catch or gratify him; buying and aelliog 
of election)!, iniquitous jobs and contracts, inordinate extravagance, but a great 
passion for the fl'io nrtK, wore the essence of his administration ; hid views being to 
make the king absolute, and preserve the power in his own hands. Such is a pic^ 
ture of Hir Uulx^rt Walpole, who figures in the play. With this necessary introduo* 
tion, wu will now proceed with the action of the drama. 

It is Walpolc'H great aim to retain for a longer term his high position, and to pre* 
vent anything arising that may occasion risk to the crown by a rebellious outbreak 
amongst the partisians of the Pretender— and the only way by which he can possibly 
succeed in doing this is to get tho sitting of Parliament extended fh>m three to sev- 
en ycutii, so that thoso in offico may continue to work harmoniously together, and 
by so doing perfect the plans they have formed for laying down n sound foundation 
for the new dynasty. This is, however, a very difficult task, for Walpole cannot 
reckon with any certainty upon a majority of votes to support his metisures, and the 
ranks of the opposing party are strong, more especially, two portions, one led by 
Sir Sidney Bellair, a young baronet of good family, gay dispoiitiun, great wetilth 
and brilliiint expectations, the other by Sclden Blount, a man of more mature years 
and experience, and in every respect a gentleman of birth, education, influence, and 
position, bearing the reputation of a staunch, patriotic member. Walpole calculates 
that these two members control some sixty or seventy vot^s; if, therefore, by brib- 
ery, or getting them into some dangerous dilemma, he can manage to win them over 
to his sido of the house, the votes they would bring would give him a swimming 
majority, and enable him to carry out his plans with a certainty of success. Now 
Walpole applies his principle— that each min has his price— and circumstances 
occur which not only promote his designs and enable him to achieve suocess, but, 
most unqucstiona])]y verify the truth of his axiom. 

U BO happens that some time previous to the commencement of the play, Selden 
Biount, in tho coui-sc of his travels, stopped at an obscure village inn. Amongst 
the inmates were two females, who, although then in most reduced circumstance-*, 
had evidently seen better days. Interest and curiosity were excited in him, but 
although ho failed to gratify the latter, he succeeded with the former, and his well- 



• These words which tho author makes use of for his second title are the exact wozda 
detjoriptive of Walpole, printed in an old work I have inspected, entitled " Prime 
Ministers in England,'* published at London, in 17G3. 
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flHlA pune sopplieil ample means for lightening the snfferings of the Udies until 
deat^icmoved the elder of the two, leaving the younger one alime in the worid. It 
wiit» tluq^only that he gathered irom her the inlormaiiori that her father had been a 
staunch tkOH^reut of the Pretender, and hai died in hia c luse ; and Uiat her moth- 
er's death ktid be«n occasioned by the suflfering and trouble she h<ul undergone. 
Smitten deeply by her amiability and attractiveness, and his generous sympathy 
excited by her pit^us story, Selden Blount^ under the assumed name of John Jone:*, 
liersuHded her to acotpt his offer of protection, as a father, and journey with him to 
Loudon, where he prjmtsed to place her under the care of a m'ltroulf friend with 
wlioin she could improve ImtV educ.ition and live in ease and comfort until such time 
as an opportunity presented itself for settling down in life. With gratitude and 
full faith in the integrity of hec new-found friend's proposition, Lucy Wilmot was 
only too glad to accept the offer, and accompanied him accordingly to London, where 
she was committed to the motherly charge of his particular friend and agent, !Vlr«> 
Vizard. 

Constant visits to Lucy gi-adn.illy brought about a feeling rather different to that 
of charity and dii»iutere»tcil affection, and when Blount began one day to scrutinize 
himself ratU^r more closely than he had hitherto done, he w:is compelled to acknow- 
ledge that there was a slight undercurrent of love for his proteg6 running through 
his mind. At first, he was somewhat in doubt, but a circumstance occurred which 
convinced him of the fact, und led to an nvowul of his piiasion. 

About twi weekd before the commencement of the plity* Urs. Vizard had relaxed 
somewhat the strict care with which she had guarded Lucy, and taken her to church 
one eveuinjr. On their return, they were interrupted and annoyed by a set of young 
profligates, who made it a practice to roam through the streets aftsr nightfall, in- 
sulting every female who might chance to cross their path nnproteeted. Lucy*s 
cries for assistance when she found herself and guardian thus surrounded, brought 
to their aid 8ir Sidney Bellair, who happened to bo upon his way home from the 
Parliament house, and driwinghis sword he soon put the offend^^rs to flight, an>l 
escorted tiie ladies in safety to- their dwelling. Struck with the beauty and simple 
grace of Lucy, he m ide an excuse to call the following day ; but although grateful 
for his timely as!<i8tanc ■, Mrs. Vizard respectfully declined the favor of any further 
visits : she saw he was youny, fascinating and handsome, and she feared that seri- 
ous results might ensue from the meeting ot her young charge and the youthful 
baronet, injurious to her own int( rests and detrimental to those of her patron and 
employer. So thus the mutter ^tood. 

Now, Walpole has a firm confidant in Sir John Veasey, a tried member of Parlia- 
ment, and to him ho reveals frankly the dilemma in which he finds himself, and dis- 
cusses the chances that appear to offer ot getting safely out of it. Amongst. the ar- 
rests he has caused to be made, is that of Lord Nithsdale, a young Scotch nobleman 
just married, and a staunch adherent of the Pretender. Rumor says that Walpole 
has rejected all appeals made to him to spare the young man's life ; but in truth he 
is determined to do so if ixMsible, and only the evening previous to the opening of 
the play, has given his wife an order (^ admission to the Tower of London, where 
her husband is confined, in the hopes that he may manage to effect his eacApe ; this 
he accomplishes, and the clemency thus shown by Walpole turns out afterwards to 
be of the greatest benefit to his designs. 

Veasey, however, has great doubts of Walpole being able to win over Blount or 
Bellair ; they are%taunch and firm to their party and principles ; neveKheless, 
Walpole asserts his unbounded faith in his favorite theory, that every man has his 
price, and either by money, place, rank, or danger, he is determined to secure his 
men. Bellair arriving, Walpole, with a complimentary remark upon a most effec- 
tive speech he has recently delivered, leaves him to the care of Veasey to sound him 
upon the subject at issue. He does so, and suggests that there is the daughter of a 
Duke who would be a most excellent match, and if he agrcesf Walpole, who wishes 
to increase the strength of the House of Lords, will raise him t^ the peersg«; but 
Bellair declines, remarking, sarcastically, that he prefers remaining in the House of 
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Commona, where the mcmbera have the pleasure occasionally of badgering tad bait* 
iut( the rrime Mioiater. Voaeey perceives very plainly there is no chance of winning 
him over in that war, and retires to consider wiiat other scheme is likely to suit his 
luailer's purpose. 

At an interview which follows, between Bellair and Blount, the forraer jokoi tlta 
lattnr upon h.iving seen him the previous evening, muffled up in his oloftk, huir^iny 
up the court leading to Mrs. Vizard's house. Blount is astounded at Bellair haWnif 
any knowledge ot this person, but the more so when he mentions the nume of th« 
young huly in her charge, and relates the circumAtancea under which he became 
acquainted with her, confcsaing frankly that he is deeply in love with her, and that 
althougli forbidden the liouse, hu visits the neighborhood every day and ezcbangea 
salutations from the window. lie begs Blount— who admits that he knows the par- 
ties—to make him acqunintoil with her history; but Biount excuses himself, aamr* 
ill)}: Bfll lir that she i.H of very humble origin, tnul vastly beneath him in ptoeition. 
But the young baronet is not to be put off so easily ; he Msssures Blount that his love 
is genuine and honorable, and ho makes him piomise to mention the matter to Lucy 
and to plead his cause 
Waliwle^s plan for the escape of Nithftdale turns out as he expecteded, and he ia 

,j just in receipt of the information when Blount culls upon him, and he takee tiie 

^ opportunity of sounding him. 

This interview is most admirxbly described ; in witty, sharp, and well chosen lan- 
guage, Wali)o!e boldly opens up his plan for saving the nation, offering plaoe and 
patrona^ in return lor the support of Blount and his party, and pushing pen and 
paper towards him to write his own terms. Blount does so, and with a low bow 
bands his reply to Walpole, striding haughtily away. To his chagrin, the minister 
finds written dovn : 

" 'Mongst the men who are bought to save England inscribe me, 
And tny bribe is the head of the man who would bribe me 1** 

But Walpole is not to bo beaten so easily ; certainly to threaten impeachment 
and desire the forfeit of his head is rather high, and, at the name time, rather objec* 
tiouable ambition, and be observes, facetiously : 

" So he calls himself honesit ! What highwayman's worse 
Thus to threaten my life when I offer my purse t 
Ilem ! he can't be in debt, as the common talk runs, 
For the man who scorns money has never known duns; 
And yet hare him I must ! Shall I force or entice t 
Let me think— let mo thiuk ; every man has bis price." 

It so happens that Mrs. Viz:inVs house is not only an asylum for Lucy, but is also 
a meeting plaoe for some of the Jacobite leaders. Accordingly, upon making hie 
escape, disguised in his wife's garnivntti,* Nithsdalc is conducted tliere by hisoon- 
federates, who represent him as the wife of one of their party now in exile, and 
that they are seeking to liido her until sunset, when she will be able to make her 
way down to the river and get on bo ird a vessel bound for France. Mrs. Vizard 
agrees to this, and they arrange to send a carriage at sunset, when a stone thrown 
up at the window shall be the signal that a trusty messenger is in waiting. 

They are interrupted by a knocking at the door, and effect a hasty retreat by 
a secret passage, as Mrs. Vizard conceals Nithsdalo, and calmly receivea the un- 
looked for visit of Selden Blount. In a very few words he tells her he has heard of 
the occurrence which took place on the return from church, and directs that Lucy 
shnll be sent to him and that they shall be lelt alone. In a very pretty speech, be 
points out to his protege the danger of im intimacy with such agay gallantas SirSiil- 

* The visit of Lord Nithsdale's wife, as mentioned in the play, is not historically 
correct. He and six other lords were arrested for treason as supporting the rebel- 
lion, all but one pleaded guilty. Nithsdale and two others were ordered for immedi- 
ate execution ; but the night before he had the good fortune to escape in clothe 
which his mother brought him. The others were beheaded the next morning. 
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ney Bellair, and pictures to her the joy and happinevs of a beautifnl cottage and 
gardens where, as soon as be is dnily freed from the toil of basineas, he can share 
with her lore, name and fortune. Completely overcome by this sudden avowal^ 
Lucy withdraws to her chamber, whilst Blount considering the matter settled, bids 
Mrs. Vizard prepare for departure, as he is going at once in search of a parson. At 
this moment a newsman passing through the street, calls out the intelligence of the 
escape of Nithadule, and the offer of one thousand guineas for his apprehension. As 
she listens to the description of the dress, it strikes Mrs. Visard that her guest is 
the escitped lor J, and she determines to lock up both him and Lucy whilst she has- 
tens to give the infoimation and secure the reward. B it Lucy, overhearing Blount 
tfU Mrs. Vizard to lock the door safely, slips out and conceals herself behind the 
window cuttiins as her guardian carefully fastens the door of the empty chamber. 
As soon as she is gone, Lucy is alarmed by a violent rapping at the outer door of 
the apartment, nnd before she can recover from her fright, it is burst open and 
NithadAle appears. In a few hurried words he excuses his disguise to Lucy, as hiH 
companions did to Mrs. Vizird, and urges her to furnish him with other clothes ; 
she tells him that her chamber door is fastened, when, with an abruptness which 
startles her, he produces a very effective key in the shape of a poker which has 
already opened one duor and now does duty a second time. He obtains a hood, gown, 
and mantle, for which he warmly thanks and kisses Lucy, who, astonished and be- 
wildered at his Am izonian conduct, innocently remarks, 

" What a wonderful girl !" 

Bellair, anxious to know the result of Blount's labors in bis behalf, hastens in his 
c.irriage towards Miv. Vizitrd*s house, and leaving it close by, meets with Blount, who 
U vainly endeavoring to find a parson. Blount assures him that Lucy has rejected his 
off :r an*l promised her hand to another, and leaving him to reflect upon the intelli- 
gence, goes upon his searcii. But Bellair determines to know the truth from Lucy*s 
own liiM, and accordingly, as he perceives some one at the window, throws up a 
pebble. This is the agreed Jacobite signal, so Nithsdale jumps down into the arms 
of Bellair, who, believing it to be Luay, attempts a kiss, only to receive a smart box 
on the ears. Although somewhat staggered at such a reception, he tows that he 
will not be baffled, and raises the hood ; a struggle follows, and he declares unless an 
explanation is given that he will call for the watch. Nithsdale speaks out boldly, 
and avows that he owes his life to Lucy, imploring him to Siive or sell him quickly^ 
Bellair determines to do the former, and though he thus risks his own life by aiding 
the escape of a rebel, the mention of Lucy*s name overcomes all scruples ; lie escorts 
Nithsdale to the carriage and starts him off to the river side. Beturning he meets 
Lucy at the window, and earnestly pleadiug his love, vowing eternal constancy and 
truth, he gains her promise to elope with him that night. 

Blount succeeds at last iix finding a parson, and he determines that after a brief 
honeymoon he will return to his seat in Parliament, and there taunt Walpole with 
the bribes he offered. Whilst thus laying down plans for future action, BelUir, full 
of gayety and delight, happens to meet him and tells him of his plans for running off 
with Lucy, and begs him to attend at his house and give her away, having arranged 
for two of his aunts to be present at the ceremony. At this moment one of the 
Jacobite lords enters, and requesting a few minutes private conversation with Bel- 
lair, hands to him a letter of thanks from Nithsdile. Veasey arriving, observes the 
two in conversation, and knowing the Jitcobitc, watches them closely. Bellai^ tells 
Blount, never suspecting him, to beware of Mrs Vizard, as she has attempted to 
surrender Nithsdale, whom he confesses to having assisted in his escape, in proof of 
which he shows the letter just received. Blount reads it' carefully, advises him 
to be cautious in concealing it, and pretending to place the important document in 
Bellaii's pccket, but letting it drop, as the young baronet harries uway, picks 
it up. • 

Now then is the time to turn tho tablrs upon his rival ; he informs Veasey of the 
discovery he has made, and it is determined that a wnrrant shall be at once iasaed 
fbr the arrest of Bellair, which will enxble IV.outit to secure T^ucy. 



10 WALPOLE. 

Walpo!e is much pleased at the auoceui of his Gcheme for the escape of Nitbadale^ 
any Tery mucli mure so at the news he receiver of BeUair*!! share in the Umnaactioo. 
He at once issue;) a warrant for his detention, and requests Veaaey to keep company 
with the prisoner until seat for, as he is going to Mrs. Vizird's to make inquiriea 
with respect to a young female whom his agent had l«>und ooufined there upoa 
searching lor Nithsdale. Dismissing Veiisey, Walpule summons Mrs. Vis ird to hid 
presence, and learns from hvr the particulars respecting Seldeu Biount and Lucy ; 
and his curiosity and interest are strongly excited when she reUtes certain thinga 
which go far to show that Lacy is most probably the child of his wayward sister. 

Arrived at Mrs. Vi2.ird*s houseman interview, moat sweetly and cffectiTely d^ 
scribed, coupled with the production of a portrait of the deceased mother, convince 
Wulpole tli.tt Lucy is his ii.ece. He questions her as to her love for BelUir, and 
when she confesses her intended flight, his anger is aroused, believing that the bar- 
onet intended to play false. H*: dictp itches his servant fur him and Veasey, deter- 
mining to test the truth of his inieatiuns. At thismomeutu pebble strikes tlie 
window ; looking out, Walpole perceived u rope ladder and the figure of a man. Bid* 
dint; Lucy confide in him and her happiness shall yet be secured, he tells lier to open 
the window and call out thai she needs lie!p us she ii chained to the floor, and then 
withdraws to watch the result. In a few moments Bluunt appear^!, to Lucy's nn- 
foi^ned surprise, her manner showing slie expected some one else. Angry und indig- 
ii.iut at such a reception, he declares that his aHections have been trifled with and 
outraged, and she shall either rem lin as his victim or depart as his bride. But the 
iKiud ot Walpole fiiUs heavy upon his shoulder ; discomfited at this unexpected 
iippe.iranco ot the minister, Blount endeavors to escape by the window, but Walpole 
is tot) quick for liira, and pushes away the ladder, fcjir Siiluey Ucll.iir now arrives, 
and not noticing \Viili>ulo, bitterly upbraids Bl<»uut for betraying his friendship, and 
for insulting him by bringing him there ; but tho mmisler steps between them, and 
sternly demands to know if bin intentions towards Lucy, apparently penniless and 
►o far beneath him, are honorable. B.-lIair frankly declares that they are, and 
whatever his fate may be, his sentiments :iro fixed and unchangeable ; upon which, 
Wali>oIe makes known that she is liis niece, ttnd that he sanctions the union, at the 
B irae time remarking artfully, that it will never do for the nephew to outvote his 
Tincle. Belhtir acknowledges that he Ls vanqui8h;»d, und pi-omisesliix cordial sup- 
port. Following up his success, Walpole appeals to Blount, suggesting that all that 
has happened had better be hushed up, with which proposition his ix-oent opponent 
warmly coincides, and promises his support. Bo the minister thus gains over his 
two adversaries and their votes, practically demonstrating the truth of his assertion 
— that every man has his price. 

I am not aware that this piece has ever been placed upon the stage ; why, I must 
confess, I am at a loas to conceive. It is a very neatly const riicind come«ly, admir- 
ably written ; the rhyme very perfect, and the language flowing, easy, and polished. 
The plot is very well put together ; it does not exceed the bounds of dramatic pro- 
bability, and is interesting and entertaining, when the history of the country where 
tliobceuo is laid, the period chosen for the action, and the position of society at the 
time, arc understood. This has been attempted in the early part of these remarks 
and, it is to be hoped, with success. I have no hesitation in saying that with an audi- 
ence po<«se8sing such knowledge, and with the piece well mounted in the very excel- 
lent style for which the managers of this city are so justly celebrated, and acted with 
the judgment, ability, and care exhibited by many members of tbe profession, possess- 
ing talents admirably suited to the characters or this piece, there are many modem 
comedies that would not afford one-half the entertainment and amusement for a 
couple of hours, as that which might be derived from a fi-iished repi*esentation of 
Walpole. j. m.k. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE.— Tom's Coffee-home^ in ^ih groova — At baek, Gentlemen seated 

in the (liferent " boxes ^ 

Enter Walpolr, l. d., and Veabbt, b. 2 e., down stepe, both to c. front. 

Vbasbt. Ha ! good day, my dear patron. 

Walpolb. . Good day, my dear friend ; 

You can spare me five minutes f 
Vbasbt. Five thousand. 

Walpolb. Attend ; 

I am jast from the klnz, and I failed not to press bim 

To secure to his service Jolin Vea-ey. 
Vbasbt. God bless bim ! 

Walpolb. George^s reign, just begun, your tried worth will distin- 
guish. 
Vbasbt. Oh, a true English king ! 

Walpolb. Tho' be cannot apeak English. 

Vbasbt. Tou must find that defect a misfortune, I fear 7 
Walpolb. Tlie leverse; {tmiles) for no rivals can get nt his ear. 

It is something to be the one public man pat in 

The new language that now governs England, dog Li'.i'i. 
Vbasbt. II ippy thing for these kingdoms that yon have that gift, 

Or, alas ! on what shoals all our coui.sels would drift. 
Walpolb. (jauntily). Yes, the change from Queen Anne to King 

George, we must own, 

Renders me and the Wliigs the so^e props of the throno. 

For the Tories tlieir Jacobite leanings disgrace, 

And a Whiu: is the only hale man for a place. 
Vbasbt. And the WaI|>oIes of Hougbton, in aU their relations. 

Have been Whigs to tlie backbone for thiee ceuerations. 
Walpolb. Ay, my father and motlier contrived to produce 

TJieir eighteen sucking Whigs for the family use. 

Of which number one only, \pithout due reflection, 

Braved the wrath of her bou^e by a Tory connection. 

But, by Jove, if her Jacobite husband be living, 

I will make him a Whig. 
Vbasbt. How ? 

Walpolb. By something worth giving ; 

For I loved her in boyhood, that pale pretty sister ; 



14 WALPOLE. 

And in conntins the Walpoles still left, I have miss'd her. 

(paui€t in emotion^ hut quickly reeovert him$df) 
What wat it I said ? Oh — the State and the Guelpb, 
For their safety, must iieDcetorth depend on myself. 
The revolt, scarcely quenched, has live spaiks in Its abbes ; 
Nay, fresh seeds for combustion were sown by Its flashen. 
Each example we make dan$;erous ])ity bequeathes ; 
For DO Briton likes blood in the air that he breathes. 

Vbabbt. Yes ; at least there's one rebel whose doom to the block 
Tho' deserved, gives this sdft-hearted people a shock. 

Walpolb. Lord Nithsdale, you moan; handsome, youn^, and juE'i 

wedded— 
A poor body — ^'twould do us much harm if beheaded> 

Veasbt. Yet, they say, you rejected all prayers for liis life. 

Walpolb. It is true ; but iw privaU I've talked to his wife ; 
She had orders to see Lim lust night in the Tower, 
And 

Vbaset. Well ?— 

Walpolb {looking at hit ujaich). Wait for the news — 'tis uot yet quite 

the hour. 
Ah ! poor England, I fear, at the General Election, 
Will vote strong in a mad anti-Whigai-h direction. 
From a Jacobite Parliament we luust defend her. 
Or the King will be Stuart, and Giielnh the Pretender. 
And I know but one measure to rescue our land 
From the worst of all ills— Civil War. 

Vbaset (tdeinnly). True ; we statid 

At that dread turning-point in the life of a Stale 
When its free choice would favor what freedom sliould 

hate ; 
When the popular cause, could we i)oll j opulation 

Walpolb. Would be found the least popular ihiig in the nation. 

Vbaset. Scarce a fourth of this i)eople are sound in their reason^— 

Walpolb. But we can't hang the other three-fourths for high tieason! 

Veasbt. Tell me, what i> the measure your wisdom proposes ? 

Walpolb. In its third year, by law, tl.is Whig Parliament closes. 
But the law 1 What's the law in a moment so rritican 
Church and Stale must be saved fr(»m a II« r.i*e Jacobiiical. 
Let this Parliament tl.en, under lavor of Heaven, 
Lengthen out its existence fiom three ye^ts lo seven. 

Vbasbt. Brilliant Ihonsht ! could the State keep i s pr(sei t directors 
Undisturbed for a time by those lowdy e eciors. 
While this new German tree, just transplanted, takes root, 
Dropping down on the lap of each friend golden fiuit, 
Britain then would be saved from nil chance of reaction 
To the crafr and corrup'ion of Jacobite faction. 
But ah ! think you the Commons would swallow the question ? 

Walpolb. Tiiat depends on what pills may assist their digestion. 
I could make — see \hU list — our minority sure, 
If by buying two men I cmld sixty secure ; 
For as each of the'^e two is the chief of a section 
That will vote black or white nt its leader's direction, 
Let the pipe of the shepherd but lure the bell-wether, 
And he folds the whole flock, wool and cry. altogether. 
Well, the first of these two worthy members you guess. 

Vkasrt. Sure, you cannot mean Blount, virtuous Selden Blount ? 

Walpolb. Yes. 
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Vsn^fiT. What! your sternest opponerit, half Oat>, half Drutus, 

He, wbo^e vote incorruptible 
Walpol%» Just now wouhl suit us ; 

l^«r a patriot so stauudi could wiih dauutlesii effrontery — 
Vbabey. SeH Limslf 1 
Walpolb. Why, of course, for the good of his country. 

True, hh |M*ice will be high — he is worth forty votes, 

And his saliTy must pay for the change in their coats. 

Prithee, has noi ii.s zeal for his fatherland — rather 

O^erhuithened t]h% lands he received f ora his father 1 
Vbasbt. Well, 'lis whispere I !vi^Jubs thnt his debts botnewhat tease i.im. 
Walpolb. I must sea him in iTivnte, and stuly to ease him. 

Will you kindly arrnnize llM he ctll upon me 

At my home^ not my office, Ixwiay— just al three 1 

Not a word that can hint of thtt^inect hi view 

Sxy some {slight paute) bill in the IfouFe that concerns him 
and you ; 

And on which, as distinct from all party dtaputes, 

Members meet without tearing each other lilii brutes. 
Vbabbt. Lucky thous;ht I — Blount and I both a$(ree in Cwumittee 

On a bill for amending the dues of the City 
Walpolb. And the Government^wantii to enlighten its sonl 

On the price which the puhl c should pay lor its coal. 

We shall have him, this Puritan chief of my fees. 

Now the next, one to catch is the ch ef of the Bennx ; 

All oar youngr members mimic his nol or his lauih ; 

And if Blount be worth forty votes, he is worth half. 

Vbasrt. Eh ! Bellair. whose defence of the Jacobite peers 

Walpolb. Thrilled the Hou^e ; Mr. Speaker him<elf was in teani. 

Faith, I thought he'd have beat u^. {taking tnuf,) 

Vbasbt. Th.it fierce i>eroration 

Walpolb. Which compared me to Ner<» — supetb {brushing the tnvj 

froin his Inee lappet) declamation ! 
Vbasbt. Yes ; a very fine speaker. 
Walpolb. Of that there's no doubt 

For he speaks about things he knows nothing about. 

But T still to our party intend to unite him 

Secret Service Department— Bellair — a small item. 
Vbasbt. Nay, you j-^st— for this gay maiden knight in debate, 

To a promise so brilliant adds fortune so great 

Walpolx- That he is not a man to be bought by hard cash ; 

But he's vain and conireited, light-hearted and rash. 

Every favorite of fortune hopes still to be greater, 

And a beau mu^t want something to turn a debater. 

Hem ! I know a Duke's daughter, young, sprightly and fair ; 

She will wed as I whh her ; hint tha to Bellair ; 

Ay, and if he will put himself under my cteerage, 

Say that with the Duke's daughter 1 throw in the peerage. 
Vbasbt. {thoughtfully). Those are baits that a vain man of wit mo^ 

sednc. 
Walpolb. Or, if not, his political creed must be bose ; 

To some Jacob te plot he will not be a stranger, 

And to win him securely 

Vbasbt. We'll get him in danger 

Hist I 

Enter Bbllaib, humming a tune^ l. d. 
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Walpolb. Good-morn'iijr, Sir Sidney ; your speech did you credit ; 
And wliatever your pa? ty, in time you will head it. 
Your attack on myself was excee tiii»iy sirikinj^, 
Though the subject you cho »s»» was not quite lo my liking. 
Tut ! I never bear malice. Vou hunt 7 

Bbllair. Yes, of In e 

Walpolb. And you ride as you speak 1 

Urlliab. We*], in lotli a light we ght 

Walpolb. But light weiglits have the odds in their favor, I fear. 

Come and hunt with my harriers at Houghton th.s year ; 
I can bhow you some hport. 

Bbllair. Sir, tiiere's no doubt of that. 

Walpolb. We will turn out a fox. 

Uellatr. (rttidi). As a bait for a rat ! 

Walpolb. I expect you next autumn ! Agreed then; good-day. 

[They salute; exit Walpi'LE, l. d. 

Bbllair. Well, I don^t know a pieasanter man in his way ; 

'Tis no wonder his friends are so fond of their chief. 

Vbasbt. That you are not among tiiem is matter for grief. 
Ah, a man of such stake in the land as yourself, 
Could command any post in the court of the Guelph. 

Bbllair. No, no ; Tm appalled. « 

Vbaset. By the king ? Cnn you doubt him? 

Bbllair. I'm appalled by those Qorgons, the la^lies about him. 

Vbasey. Good! ha, ha! yes, in beauty In's tns e mfy be wrong, 
But he has what we want, 8ii-,a goveaiiiient strong. 

Bbllair. Meaning |>etticoat sovernment f Mii e loo is such, 
But my rulers don'i frizhten the'r subj cis so much. 

Vbaset. Nay, your rulers'? -Why jjlurall Legitimate sway 
Can admit but one ruler to love 

Bbllair. Aud obey. 

What a wife ! Constitutional monarchy ? Well, 
If I choose my own sovereign I miffht not rebel. 

Vbasbt. You may choose at your will I With your parts, wealth, con- 
dition, 
You i'l marriage could link all the ends of ambition 
There m a young beauty — the highest in birth 
And her father, the Duke 

Beli.air. Oh a Duke! 

Veasby. Kiows your worth 

L'strn ; Walpole, desiring to strengthen the Lords 
With the very best men whom the country affords. 
His implied to his Grace, that his choice should be clear. 

(rareUsfb/) If you wed the Dukes's daughter, of cour>e you're a pee:. 

Brllair. Willi the Lords and tlie lady would Walpole ally luef 

Vkasey. Yes ; and if I were pou 

Bell air He would certainly buy me ; 

But I, — being a man— (rfrau?* himself up haughtily) 

Vbasbt. No offence. Why that frown ] 

Brllair (relapsing into his habitual ease). Nay, forgive me. Tho' nmn, 

I'm a man about town ; 
And so graceful a C'Miipliraent could not offend 
Any man about town, from a Minis' er''s friend. 
Still, if not Irom the frailly of mortals exempt. 
Can a mortal be tt^mpted where sins do not tempt ? 
Of mv rank and mv fortune I am so conce ted. 
That I don't, with a wife, want those blessings re;)eate;l. 
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Ami llio' flatiered to learn I should strengthen the Peers — 
Give me siill our rough House with its laughter aii>l 

cheers. 
Let the Lords have their chamber — I grudge not its puwe:s; 
But for badgerinir a Minister nothing like ours ! 
Whisper tliat to the Minister ; — sir, your obedient, (fttrns 
awffy, R- to Gbntlbmbk at table,) 
Vbasbt i^aside). Humph! I see we must hazard the ruder ezpedimt. 
If some Jacobite pit for his feet we can d'sT, 
He sliall hang as a Tory, or vote as a Whig. (Vbabbt re- 
tires up stage ) 
Brllaib {seating hiimelf, r. c. front). 0!), how little these formalist 

middle-aged schemers 
Know of tM the bold youngsters, half Fages, half dreamers ! 
Sages half? Yes, lecause of ihe time rushing on, 
Part and parcel are we ; they belong to time gone. 
Dreamers half 1 Yes, because in a woman^s fair f&ce 
We imagine the heaTen Ihev find in a place. 
At this moment I, courted by Whig and by Tory, 
For the span^iles and tinsel which clothe me with g'oty, 
Am a monster so callous, I should not feel sorrow 
if an earthquake engulfed Whig and Toiy to-morrow 
" What a heartless assertion ! " the aged would say ; 
True, the young have no heart, for they give it away. 
Ah, I love I and here — joy ! comes the man who may aid me. 

Enter Blount, l. d. 

Blount {to Coffee-house hungersj who gather round him as he eomes down 

the stage). 

Yes, sir, just from Guildhall, where the City has paid me 

The great honor 1 ne\er can merit enough, 

Of this box, dedicated to Virtue {Coffee-housi loungers 

gather around) 
Vbasbt. And snufT. 

Blount. Yes, sir, Higgins the Patriot, who deals in rappee, 

Stored that box with pnlviilio, superfluous to me; 

For a public man gives his whole life to the natioD, 

And bis nose has no time for a vain titillation. 
Vbasbt. On the dues upon coal — nproposr of the City — 

We agreed 

Blount. And were beat; Walpole bribed the Committee. 

Vbasrt. You mistake ; he leans tow'rds us, and begs you to call 

At his house — three o'clock. 
B LOU XT (declaiming as if in Parliament), But I say, once for all, 

That the dues 

Vbasbt. Put the case as you only can do, 

And we carry the question. 
Blount. V\\ call, sir, at two. 

Vbasbt. He said three. 

Blount. I say two, sir ; my honor's at stake. 

To amend every motion that Ministers make. (Vbasbt retires 
into the baekgrtmnd.) 
Blount, (advancing to Bbllair). Young debater, your hand. One 

might tear into shreds 

All your plea for not cutting off Jacobite heads ; 

But that burst against Walpole redeemed your whole speech. 
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Be but honest, and higli is the fame you will reach. 
Bbll.\!r. (r. c). Blouot, your praise woald delight, but your caution 

offends. 
Bl')Uxt (c). 'Tw my way — ^T'ra plain spoken to foes and to friends. 

What are talents but snares to mislead and pervert you, 

Unless they converge in one end — Pul/lic Virtue ! 

Fine debaters abound ; we applaud and despise th«>m ; 

Fur when the House che rs them the Mini:sior buys them. 

Come, be honesi, I say, sir — awny with all doubt ; 

Public Virtue commands ! Vote the Minister out ! 
Bbllair. Public virtue when construed means private ambition. 



Blount. 
Bbllafr. 



This to me — to a Patriot- 



In fierce opposition; 
But yon ask for my vote. 
Blount. Eiigland wants every man. 

Bbllair. Well, tho* Walpole can^b buy me, I think that you can. 
Blount, I saw you last evening cloaked up to your chin. 
But I had not a guess who lay, perdu, witiiin 
All those bales of broadcloth — when a gust of wind rose. 
And tiplifiitig your beaver it let out your nose. 
Bloukt. {toinewh it confiitecUy). Yes, I always am cloaked — halfdisgu'sed 

when I go 
Certain rounds — renl charity hides itself so ; 
For one good deed concealed is worth fitly paraded. 
Bbllair. Finely siid Qu tiing, doubtless, the poor you had aided. 
You s))>)t by me before I had time to accost you, 
Dawn a court which contains but one house ; — there I lost 

you. 
One house ! 

Where a widow named Vizard 



Blount. 

Bbllair. 

Blount, (aside). 

Yes- 



1 tremble. 



Bbllair. Resides with an angel 

Blount, (aside). 'Twere best to dissemble. 

With an angel ! bah ! say with a girl — what's her name ? 

Bbllair. On this earth Lucy Wilmot^ 

Blount. Eh !— Wilmot ? 

Bbllair. The Fame. 

Blount, (nfter a short pause). And Ijow knew you these ladiea 1 

Bbllair. Wiil you be my friend ? 

Blount. I ? of course. Tell me all from beginning to end. 

Bbllair. O'l, my story is short. Jost a fortnigiit ago, 
C'oming home towVds the night from my club 

Drunk ? 

So, so. 
" Help me, help !" cries a voice — 'lis a woman's — l run — 
Which may prove I'd drunk less than 1 often have done. 
And I find— but, de ir Blount, you have heard the renown 
Of a set called the Mohawks ? 

The scourge of the town. 
A lewd band of night savages, sconring the street, 
Sword in hand.-^and the terror of all whom ihey mei-t 
N >t ss liad as themselves \^you were safe, sir; proceed. 

Bbllair. Tn the m'dst of the Mohawks I saw her and freed ■ ' 

Blount. You saw her — Lucy Wilmot — at night, and alone 1 

Bbllair. No, sMe h'ld a protector— ^he face of that crone. 

Blount. Mistress Vieard 1 



Blount. 
Bbllair. 



Blount. 



ACT I. 



Id 



Brllaib. 



Bloukt. 
Bbllair. 
Blount. 
Bbllaix. 



Blount. 
Bbllair. 

Blount. 
Bbllaib. 



i5L0UNT. 

Bbllair. 
Blount. 

Bbllair. 



The same, yet, tho' stransce it appear, 
When the rogues saw her face tiiey did not fly in fear. 
Brief — I cnme, saw and conquered — but-own, on the whole. 
That ray conquest was helped by the Ciiy Patrol. 

I Ascorte I iliein home — at their thresliold we part 

And I mourn since that night for the loss of my heart. 

Did you call the next day to demand back that treasure ? 

Yes. 

And saw the young lady 1 

I had not that pleasure ; 
I saw the old widow, who to!d me politely 
That her house was too quiet for visits so sprightly ; 
That young females brou;ihL up in the school of propriety 
Mu!<t regird all young males as the pests of society. 
I will spare you her lectures, she showed me the door. 
And closed it. 

You've seen Lucy Wilmot no more 1 
Pardon, yes — very often ; that is once a day. 
Every hou e has its windows 

Ah ! what did yon say ? 
Well, by words very little, but much by the eyes. 
Now instruct me in turn, — from what part of the skies 
Did my angel descend ? What her parents and race ? 
She is well-born, no doubt — one sees that in her face, 
Wliat to her is Dame Vizard — ^that awful duenna, 
With the look of a griffiuess fed uiion s6nna 1 
Tell me all. Ho there 1— drawer, a bottle of cbiry ! 

[Exitf Waitbr, r. u. b. 
Leave In peace the poor girl whom vou never could marry. 
Why ? 

Her station's too mean. In a small country town 
Her poor mother taught music. 

Her father 1 



Enter Waiter, r. u. e., andplaee$ wine and glatsea on the table, r. c. ' 

Bloust. Unknown. 

From the mother's deathbed, from tlie evil and danger 
• That might threaten her youth, she was brought by a stran- 

ger. 

Tv> the house of the lady who 

Bellair. Showed me the door? 

Blount. Till instructed to live like her mother before, • 

As a teacher of music. My noble young Iriend, 

To a match so unmeet you could never descend. 

You assure me, I trust, that all thought is dismist 

Of a love so misplaced. 
Brllair. No — C fUUng Blouvt'b glaee) — her health I 

Blount. You persist? 

Dare you, sir, to a man of my tenets austere. 

Even to hint your design if your suit persevere ? 

What I — you still would bet»iege her? 
Bbllair. Of course, if I love. 

Blount. I am virtue's defender, sir — there is my glove. (JUng% down 

his glove^ and riees in angry excitement,) 
Bbllair. Noble heart ! T esteem you still more for this heat, 

In the lis!. «»f my sins there's n » ro'-m fo • deceit ; 
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And to plot against innocence helpless and weak— 

rd as soon pick a pocket ! 
Blount. What mean yon then f Speac. 

Bbllair. Blount, I mean you to grant me the favor 1 ask. 
Blount. What is that f 
Bellaib. To yourself an agreeable task. 

Since you know this Dame Vizard, you call there to-day, 

And 10 her and to Lucy say all I would say. 

You attest what 1 am — fortune, quality, birth. 

Adding all that your friendship allows me of worth. 

Blount, I have not a father ; I claim you as one ; 

You will plead for my bride as you'd speak for a son. 

All arranged — to the altar we go in your carriage, 

And I'll vote as you wish the month after my marriage. 
Blount {atide). Can I stifle my fury f 

Enter Nbwsman, iffith papertf l. d. 

Nbwsman. Qreat news! (miMW, animated, piano,) 

Bbllaib. Silence a|>e ! (eoffee-houie loungere rite and erotcd 

round the Nbwsman, l. c. — Vbasbt tnatehing the paper,) 
Omnbb. RAad. 

Vbasbt ^reading through the mutte), '' Lord Nithsdale, the rebel, has 

made his escape. 
His wife, by permission of Walpole, last night, 

Saw her lord in the tower ^\great eemation,) 

Bbllai R (to Blount). You will make it all right. 

Vbasbt (continuing), ** And the traitor escaped in her mantle and 

dress." 
Bbllaib (to Blount). Now my fate*s in your hands — I may count on 

you. 
Blount (loudly). Yes. (mutic forte.) 

QUICK cubtaiv. 



ACT IF. 
SCENE I,— 'A rootn in Wapolb's houee, 

m 

I>M0O9#r Walpolb and Vbasbt eeatedat table, 

Walpolb. And so Nithsdale's escaped ! His wife's mantle and gown ; 
Well — ha, ha I let us hope he's now out of this town. 
And in safer disguise than my lady's attire. 
Gliding fast down the Tham^^s ^which he'll not set on fire. 

Vbasbt. All your colleagues are furious. 

Walpolb. Ah, yes ; if they catcb him. 

Not a hand fh>m the crown of the martyr could snatch him ! 

Of a martyr so pitied the troublesome ghost 

Would do more for his cause than the arms of a hosL 

These reports from our agents, in boro' and shire. 

Show how slowly the sparks of red embers expire. 

Ah ! what thousands will hail in a general election 

The wild turbulent signal for 

Vbasbt. Fresh insurrection. 
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Waloplb. (gravely). Worse than that ; Civil War !— at all risk, at all cost, 
We muMt carry this bill, or the nation is losL 

Vkaset. Will not Tory and Roundhead against it unite ? 

Walpole. Every man has his price ; I must bribe left and right. 
So you've failed with Bellair — a fresh bait we must try. 
As for Blount 

Enter Servant, l. 
Servant. Mr. Blount. 
Walpole. Pray admit him. Good-bye. [Exit Veasev r. 

Servant bowt in Blount, l. 

Blount. Mr. Walpole, you ask my advice on the dues 

Which the City imposes on coal. 
Walpole. (motiom Blount to take seat, l, o.)* Sir, excuse 

That pretence for some talk on more weij^hty a theme, 

With a man who commands 

Blount, (ojirfc). Forty votes. 

Walpole. My esteem. 

YouVe a patriot, and therefore I com ted thib visit, 
Hark ! your country's in danger — great danger, sir. 
Blouxt (rfrt/y). Is HI 

Walpole. And I ask you to save it from certain perdition. 

Blount. Me ! — I am 

Walpolb. Yes, at present in hot opposition. 

But what's party 1 Mere cricket — some out and some in ; 
I have been out myself. At that time I was thin. 
Atrabilious, sir,— Jaundiced ; now rosy and stout, 
Nothing pulls down a statesman like long faggins out. 
And to come to the point, now there's nobody by, 
Be as stout and as rosy, dear Selden, as I. 
What I when bad men conspire, shall not good men combine 1 
There's a place — he Paymastership— ^just in your line ; 
I may say that the fees a e ten thousand a year, 
Besides extras — :ic>t mentioned, (aeide) The rogUQ will cost 
dear. 
Blount. What has that, sir, to do with the national danger 

To which 

Walpole. You're too wise to be wholly a stranger. 

Need I name to a man of your Protestant true heart 
All the risk!) we yet run from the Pope and the. Stuart ? 
And the indolent public is so unenlightened 
That 'lij not to be trusted, and scarce to be frightened. 
When the term of this Parliament draws to its close. 
Should King George call another, 'lis filled with his foes, 

Blount. You pay soldiers eho' if the Jacobites rise 

Walpolb* But a Jacobite Iioase would soon stop their supplies. 

There's a General on whom you must o«vn on raflection, 
The Pretender relies. 
Blount. Who 1 

Walpolb. The General Election. 

Blount. That election must come ; you have no other choice. 

Would yon juggle the People and stifle its voice? 
Walpolb. That is just what^oung men fresh from college would say 
And the People's a very good thing in its way. 
But what is the People ? — the mere population ? 
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No, the sound-iliinking part of this practical nation, 
Who support peace and order, and steadily all poll 
For the weal of ihe land 1 

Blount (aiide). In plain words, for Bob Walpole. 

Walpolb. Of a people like this I've no doubt, or nnsirusiingj'. 

But I have of the fools who vote wrong at the hustings. 
Sir, in short, I am always frank-spoke;) and hear;y, 
England needs a;l the patriots that go with your party. 
We must make the three years of this Parliament seven, 
And stave off Civil War. You agree 1 

Blount {riiei). Gracious heaven ! 

Thus to silence the nation, to baffli iu laws. 
And expect Selden Blount to defend such a cause ! 
What could ever atone for so foul a disgrace? 

Walpolb. Everlanting renown — {nside) and the Paymaster's place, 

Blount. Sir, your servant — good day ; I am not what you thought; 
1 am honest (jfoing l.) 

Walpolb. Who doubts it 1 (ri*«.) 

Blount. And not to be bought. 

Walpole {stayi Blount at l. c). Tou are not to be bought, sir — as- 
tonishing man ! 
Let us argue that point, {lo c.) If creation you scan. 
You will find that the children of Adam prevail 
O'er the beasts of the field but by bnrter and sale. 
Talk of coals — if it were not for buying and selling. 
Could yon coax from Newcastle a coal to your dwelling ? 
Yon would be to your own lellow-men good for naught, 
Were it true, as you say, that you're not to be bought. 
If you find men worth nothing — say, don't 3 on despise them ? 
And what proves them worth nothing ? — why nobody buys 

them. 
But a man of such worth as yourself! nonsense— come. 
Sir, to business ; I want you — I bay you ; the sum 1 

Blount. Is corruption so brazen % are nnnners so base 1 

Walpole {atule). Ttiat means he don't much like the Paymaster's place. 

{with eame»tn€89 and dtgnity ) 
Par Ion. Blount. I spoke liylitly ; but do not mistake, — 
On mine honor the peace of the laud is at stake. 
Yes, the peace and the freedom I Were Hampden himself 
Living still, wou d he pi«le with the Stuart or Guelph ? 
Wh n the CsB-ars the freedom of Rome ovei threw, 
All its forms they maintained — 'twas its spirit they slew! 
Shall the fie=»dom of England go down to i::e grave 1 
.. No I the forms let us scorn, so the spirit we sKve. 

BLouNf.'' England's peac? and her freedom depend on your bill ? 

Walpolb {serioutly). Thou know'st it — and therefore 

Blount. My aid yon ask still ! 

Walpole. Nay, no longer /ask, 'tis thy coimtry petitions. 

Blount. But you talked ab >ut terms. 

Walpolb (pushing pen and paper fo him). There, then, write your cond:- 

ditions. (Blount tcritei, folds the paper, gives it to Wal- 
polb, bows and ezitf l. d.) 

Walpolb. (reading). " 'Mongst the men who are bought to save Eng- 
land Inscribe me. 
And my bribe is the head of the^nnn who would bril e me." 
Eh ! my bead ! That's amb'tion much too high-reactiing ; 
I suspect that i!;c cocodile hints at impeaching. 
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And he calls himself hone si ! Wliat highwaj-man's worse ? 
Thus to thieaten my life wliPii I oiler my piii-se. 
Hem! he can't be in dibt, as the conuion lalk runs, 
For the min who scorns money has never known duns. 
And yet have him I must ! Shall I force or entice ? 
Let me think — !et \\\^ think ; eve' y man has his price. 

[Exit Walpole, iiotcii/, r. 

Scene chnngea to 

SCENE II. — A room in Mks. Vizard's Iwuae. 

Enter Mrs. Vizard, r. 

Mrs. Vizard. 'Tis the day when the Jacobite nobles bespeak 

This safe room for a chat on affiiirs once a-week. {Jcnoek tcifh- 

OUffh.) 

Ah, they come. 
Enter, d. p., txpo Jacobite Lords, /rn^ Nitiisdalb, diiguited ai a womau. 

First Lord. Ma'am, well knowins; your zeal for our king, 

To your house we hare ventured this lady to bring. 

She will quit you at sunset — nny, haply, much sooner — 

For a voyage to France in some t usiy Duch schooher. 

Hist ! — lier husband in exile she goes to lejcin, 

And our homes are so watched 

Mrs. Viz. That she's safer in mine. 

Come with me, my dear lady, I have in my care 

A young ward 

First L. Who must spc her not! Till we prepare 

Her departure, conceal her Irora all prxiuii eyes ; 

She is timid, and looks on new faces as spies. 

Send your servant on business that keeps her away 

Until niglufall; — her trouble permit me to pay. (giving a 
purte. ) 

Mrs. Viz. Nay, my ford, I dtm't need 

First L. Quick — your servant release. 

Mrs. Viz. I will send her to Kent with a uoie to my niece. 

[Exit, Mrs.Vizarh, n. 
First L. (<o Nithsdalk). Here you are safe; siill I tremble uniil \oa 

are freed ; 

Keep sharp watch at the window — the signal's agreed. 

When a pebble's thrown up at the pane, you will know 

*Tis my envoy ; — a carriage will wait you below. 
Nithsdalb. And, if, ere you can send him, some peril befall ? 
First L. Risk your flight to the inn near the steps at Blackwall. 

Re-enter Mrs. Vizard, b. 

Mrs. Viz. She u gone. 

First L. Lead the lady at once to her room. 

Mrs. Viz. (opening l. d.). No man dares enter here. 

Nithsdalb (aside). Where she sleeps, I presume. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Vizard ani Nithsdalb, l. d. 
>8bco9D L. You still firmly lielieve, tho' revolt is put d. wn. 
That Kirg James is as sure to recover his crown. 
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First Lord. Yes ; but wait till this Parliament's close is decreed, 
A!:d then up with our banner from Thames lo the Tweed. 

{knock at back, r. side^ 
Who knocks ? Some new friend 7 

Enter Mrs. Vizard, l., eroasct to r. 

Mrs. V. {looking out of the window, r ). Oh ! quick — quick - do not stay ! 

It is Biount. 
Both Lords. What, the Roundhead f 

Mrr. V. {opening concealed door^ L. in p.). Here — here — the back wai}-. 

[Exk Mrs. Vizard, d. p. 
First L. {fti they get to l. d. in p.). Hush ! and wait till he's safe within 

do(>r». 
Second L. But onr foes 

She ad mi 8 ? 
First L, By my sanction — their plans to disclose. 

Exeunt Jacobite Lords, l. d. in p., just as enter Blount and Mrs. Viz* 

ard, d. p. 

Mrs. Viz. T had sent out my servant; this is not your hour. 

Blount. Mistress Vizird. 

Mr.s Viz. Sweet sir! {ntide) He looks horridly sour. 

Blount. I enjoined you when, irusiiuij my ward to your care 

Mrs. Viz. To conceal from herself the true name that you boar. 

Blount. And she still has no guess 

Mrs. Viz. That in Jones, christened John, 

'Tis the gre.it Selden Blount whom she gazes upon. 
Blount. And my second injunction—^ 
Mrs. Viz. Was duly to teach her 

To respect all you say, as if saiil by a preacher. 
Blount. A preacher ! — not so ; as a mnn she .siiould laiher 

Confi^le in, look up to, and love as 

Mrs. Viz. A father. 

Bloukt. Hold! I did not say " Father." You might, for you can, 

Call me 

Mrs. Viz. What 7 

Blount. Hang it, madam, a fine-looking mnn. 

But at once to tlie truth which your cunning secretes, 

How came Lucy and you, ma'am, at night in the streets 1 
Mrs. Viz. I remember. Poor Lucy j-o begged and so cried 

On that day, a year since— ^ 
Blount. Well ! 

Mrs. Viz. Her poor mother died ; 

And all her woundn opened, recallinz that day ; 

She ins sted — 1 had not the heart 4o say nay — 

On the solace religion alone can bestow ; 

So I led her to church,— does that anger you 1 
Blount. ' No ! 

But at nightfall 

Mrs. Viz. I knew that the church would ba dark ; 

And thus nobody saw us, not even the clerk.* 
Blount. And returnins 



♦Clork, like '• Derby," ia often pronounced broadly, a« if '* Clark*' and " Darby ,•' 
tlirougUout E.. gland. 
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Mrs. Viz. 
BlountI 
Mrs. Viz 
IJlount 
Mrs. Viz. 
Blount. 
.ilBS. Viz. 



BliODST. 



Mrs. Viz. We fell into terrible danger,- 

Sir, the Moliawks 

Blount. 1 iinow ; you were ^ave(l by a stranger. 

He e.scoried you home; called the next day, I hear. 
But 1 i>o()ii seiii h.m oQ'wiih a flea in his ear. 
S uce tltat day the young villain has seen her. 

Oh, Dol 
Yes. 

And where ? 

At the window. 

You do not say so ! 
Wiiat deceivers girls are ! how all watch they befool ! 
One should marry theui ofl*, ere one bends them to school 1 
Ay, I think you are right. All our plans have miscarried. 
Go ; send Lucy to me — it is lime she were married. 

[Exit MU8. ViZAKD, R. D. 

Bloukt (itione nt c). When I first took this orphan, foilorn and alono, 
Prom ilie poor village inn wliere 1 sojourned unknown, 
My compassion no leeliug more sensiiive masked. 
Sue was gr.tieful — thai pleased me; was mo e than I a>ke(l, 
'Twas in kindness I screened my.self un<:er false names, 
For she lold me her father had jfouiht lor King James ; 
And, ii)ii>ued in the Jacobite's ))e^lilent error. 
In a Roundhead she sees but a bugbear of le: ro". 
And iiom me, Selden B ount, who invoked our f ee laws 
To behead or to hang all who side with that cause. 
She would start with a shudder ! fool ! how a ove 
Hinnan weakness I thouaht myself.' This, then, is love ! 
Heivens! to lose her— resign to. another those chaim^t ! 
No, no ! never ! Why yield to such idle alarms .' 
Wha'.'s that fop she has seen scarcely once in a way 
To a man like myself, whom she sees every*d.»y ? 
Mine she must be ! but how ! — the world's laugh*er I dread. 
Tut ! the world will not know, if in secret we wed. 

£n(er Lucy, by r. d. 

Lttct. Dear sir, you look pale. Are you ill ? 

Blount. Ay, w!iat then f 

What am I in your thoughts 7 
LucT. The most generous of men. 

Can yon doubt of the orphan's respectful aflection, 

When she owes even a home to your sainted protection! 
Blount. In that home I had hoped for your youth to secure 

Safe escape from the perils that threaten the pure ; 

But, alas ! where a daughter of Eve is, I fear 

That the serpent will still be found close at her ear. 
Lucy. You alarm me I 
Blount. I ought Ah, what danger you ran I 

You have seen — have conversed with 

LucT. Well, well. 

Blouxt (c). A young rain. 

Lucy -r. c.) Nav, he is not so frightful, dear, sir, as you deem ; 

If you only but knew him, I'm sure y<»u*d e>teem. 

He's so civil — so pleasant — ^ihe sole thing I fear 

Is — heigh-ho I are fine genilemen always sincere ? 
Blount. You are lost if you heed not the words that I say. 
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Ah ! youDg men are not now what tliey were in my day. 

Then their fasliion was manhmd, tlieir I.tnunage wa8 irutb, 

Add their love was as Ire&h as a woild in iis youlh; 

Now tliey fawn like a couriier, and fib like* his flunkeys, 

And their hearts are as old as the laces of monkeys. 

Lucy. Ali ! you know not Sir Sidney 

Blodnt. Hi< n.iinre I do, 

For he owned to my friend his designs upon you. 
Lucy. What designs 1 {comes ueartr ^o Blount.) 

Blodnt. Of a nature too dreadful to name. 

Lucy. How ! His words full of honor 

Blount. Veiled thoughts full of shame. 

Heard you never of slieep in wolfs clothing ? Why weep ? 
LucT. Indeed, sir, he don't look the least like a sheep. 

Blount. No, the sheepskin for clothing imich fli er he trucks; 

Wolves nre nowaday clad not as sheep — but as lucks. 

'Tis a false heart you find where a fine dress you see, 

And a luver sincere is a plain man like me. 

Dismiss, ihMi, dear chi d, this young beau from your mind— 

A younvr beau should be kathed by pood young womankind. 

At the best he*s a creature accustomed to roam ; 

'Tis at sixty man learns how to value a home. 

Idle fancies throng quick at your credulous age, 

Atid their cure is companionship, cheerful, but sage. 

So, in fu'ure, I'll give you much more of my own. 

Weeping still !— I've a heart, and it is not of stone. 
Lucy. Pardon, sir, these vain tears ; nor believe that I mourn 

For a false-hearted 

Blount. Coxcomb, who meiits but scom. 

We must give you some change — purer air, livelier scene— 

And y^ur mind will soon win back its temper serene. 

You must quit this du'l court with its shocking look-out. 

Yes, a cot is the home of contentment, no doubt. 

A sweet cot with a garden — wailed round — ^hall be ours, 

Where our hearts shall unite in the passion — for flowers. 

Ah 1 I know a retreat, from all turmoil remote, 

In the suburb of Lambeth — soon reached by a boat. 

So that every spare moment to business i.ot due 

I can give, my sweet Lucy, to rapture and you. 
Lucy (attde). What means he 1 His words and his looks are alarming ; 

(ahud) Mr. Jones, you're too good ! 
Blount. What, to find y«»u so oharnii* g 1 

Yes; tho' Fortune has placed my condition above you, 

Yet Love levels all ranks. Be not staitled — I love you. 

From all dreams less exalted your fancies arouse ; 

The poor orphan 1 rai>e to the rank of my spouse. 
Lucy {aside). Wnat ! His spouse ! Do I dream 1 
Bloukt. Till that moment arrive>, 

Train your mind to reflect on the duty of wives. 

I must see Mistress Vizrird, and all things prepare ; 

To secure our retreat shall this day be my care. 

And — despisina the wretch who has caused us such sorrow— 

Our two lives shall unite in the cottage to-morrow. 

Lucy. Pray excuse me — this talk is so strangely 

Blount. Delightful ! 

Lucy i^aside), I am faint ; I am all of a tremble ; Low frightful I 

[Sxit^ R. D. 
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Bloukt. Good ; my mind orerawfts her! From fear love will grow, 
And by tliis Lime to-morrow a fig for ihe beau, {ealling off^ b.) 
Mistress 'Vizard ! 

Enitr Mrs. Vizard, b. i^. 

Blodnt. Guard well my dear Lucy to-day, 

For to-morrow I free you, and bear h-r nway. 
I agree with yourself — it is liiue she were married, 
And I only regret tliat so long I have tarried. 
Eno' ! l'?e proposed. 
Mrs. Viz. She consented 1 

Blodkt. Of course ; 

Must a man like myself get a wife, ma'am, by force 1 {wnM 

</ Newsman, ai back, and the ringing of hand-bell) 
Great news, {erosaet l. to r., while crying out) 
Mrs. Viz. {running to the window, listening and repeating). What ! "Lord 

Nithsdnle escaped from the Tower." (Nitubdale peept 
through l. D. 
" Id his wife's c!oihe8 disguised I the gown gray, with red 

flower, 
Mantle black, trimmed with ermine " My hearing is hard. 
Mr. Blount, Mr. B ount ! Do you hear the reward ? 

Blount. Yes ; a thousand 

Mhs Viz. What! guineas'? 

Blount. Of course ; come away. 

I go now for the parson — do heed what I say. (Nithsdal^ 

shnkei hi* Jht at Mrs. Vizard, and retreats) 
We shall marry to-morrow — no wiine:>s but you ; 
For the marriage is private. I'm Jones still. Adieu . 

[£xit Blount, d. f. Luct peeps out b. d. 
Mrs. Viz. Ha ! a thousand good guineas ! {looks l. d.) 

Re-enter Blount, d. p. 

Blount. Guard closely my treasure. 

That's her door ; for precaution, ju.st lock it, 
Mrs. Viz. With pleasure, {as she shows 

out Blount, d. p., Luct slips out b. d. ond goes up l.) 
Luct (tries l. d.). Eii ! locked up ! No, I yel may esctipe if I hide, (gets 

behind the wifuhw-cur tains, up B.) 

Re-enter Mrs. Vizard, d. p. 

Mrs. Viz. Shall I act on this news 1 I must quickly decide. 

Surely Niihsdale it is ! Gray gown, sprig^jed with red ; 
Did not walk like a woman — a stride, not a tread {looks b. l ) 
Both my lambs are in fold ; I'll steal out and inquire. 
Robert Walpole might make tha reward som«*what higher. 

[Exit Mrs. Vizard, d. p. 
Luct {looking out of window). She has locked the street door. She has 
gone with the key, 
And the servant is out. No escape ; woe is me ! 
How I love him, and yet 1 must see him witli loitthing. 
Why should wolves be disguised in such beautiful clothiug 1 
Nithsdal& {knocking violently at l. d ). Let me ouu I'll not perish en- 
trapped. Fiom your snare 
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Thus I break (bunts open l. d., and comes down hrandUhing 

apokw,)T\eViC\\^TQ\x» \\B,g\ 
Lucy. 'Tis the wolf. Spare me ;• spare ! (Jcneeling c., 

and hiding her face.) 
NiTusDALB. She's a wiicb, auU has changed herself? 
Ldct< Do not come near me. 

NiTHSDALB. Nay, young lady, look up I 
LncT. *Tis a woman ! 

NiTHSDALB. Why fear me 1 

Perchance, like myself, you're a prisoner f 
Lucy. Ah, yes I 

NiTHSDALB. And yonr kin^ifolk are Irne to the Smart, I guess 1 
Lucy. My poor father took arms for King James. 

NiTHSDALB. So did L 

Lucy. You! — a woman! How brave. 
NiTHSDALB. For that ciime I must die 

If you will not assist me. 
Lucy. Assist you — ^Ijow ? Sav. 

NiTHSDALB. Timt she-Judas will sell me, and goes to betray. 
Lucy. Fly ! Alas ! she has locked the street-door ! 
NiTHSDALB. Lndy fair, 

Does not Love laugh at locksmiths ? Well so does Despair ! 
{glancing at the window) 

Flight is here. But this dress my detection ensures. 

If I could but exchange hood and mantle for yours ' 

Dare I ask you to save me 1 
Lucy. Nay, doubt not my will ; 

But my own door is locked. 
NiTHSDALB {raising the poker). And the key is heresiWl, {bursts R. d. open 

and exits, r. d. ) 
Lucy. I have read of Ihe Amazons ; this must be one ! 
NiTHSDALB {entering by r. D., tctth hood, gown, and mantle on hta arm) I 

have found all I nee 1 for the risk I must run. 
Lucy. Can I help you 1 
NiTHSDALB. Heaven bless thee, sweet Innocence, no. 

Hasle, and look if no backway is open below. 

Stay ; your father has served the king over the water ; 

And this locket may please your brave father's truf» daughter. 

The gray hair of pjor Charles, iiiterwined with the pearl. 

Go ; vouchsafe me this kiss, {kisses her hand, and exits, l. d.) 
Lucy. What a wonderful girl ! [Exit, b. d. 

Scene changes to 
SCENE III,— Exterior of Mrs. Vizard's house. 

Enter Blount, l. 8 b , ^o l. c. front, 

• 

Blount. For the curse of celebrity nothing atones. 

The sharp parson I call on as simple John Jones, 

Has no sooner sH eyes on my popular front. 

Than he cries, " Ha ! the Patriot, the great Selden Blount !" 

Mistress Vizard mu^t hunt up some priest just from Gam, 

Who may gaze on t!iese features, nor guess who I am. {knocks 

at D. F. in l 2 B. set, ) 
Not at home. Servant out too ! Ah ! gone forth, I guess, 



To enchant the young brifle wiih a new wedding-dress. 
I must search for a parson myself. 

£nter Bbllair r. u. b., and through posts, 

Brllair. {nlapping Blouxt on the thoulder). Bloant, your news 1 

Blount. You ! and here, sir t What means 

Bellair. My impatience excuse. 

You have seen her 1 
Bloont. I have. 

Bi^LLAiR. And have pleadod mv cause : 

And of course she consents, for bhe loves me. You paus^. 

Blount. Nay, alas ! my dear friend 

Brllair. Speak, and tell me my fate. 

Blount. Quick and rash though your >vooing be, it is loo late ; 

She has promised her hand to another. Bear up. 
Bbllair. There is many a slip 'iwixt the lip and the cup. 

Ah ! my rival I'll fight. Say his name if you can. 
Blount. Mr. Jones. I am lold he'8 a fine-looking man. 
Bbllair. His address? 
Blount. Wherefore ask 1 You kill her in this duel — 

Slay the choice of her heart ; 
Brllair Of her heart ; you are cruel. 

But if so, why, Heaven bless her! 
Blount. My arm — come away ! 

Bbllair No, my carriage wafts yonder. I thank you. Good-day. 

[Eitit, l. 8*b. 
Blount. He is gone ; I am safe — (th^king his Ufl hand with his right) 

wish you joy, my dear Jones ! [^^^ »• d« b. 

Nitbsdalb, disguised in Lucy's dress and mantle, opens the upper tcit.dow. 

Nithbdalb. All is still. How to jump without bteaking my bones 7 (try- 
ing to flatten hts petticoats, and with one leg over the balcony) 
CwT^e these petliconts I Heaven ! out of all my lo^t riches, 
Why couldst thou not save me one thin pair of breeches I 
Steps ! {gets hack — shuts the window. ) 

Ee-enter Bbllair, l d. 8 b. 

Bellaib. But Blount may be wrong. From her own lips alone 

Will I learn, {looking up at the window) I see some one ; Til 
venture this stone, {picks up, and tlrows a pebble at upper 
window.) 
Nithbdalb (opening the window), Joy ! —the signal ! 
Bbllair. Tis you ; say my friend was deceived. (Nitbsdalb nods) 

You were snared into 

Nithpdalb. Hush ! 

Bbllair. Could yon gness how I grimed! 

But oh ! fly from this jail ; Tm still full of alarms. 

I've a carriage at hand ; trust yourself to these arms. 

Nithbdalb tueks up his petticoats, gett doum the balcony backwards, setting 

his foot on the area rail, 

Bbllair. Powers above !— what a leg t 



30 WALPOLE. 



Lord Nithsdalb iumt round on the rail, refects Bbllaib's hand and 

jumps down. 

Bell AIR. my charmer! one kiss, 

NrriisDALR. Are you oat of your senses f 
Ubllair {trying to puU uo her Jwod). With rapture 1 
NiTHSoALB {striking him). Take this. 

Bellair. Wtiat a fist ! If it hits one so bard before mariiage, 

What would it do after ? 
NiTHSDALB. Quick — where is the carriage ? 

Now, sir, give me your«iiand. 
Bellaib. Til be hansed if T do 

Till I snatch my first kisH ! {lifts the hood tmd rteoih nsfounded) 

Who. the devil are you ? (Nithsdalb 
tries to get from him. A struggle. 'Qv.hhkiK prevails.) 
Bellair (c). I will give you in charge, or this m«»iueiit confess 

How you pass as my Lucy, and wear her own dress ? 
NiTASDALB {aside). What 1 His Lucy ? I'm saved. 

To her pity I owe 

This last chance for my life ; would you sell it, sir 1 
Bbllair. No. 

But your life ! What's your name ? Mine is Sidney Bellair. 
NiTUSDALE. Who in Parliam.^it p'eaded so nobly to spare 

From the axe 

Bellair. The chiefs doome.l in the Jacobite rise ? 

Nithsdalb {toith dignifg). I am Nithsdale. — Quick— sell me or free me 

— time flies. 
Bellair. Come tiii:i way. There's my coach, {points l.) I will take 

you myself 

Where you will ; — ship you off. 
Nithsdalb. Do you side with the Quelph ? 

Bbllair. Yes. WLat then ? 
Nithsdalb. You would risk your own life by his laws 

Did you ship me to France. They who fight in a cause 

S.iould nlone share its perils. Farewell, generous stranger! 
(goes up,) 
Bbllair. Pi>(>h ! no gentleman leaves a young lady in danger ; 

You'd be mobbrd ere you got h ilf a yard through the town ; 

Why that stride and that calf — let me settle your gown. 
{clinging to him and leading him L , and speaking as theg 
exeunt l« 3 b. 

No, no ; I will see you at least to my carriage, {offh,) 

To what place shall it drive ? 
Nithsdalb {off l ). To Blackwall. 

LucT appears at the window. 

LucT. * Hateful marri «ge ! 

But Where's that poor lady 1 What ! —gone ? She is free ! 
Could she leap from the window 1 I wish I were she. {retreats,) 

Re-enier Bbllair, l. 3 b. 

Bbllair. Now she's .-^nfe in ray coach, on condition I own, 
Not flatteritig, sweet creature, to leave her alone. 
LircT {peeping). It is he. 



ACT n. 



31 



Bbllaib. 



LCCT. 

Brllair. 



Lucy. 
Bellair. 



LUCT 

Dbllair. 
Lucy. 



Drllair. 

LccY. 

Bell&ib. 



Lucy. 

BbLIiAIB. 

Lucy. 

Bellair. 

Lucy. 

Bellair. 

Lucy. 

Bellair. 

Lucy. 



Bellair. 

Lucy. 

Bellair. 



Lucy. 
Bellair. 



Luci 



Ah I If Lucy would only appear ! {ttoopi to pick up 
a stone J and in the net to /iutg at Lucy reappears) 

my Locy I — mine aiij>el 1 

Wl)y is he so dear ? 
Ls IL true 1 Fioiu thai face am I evermore banished? 
in your love was the droam <'f my life ! Is it vanished ? 
Have you pledged to an »ther your hand and your heart 1 
Not my heart. Oh, not ihut. 

But your hand t By what art, 
By what force, are you won heai t and hand to di>8ever, 
And consent lo I<»athed nuptials thai part us forever 1 
Would that pain you so much 1 

Can }ou ask ? Oli, l»elieve me, 
You're my all in the world ! 

I am told yon d^^ceive m'^ ; 
That you harbor designs which my lip^ dare lua name, 
And your words full of honor veil thou:jht3 lull of shame 
Ah, sir ! I'm so young and so friendless — so weak ! 
Do not ask for my heart if yt)n take it to break. 
Who cm slander me thus ! Nut my friead, I am sure, 
His friend ! 

Can my love know one feeling impure 

When I lay at your feel all I have in tliis life 

Wealth and rank name a d honor— and woo you as wife 1 
As your wife ! All about you beems so much above 

My mean lot 

And so worthless compared to your love. 
Ton reject, then, this suitor 1 — my hand you accept ? 
All ! but do yon not tee ia what prison I'm kept ? 

And this suitor 

You hate him I 

Tdl this day, say rather*— 
Whatf 

1 loved him. 

You loved ! 

As I might a grandfather. 
He has shielded the orphan ; — I had not a notion 
That he claimed from me more than a gr.4n*lchild's devotion. 
And my heart erased to beat between terror and sorrow 
When he snid he would make me bis wife and to-morrow. 
Fly with nie, and at once ! 

She has locked the street-door. 
And my angel's not made t» jump down from thxt floor. 
Listen — quick ; I hear voice;* ;— rl save you ; lli^s night 
I'll arran.e all we need both for wedlock and flight. 
A:, what lime afier dark does your she dragon C-ose 
Her sw< et eyes, and her houehold ccmsign to repose f 
Abonl nine in this se.ison of winter. What then f 
By the window keep watch. When the clock has struck ten 
A >light stone smites the C'iscmrnt ; below I attend. 
You will see a safe ladder ; at one* you descend. 
We then reach your new home, priest and friends shall be 

there. 
Prou«l to bless the young biide of Sir Sidney Bellair. 
Hush ! the step> come this way ; do not fail ! She is won. 

[Ezit Bellair, l. d. 
Stay ; — I irembU* a« jruilty. Heavens ! what have 1 done ? 

CURTAIK. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.— Si. Jamea'a Park, 



Enter Bloumt. 

B0U5T. So the parsoD is found aiid ihe cottase is hired — 
Every fear was disjjelled when my rival retired. 
Even my stern mother cuunlry must fpare from ray life, 
A brief moon of that lioney ouo tasies with a wife! 
And then strong as a giant, recruited by sleej*, 
On corruption and Walp<fle my fury sh '11 swfep. 
'Mid the cheers of the House I will stale in my place 
How the bribes that he proffered were flung in his f ce. 
Men shall class me amid those examples of worth 
Which, alas! become daily more rare on this earth; (takes 

teal on bench ^ l ) 
And Posterity, hetting its brand on the front 
Of a Walpole, selec: for its homage a Blount. 

Enter Bellair, r., gayly tinping. 



Bbllair. "The dove builds where the leaves are still geen on the 

tree " 

Bloust {rising). Ha ! 

Bellair. " For May and December can never agree." 

Blount. I am glad you've so quickly got over that blow. 

Bellair. Fallala ! 

Blount {asiJe). What this levi»y menns I must know. 

(aloud) The friend I best loved was your father, Bellair — 

Let me hope your strange mirth is no luugh of despair. 
Bellair. On the wit of the wisest m:in it is no siisma 

Tf the he irt of a girl is to him an enigma ; 

That my Lucy was lost to my arm-j you believed — 

Wibh mo joy, my dear B ount, you were grossly deceived. 

She is mine ! — What on earth are you thinking about ? 

Do you hear 7 
Blount. I am racked I 

Bkllair, What? 

Blount. A twinge of the gout (reseating himself.) 

Pray excuse me. 
B ELL AIR. Nay, j-at her myself I reproach 

For not heeding your p lin. Let me call you a coach. 
Blount. Nay, nay, it is gone. I am eager to hear 

Flow I've been thus dece.ved — make my blunder more cl T.r. 

You have seen her ? 
Dkllair. Ofcour.<e. From her own lips I Gather 

That your good Mr. Jones might be Lucy's grandfather. 

Childish fear, or of Vizard — who seems a virago — 

Or the old man himself 

Blount. Oh ! 

Hellair. You groan ? 

Blount. The lumbago! 

BiiLLAiR. Ah ' they say gout is shifiy — now here and now there. 

Blount. Pooh ! — continue. The girl then 
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Bellair. 

B LOU XT. 

Bellvir. 

Blo0nt. 
Bbllaik. 



I fonnd in despair. 
But 1)0 niRtter — all's happily settled at last. 
All I eloped from the Iluu^e1 

No, the d<5or was made fast. 
But lo-iiig]it 1 would ask you a favor. 

What? Say. 
If your pain should have left you, to give her away. 
For myself it is meet ihat 1 take every care 
That ray kinsfo k shall hail the new Lady Bellair. 
I've induced my two aunts {^vaUo are prudish) to grace 
With their presence my house, where the nuptials take place. 
And to act as her father there's no man so fit 
As yourself, dear old Blount, if the gout will i^ermit. 

'Tis an honor 

Say pleasure. 

Great pleasure 1 Proceed. 
How is ihe, if ihe door is still fast, to bo freed ? 
Is the house to be stormed f 

Nay ; I told you before 
That a house has its windows as well as its door. 
And a stone at the pane for a signal suffices, 

While a ladder 

I see. (aside) What infernal devices I 

Has she no maiden fear 

From the ladder to fall 1 
Ask her that — when we meet at my house in Whitehall. 

Enter Fibbt Jacobitb Lobd, l. 

Lord {giving note to Bellair). If I err not I speak to Sir Sidney Bellair 7 
Pray vouchsafe me one moment in private, (draw* him ntide, l.) 

Blount. Despa r I 

How prevent 1 — how forestall 1 Could I win but delay, " 
I might yet brush this slinging fly out of my way. 

WJiile he tpeakif enter Vbasbt, k. 



Blount. 

Bbllair. 

Blouwt. 



Bbllair. 

Blouxt. 
Bbllair. 



Vbasbt. Ah ! Bellair whispering close with that Jacobite lord 

Are they hatching some plot 1 (hide* heticeenwing atutteene, b., 
listening.) * 

Bbllair {reading). So he's safely on board 

Lord. Atid siiould Fortune shake out other lots from her urn, 

We poor f I lends of the Stuart, might serve you in turn. 

You were talking with Blount — Selden Blount — is he one 

Of your friends 1 
Bellair. Ay, the truest. 

Lord. Then warn him to shun 

That vile Jezabel's man trap — I know he goes there. 

Whom she welcomes she sells. 
Bellair. I will bid him beware, (ehakee hands,) 

[Exit Jacobite Lord, l. 
Bbllair {to Blount). I have Just learned a secret, 'tis fit I should tell 

you. 

Qo no more (o old Vizard's, or know she will sell you. 

Nithsdale hid in her house when the scafibld he flt*d. 

She received him, and went for the price cvn bis head ; 
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But — the drollest mistake— of that tale by-and-bye— 

He was freed ; is safe now ! 
Blount. Who delivered him? 

Bbllair. I* 

Blount. Ha I you— did ! 

Bellair. See, he sends me this letter of thanks. 

Blount {rendingy W.iich invites you to join witii the Jacobite ranks. 

And when James has hi> kingdom 

Brllair. Tuai chance is remote ; 

Blount. Hints an earldom for you. 
Bbllaib. Bah ! 

Blount. Take care of this note, {nppcnrs 

to thriut it into Bellair's coat-pocket — let$ it faU and puts 
hUfoot on it.) 
Bbllair. Had i guessed that the hag ^vas so greedy of gold, 

Long ago I had Itought Lucy out of jior hold ; 

But to-nisht the dear child will be free from Ijer power. 

Atlieu ! I exi)ecr, then 

Blount. Hold ! at what hour ? 

Bbllair. By the window at ten, self and ladder await ber ; 

Tlie W4>dding — eleven ; you will not be later. [Exit^ R. 

Blount {picking up the Ut/er). Nithsdale's letter. Bright thought! — and 

what luck ! 1 see Veasey. 

He-enter Bell AIR, B. 

Bbllair. Blount, I say, w 11 o'd Jones be to-raorrow ane^asy ? 

Can't you fancy his face 1 
Blount. Yes; ha! ha! 

Bell AIR. I nm off. [Sxit^ r, 

Blount. Whit! shnll I Selden Blount, bfe a poppnj.iy's scoff? 

Mr. Veasey, your servant. 
Vbasbt. I trust, on (he whole, 

That you've settled with Walpole the prices of coa\ 
TIlouxt. Coals be — lighted below ! Sir, the country's in danger. 
Veasby. To that fact Walpole says that no patrot's a stranger. 
Blount. With the safely of England myself I will task, 

If you hold your>elf licensed to grant what I ask. 
Vbasbt. Whatsoever the terms of a patriot so staunch, 

Walpole gives ybu — I speak as his proxy — carte blanche, 
Blount. If i break private ties where the Public's at stake. 

Still my friend is my friend ; the condition I make 

Is to ."pp him shut up from all share in rash strife, 

And Hccure him from danger, to fortune and life. 
Vbasbt. Blount — agreed. And this friend 7 Scarce a moment ngo 

I marked Sidney Bellair in ctose talk with 

Blount. I know. 

There's a plot to be checked ere it start into shape. 

Hark 1 Bellair had a hand in Lord Nithsdale's escape I 
Vbasbt. That's abetment of treason. 

Blount. Read this, and attend, (gives Niths- 

dale's note to Bellair, ichich Veaset reads) 

Snares atrocious are set to entrap my poor friend 

In an outbreak to fo'low that Jacobit -'s flight 

Vbasbt. In an outbreak 1 Where 1 —when ? 

Blount. Hush ! in L ^r don to-night 
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He is thoughtless and young. Act on this informntion. 

Quick, arre!»l him at once ; and watch over the nation. 
Vbasbt. No precaution too ^reai agai!ist men disafiected. 
Bloont. And tne law gives you leave lo confine the sus(>ec(e(I. 
Vbabbt. Ay, ihi8 noie will suffice lor a warrant. Be sure, 

Ere the clock strike the quarter, your friend is secure. 

[Exit Vbasbt, b. 
Blouiit. Good ; my rival to-niglit will be swept from my way, 

And Joii:i Jones shall w.ike easy eno' the next day. 

Do I Hti 1 love ihis g.rl ? No, my hale is so strung, 

That to nie, whom she mocks, she alone shall belong. 

I need trust to that saleable Vizird no more. 

Ha I 1 stand as Bellair the bride's window before. 

Oh, when love comes so late how it mnddeus the brain, 

Between shame f.)r our folly, and rage at our pain ! [Exit, l. 

Scene changes to 

SCENE n.—JRoom in Walpole's house. 

Enter Walpolb, b. 

Walpole. So Lord Nithsdale's shipped off. There*s an end of one 

trouble 
When his head's at Boulogne the reward shall be dot;bte 

(seating himself ^ B. c , takes up a book — glances at it, ahti 

ihtows it down) 
Stuff! I wonder what lies the Historians will tell 
When they babble of one Robert Walpo'e I Well, well, 
Let them sneer at his iilun lers, declaim on his vices, 
Cite tlie rogues whom he ]>Brchased, and rail at the prices, , 
They shall own that all lust for revenue he withstood ; 
And, if lavish of gold^ he w.ns sparing of blood ; 
That when E gland was thrent^n*»d by France and by Rome, 
He foiced peace from ahroad and encamped at her home 
And th» Freedom he left rooted firm in mi'd laws, 
May o'ershadow the faults of deeds done in her cause I 

Enter Vbasbt, l. 

Vbasbt {giving note). Famous news! see, Bellair has delivered himself 
To your hands. He must go heart and soul with the Guelph, 

And vole straight, or he's ruined. 
Walpolb (reading). This note makes it clear 

That he's guilty of Nithsdale's escape. 
Vbasbt. And I bear 

That to-night he will head some tumuliuous revolt, 

Unless chained to his stall like a mischevions colt. 
Walpolb. Your informant ? 
Vbasbt. Guess! Blount ; but on promise to save 

His young friend's life and fortune ! 
Walpolb. What Blount says is grave. 

He would never thus speak if not sure of this fact, {signing 
warrant) 

Here, then, take my State warrant ; but cantiously act. 

Bid Bellair keep his house — forbid exits and entries ; — 

To make sure, at his door place a couple of sentriei. 
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Say I mem him no ill ; but these times will excuse 
Much less geiille precautions than those which 1 use. 
Stay, Dune Vizard is waiting without ; to her den 
Nithsdile fled. She came here to betray him. 

Vbabbt. What then ? 

Walpolb. Why, I kept her, perforce, tiil I sent on the sly. 

To preverjt her from hearin? Lord Nilhsdale's good-bye. 
When my a^ent arrived, I m delighted lo say 
That the cige-wire< were broken. — the bird flown away ; 
But he found one poor captive imprisoned arid weeping; 
1 must learn how that captive came into such keeping. 
Now, tl»en, off — !iay, a moment ; you would not be loth 
Just to Slay with Bellair ? — I may send for you both. 

Veasbt. With a host more delightful no mortal could sup, 
But a guest so unlocked for 

Walpolk Will cheer the boy up ! 

[Exit Vbabbt, l. 

Walpolb {ringing hand-bell). 

Enter Servant, l. 

Usher in Mistress Vizird. 
[Exit Servant, who mhert in Mus. Vizard. — Then exit Servant. 

Walpolb. ' Quite shocked to detain you, 

But I knew a mistnke, if there were one, would pain you. 

Mrs. Viz. Sir, mistake there is not ; that vile creature is no man. 

Walpolb. But you locked the door 1 

Mrs. Viz. Fast. 

Walpolb. • Then, no doubt, 'tis a woman, 

For she slipped thro' the window. 

Mrs. Viz. No womnn durst ! 

Walpolb. Nay. 

Wh'^n did woman want courage to go her own way 1 

Mrs. Viz. You jest, sir. To me 'tis no subject for laughter. 

Walpolb. Po not weep. The reward ? We'll discuss that hereafter. 

Mrs. Viz You'd not wrong a poor widow who brought you such news? 

Walpolb. Wrong a widow! — there's oil to put i'l her cm e. {giving a 

pocket-book) 
Meanwhile, the tried agent dispatclied to your lumse, 
In that trap found a poor little tenifled mouse, 
Which did call itself " Wilmot '" — a name known to i\ie, 
Pray, yoU; how in yonr trap did that mouse come to be 1 

Mrs. Viz {hetitatingty). Si'*, believe me 

Walpolb Speak truth — for your own sake you ought. 

Mrs. Viz By a gentlemin. sir, to my hou«?e she was brought 

Walpolb. O.i ! some Jacobite kin.sman perhaps 1 

Mrs. Viz. Bless you, no ; 

A res;>ectable Roundhead. You frighten me so. 

Walpolb. A respectable Roundhead entrust to your care 

A younir girl whom you guard as in prison ! — Beware ! 
'Gainst decoy for vile purpose the law is severe. 

Mrs. Viz. Fie 1 you libel a saint, sir, of morals austere. 

Walpolb Do you mean Judith Vizard 1 

Mrs. Viz. I mean Selden Blount 

Walpolb. Pm bewildered ! But why does this saint (no afi):oDt) 
To your pious retreat a fair damsel confide ! 
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Mrs. Vtz- To protect her ns ward till he claims her as bride. 

Walpolb. Faitl), his saintship does well until that day arrive 
To imprison the maid he proposes to wive. * 

But these Roundheads are wont but with Roundheads to 

wed, 
And the name of this lady is Wilmot, she said. 
Every Wilmut I know of is to the backbone 
A rank Jacobite ; say can that name be her own 1 

Mb8. Vi2. Not a doubt ; more than once I have heard the girl say 
That her father had fouzht for King James on the day 
When the ranks of the Stuart were crushed at the Boyne. 
He escaped from the slaughter, and fled to rejoin 
At the Court of St. Germain's his new- wedded bride. 
Lotisf their hearth without prattleis ; a year ere he died, 
Lucy came to console her who mourned him, bereft 
Of all else in this world. 

Walpolb {eagerly). But the widow he left ; 

She lives still 1 

Mrs. Viz. No ; her child is now motherless. 

Walpolb {a»%de). Fled ! 

Fled again from us, sister ! How stern are the dead f 
Their dumb lips have no pardon ' Tut ! shall I build grief 
On a guess that perchance only fools my belief? 
This may not be her child, (ringa, ) 

Enter Sbrvakt, l. 

My coach waits 1 
Sbrtant. At the door. 

Walpolb. Gome ; your hous^ teems with secrets I long to explore. 
[Euunt Walpolb and Mas. Vizard, l. — Exit Sbrvant. l. 

Scene ehanget to 

SCENE III. — Mrs. Tizard^s Aoum, ae before. A lamp on a table, r. c. 

Enter LucT, r. d. 

LucT. Mistress Vizard still out 1 (looking at the doeik) What I so late 1 

my heart ! — 
How it beats ! Have I promised in stealth to depart 1 
Trust him—yes ! But will he, ah ! long after this night, 
Trust the wife wooed so briefly, and won but by flioht? 
My lost mother ! {tnkee a miniature from her breast) Oh couldst 

thou yet counsel thy child ! 
No, this lip ddes not smile as it yesterday smiled. 
From thine heaven can no warning voice come to mine ear; 
Save thy chi'd from herself; — 'tis myself that I fear* 

Enter Walpolb and Mrs. Vizard, through the aeeret door 

Mrs Viz. Lucy, love, in this gentleman (curtsey, my dear) 

See a friend. 
Walpolb. Peace, and leave us. [Exit Mrs. Vizard, b. 

Walpolk' (c.). Fair girl, I would hear 

From yourself, if your parents 
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LcrcT (r. c.)* My parents; Oh say 

Did yoa know them 1— my mother 1 
Walpolb. The years roll away. 

I behold a gray hall backed by woodlands of pine ; 
I behold a fair face— eyes and tresses like thine — 
By her side a rude boy full of turbulent life, 
All imi>atient of rest, and all borning for stiife— 
They are brother and sister. Unconscious they stand — 
On the spot where their paths shall divide — ^hand in band. 
Hush ! a moment, and lo ! as if lost amid night, 
6he is gone from his side, she is snatched from his sight. 
Time has flowed on its coarse — that wild boy lives in me ; 
But the siller I lost ! Does she bloom back in thee 1 
Speak — the name of thy mother, ere changing her own 
For her lord's — ^who her parents ? 

LtrcT. I never have known. 

When she married my father, they spumed her, bhe said, 
Bade her hold herself henceforth to them as the dead ; 
Slandered him in whose honor she gloried as wife, 
Urged aitainl on his name, plotted snares for his life ; 
And one day when I asked what her linf^nge, she siglxd 
'' From the heart they so tortured their memory has died.'* 

Walpolb Civil war slays all kindred — all mercy, all ruih. 

Lucr. Did you know her 1 — if so, was this like her in youtli ? (^tlp- 

iiiy mmiature,) 

Walpolb. It is she ; ihe 1 ps si»enk ! Oii, I knew it ! — tbon art 
My lost Mister re^stored ! — to mine I'rms, to mine heart, 
That wild brother the wrongs of his race shall atone ; 
He has stormed his way up to the foot of the throne. 
Yes ! thy mate thou Khalt choose 'mid the chiefs cf the lai^l. 
Dost thou shrink ? — lieard I right ? — is it promised this liand t 
And to one, too, of years so unsuited lo tbuie ? 

LncT. Dare I tell you 1 

Walpolb. Speak, sure that thy choice shnll be mine. 

Lucy. When my mother lay stricken in m nd nnd in frame, 
AH our scant savings gone, to onr Mice r there came 
A rich stranger, who lodged nt the iiii wh nee they sought 
To expel us as vagrant"*. Their mercy I e bought ; 
Ever since I was left in the wide worid alone, 
I have owed to his pity tliis roof 

Walpolb. Will you own 

What you gave in return 1 

LucT. Gratefui reverence. 

Walpolb. And so 

He asked more ! 

LtTCT. Ah ! that more was not mine to bestow. 

Walpolb. What ! your heart some one younger already had won. 
Is he handsome ? 

TiUCT Oh, yes ! 

•Valpoi..,. And a gentleman's son 1 

LucT. Sir, he looks it. 

Walpolb. His name is 

LucT. Sir Sidney Bellair. 

Walpolb. Eh ! that brilliant Lothario ? Dear Lucy, beware ; 

Men of tem|)er so light may mike love in mere sport. 
Where on earth did you m 'et ?- in what icinis did he court 1 
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Why 80 troobled f Why tarn on ihe timepiece yonr eye 1 

Orphan, trost me. 

LacT. I will. I half promised to fly 

Walpolb. With Bellair. {atide) He shall answer for this wiih his life. 

Fly to-night as his — what ! 
Lucy. Turn your face — as his wife. (LucT 

8in}et down, burying her face in fur handt.) 
Walpolb. (poing to d. f ) Jasper — ho! 

Enter Sbbvaht, d. p., m he writet on hit iableta. 

Take my coach to Sir Sidney*H, Whitehall. 
Mr. Veisey is there ; give him this — thai is all. (tearing out 

the leaf from ihe tablet and folding it up) 
Qo out the back way ; it is nearest my carriage.* (opent the 

eecretdoor l. in P , through which exit Sbrvant) 
I shall ?ery soon know if the puppy means marriage. 
LucT. Listen ; ah ! that's his signal ! {tiip at window.) 

Walpolb. A sione at the pane I 

But it can't be Bellair — he id safe. 
Lucy. There, nsrain I 

Walpolb {peepe out of window). Ho ! — a ladder ! Niece, do as I bid you ; 

confide 
In my word, and I promise Sir Sidney his bride ! 
Ope the uindow and whisper, *' I'm chained to the floor; 
Pray come up and rel*»ase me." 
LuoT {cdUe out of window), " I'm chained to the floor. 

Pray, come up and release me.'* 
Walpolb. I watch by this door. 

[Exitf B. D., and peeps out, 

Bloitht entert through window, 

LucT. Saints in Heaven, Mr. Jones ! (l. c.) 

Walpolb {aside). Selden Blount, by old Nick ! 

Blount. What I you are not then chained ! Must each w^ord be a 

trici ? 
Ah ! you looked for a gallant more dainty and trim; 
He depuieit me to say he abandons his whim ; 
By his special request I am here in his place, 
Sayinjt him from a crime and yourself from disgrace. 
Still ungrateful, excuse ft)r your folly I make — 
Still the priza he dind :in8 to my heart I can take. 
Ply with me, as with him you would rashly hare fled ; — 
He but sought to dei^rade you, I seek but to wetl. 
Take revenge on the f ilse heart, give b!i>8 to the true I 
C7. If he's false to myself, I were falser to you, 
Could I say I forget him ? 

Bloukt. You will, when my wife, 

Ll'oy. That can never be 

iiLouNT. Never! 

Lucy. One love lasts thro* life ! 

Blount. Traitress ! think not this insult can tamely be born e 

*In obeying this instruction, the iservant would not eeo Ihe ladder, \rhich (as the 
reader will learn by what ixaiut^iately faliowa) in placed agaiiut the balcony in the 
/rout of the liouae. 
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Hearts like mine are too proud for submission to scorn. 
You are liere at my mercy — iliai mercy has died ; 
You remain a-t my riciim ur part as my bride, {locks l. d.) 
See, escape is in vain, and all otliers desert you ; 
Let tliese arms be your refuge. 
Walpolb {lapping him on the shoulder). Well said, Public Virtue 1 

Blount, ttupi/led^ drops the key, which Walpolb trrkes up, stepping out into 
the balcony^ to return as Blount, recovering hiinselj) mttkes a rush at 
the window, 

Walpolb {stopping him). As you jusUy observed, * See, escape is in 

vain " — 
I have pu^lied down the ladder. 
Blount (Joying his hand on his sword). 'Sdeath ! draw, s.i I— 
Walpolb. AwaiuiH 

From that worst of all blunders, a profitless crime. 
Out my innocent throat ? Fie ! one sin at a time. 
Blount. Sir, mock on, I deserve it ; expose me to slmme, 

I've o'erihrown my life's labor,— an honest man's name. 
LucT {stealing up to Blount). No ; a moment of madness can not sweep 

away 
All I owed, and — forgive me — have failed to repay, {to Wal- 
polb ) 
Be that moLient a secret. 
Walpolb. If woman can keep one, 

Tlien a secret's a secret. Gad, Blount, you're a deep one I 
{knock at d.f — Walpolb opens it,) 

Enttr^ D. p., Bbllair aniVs ASSY, /o^ou^f^^y Mrs. Vizard. 

Bbllair. {not seeing Walpolb, who is concealed behind the door which he 

opens, and hurrying to Blount). 
Faithless man, canst thou look on my face undismayed * 
Nithsdaie's letter disclos<Hi, and my fi iendaliip betrayed ! 
What ! and here too I Why here f 

Blount {aside). I shall be the town's scoff. 

Walpolb {fo Bbllair and Vrabet). Sirs, methinks that you see not 

that lady — hats off. 
I requested your presence. Sir Sidney Bellair, 
To make known what you owe lo the friend who stands there. 
For that letter disclosed, your harsh language recant — 
Its condition your pardcn; — full pardon I grant. 
He is here— you ask why ; 'tis to snve you to-.nisht 
From degrading your bride by tlie scandal of flight, {drawing 

him aside) 
Or — hist ! — did you intend (whisper close in my ear) 
Honest wedlock with one so beneath you I fear ? 
You of lineage so ancient 

PtKLLAiB. Must mean wh it I say. 

Do their ancestors teach the well-born t > betray 7 

Walpolb. Wed her friendless and penniless 1 

Bbllair. Ay. 

Walpolb. Strange caprice ! 

Deign to ask, then, from Walpolo the hand of his niece. 
Should he give bis consent, thank the friend you abuse. 
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Bbllair {emhrnetfig Blount). Best and noblest of men. my bjitul fury 

e.\cu8\ 
Walpolr. H rk ! he;- father's lost lands may yet serve for her dower. 
Bbllair. All llie earth lias no lands worih the bluum ot this flower. 
Lucy. An! too soou faded the flower. 
Bellair. Trne, I niter the name. 

Be my perfect pure chrysolite — erer the same. 
Walpole. Hold ! I know not a chrysolite from a carbuncle, (with w* 

t'nuating blandishment of voice And look) 

But my nepliew-in-law should not Tdie out his uncle. 
Bellair. Robert Walpol*, at last you have bon«>ht me, I fear. 
Walpolr. Every man has his price. My majority's clear. 

If, {eroenng qutckly to Blouxtj 

Dear Blount, did your goodness not rnnk with the best, 

What you feel ns reproach, you would treat as a jest. 

Rai>e your head — and wiih me keep a laugh for lb? ass 

Who has nf»vpr anne out of his wits for a lass; 

Live agiin for your couniry — reflect on my bill. 
Blount {wtth emotion, gmnping Walpolb'b hand), Tou are gentroos ; I 

thack vou. Vote with vou 1 — ^I will ! 
Vbasrt. How dispersed are the clouds seeming lately so sinister! 
Walpole. Yi s, I think that the glass stands at Fair — for the Minister. 
Veasey. Ah ! what more could you do for the People and Throne 1 
Walpole. Now Tm safe in my office, I'd leave well alone. 

Servants at Back. 

Mrs. Vizard. 
Bbllaib. Luct. Blount. Vxasbt. 

Walpolb. 

CURTAIN. 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

Burton'* Th'atrt, Newy Theatre Rnydly Haymar* 
York, Aug. 29, 1851. kti^ London, Ftb. 

12, 1853. 

The Duke of Middleiez (a peer attach- 
ed to the son of James IL, com- 
moDly called the First Pretender.. B£r. Moobbousb. Mr. Stuabt. 

The Eturl of Loftiu (also a peer attached 
to the son of Jiimes II 

Lord Wilmot (a yonng man at the 
head of the Mode more than a cen- 
tury ago, son to Lord Loftus). Mr. Dtott. Mr. LvxoH Murbat. 

Mr. Shadowljr Softhead (a young gen- 
tleman from the city firiend and 
doable to Lord Wilmot) Mr. Bubtov. Mr. Kbilxt. 

Hardman (a rising Member of Parlia- 
ment, and adherent of Sir Bobert 
Walpole) Mr. Bland. Mr. Babby Sullivab. 

Sir GeofErey Thomside (a gentleman of 

good family and estate) Mr. B. Webster 

Mr. Ooodenough Easy (in business, 
highly respectable, and a friend of 
Sir Geoffrey) Mr. J. Dcnn. Mr. Buckstonk. 

Colonel Flint (a Fire-eater) 

Mr. Jacob Tonson (a Bookseller) 

Smart (Valet to Lord Wilmot) 

Hodge (Servant to Sir Geoffrey Thorn- 
aide) 

Faddy O'SuUiTan (Mr. Fallen's Land- 
lord) 

Mr. David FaUcu (Grubb Street Au- 
thor and Phamphleteer) Mr. Pabdat. Mr. Howe. 

First Watchman 

Lucy (Daughter to Sir Geoffrey Thorn- 
side) Mids Wrston. MissBosB Beithbtt. 

Barbara (Daughter to Mr. Easy) Miss M. Barton. Miss Amblia Vihiko. 

Lady Ellinor (the Lady of Deadman*s 

Lane) 

Cofl^ee House Loungers, Drawers, Newranen, Watchmen, etc. 



PERIOD— 1720.-REIGN OF GEORGE I. 



SCENE— LONDON. 



TIME IN REPRESENTATION— THREE HOURS AND A QUARTER. 



The events of the Play are 8npx)osed to take place between the morning of one 
day and the afternoon of the second day following. 



SCENERY. 



ACT I., Scene /.—Lord Wiluot's apartment in St. James's. A handsomely ftn> 
nished apartment richly carpeted, closed in, set scene. In 4th grooves the flats rep- 
resent one side with folding doors, o. Gilded panels and large paintings, Doora 
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B. 3 K. and l. S ■. in » slanting direction ; near each of them two rich gilt tables 
upon which are books and XMipers ; on either side of the tables similar kind of chairs 
and also between the doors ; the panels on either side are hung with pictures. 
Handbell on table, b. 2 x. Everything betokens a rich and elegantly famLshed 
apartment. 

A CT 11.^ Scene /.—Library in the honse of Stb Okoffsxt TnoaxsiDK. Flats in 4th 
grooves represent one side of the apartment with dark and heavy looking oak pan- 
els, partly gilded ; the sides represent the same. At the back, o., a large window 
opening nearly to the ground. Doors i.. 3 s. and b. 3 x. ; the scene beyond the win- 
dow represents a garden wall, with vines, etc., trained up it. Antique tables, with 
books and papers, b. 2 s. and l. 2 e. ; antique high-backed chairs with velvet seau 
on either side of the tables. 

ACT 111., Scene 1 —Will's Ck>fEee Honse. 



I Door. I 



Door. 



Box and Table. 



Box and Table. 



Door. 



Box and Table. 



* Chair. 

O 

Table. 



Chair.* 

O 

Table. 









Box and Table. 



B.'2 b. — 



-L. 2 X. 



B. 1 B.- 



— Im i B« 



The flats set in the back grooves represent dark oak panelling, decorated with 
paintings. In the centre a doorway, panelling of jMtssage beyond ; on either side 
of the doorway two partitions four or five feet high, forming a sort of open box, 
and between them a table, with a seat running round three sidra of the box, leav- 
ing one side open to the audience. Doors b. u. b. and i.. n. x. Nearer the audience 
R. and L., a similar sort of box, with the seat running round two sides only, the 
sides next the centre of the stage and facing the audience being open. Over the 
door in the centre are the gilded arms of England, and on the panels of the room 
are various placards— " Army Increase," "More Treason,'* '* Defeat of the Minis- 
try,** "More Jacobite Plots,'* "One Thousand Guineas Reward,** etc Writing 
materials in the open box, a. Two small round tables and ohairB near the open 
boxes, B. and l., with newspapers, etc 

Scene II.—lAhnxj in Sib OxoFrasv's house. Flats as in Act 3, Scene 1, but set 
in 3d grooves. Chair pushed on b. 3 x. 

Scene 111.— An old fashioned street scene set in 4th grooves. The comer of » 
gloomy-looking house, b. 3 x., apparently the beginning of an alley, upon the eomer 
of it is inscribed " Deadman's Lane" Belonging to it in a slanting direction i»« 
heavy'looking doorway, over which is fixed a massive crown and portcullis. 

ACT /r.. Scene /.—Library in Sib GiorFBBY's house, as in Act 8, Soene 2. 

Scene 77.— David Fallen's garret. The flats set in the back gi^ooves xepreeent the 
dde of a dilapidated garret : a low small casement with broken and patched peaee, 
a A cupboard, x. o. A low bedstead with blanket and scanty bedding, u U. & 
Two or three old pictures on the wall. Door b. 3 b. Gomoicm table and two ehain 
near the window ; writing materials. 
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Sotne ///.—The Mall. The flats in the Sd grooTee represent rows of trees ana 
grsTelled walk ; the wings to oorrespond. 

ACT r., Scau /.—Old Mill near the Thames. The flats in the 2d grooTSS repre- 
sent river hanks, with an old mill and outbuildings. 

Scene i/.— Aporlment in the house in Deadman's Lane. The flats set full back 
represent a Teiy old fashioned and sombre-looking room, with heavf tapestry on 
the wall, Tery much faded. Old style of flre-place, with high heavy carved mantel- 
piece in the centre, over which is a dingy crown and portoallia. The tapestry, b., 
is partially drawn back, and shows a door ; a window, l ; a roughly carved antique 
table, 0., with writing materials upon it ; three chairs near it of a similar style, 
and chairs b. and l. 

Note.— If the Epilogue of ** David Fallen is Dead ** is given, the leene is set the 
tame as Scene 1 in Act 1, with the addition of wine, fruit, etc 



COSTUMES, 
Compiled from Ou wnrk* qf Plantht^ FHirhoU, and Martin, 

LoBO WzLXOT.— Square-cut coat and long-flapped waistcoat, of scarlet oloth or Tel - 
vet, with pockets in them. Broad lappels to the pockets of the ooat just below 
the hips, trimmed with gold lace, buttons, and embroidered button holes ; white 
neckcloth, lace, with long ends. Three-cornered hat with the sides turned up. 
Bilk hose drawn up over the knee so high that they join the breeches nn^ the 
long waistcoat flaps— the breeches may therefore be of the same or any other 
oolor, and of silk or velvet. HigB-heeled shoes and buckles. Laige hanging 
cufb to the coat, with lace ruffles. Very long curled wig. Court sword. Sd 
I>reu : Plain black ooat, waistcoat, and trunks of a similar style, withont orna- 
ment ; shoes and buckles ; short wig : linen neckcloth, and plain three-cornered 
hat. This is only used when disguised as Curll. 

Babdxav.— A similar dress, of blue velvet or doth, but more quietly ornamented ; 
hat, wig, shoes, buckles, and sword. 

BoADOWLY BorTHKAD.- Square-cut coat, fancifully embroidered, blue satin waist- 
coat, flowered with silk designs ; lace neckcloth and ruffles ; shoes, buckles, 
three-cornered hat and small feather, blue hose and short breeches, as above 
mentioned ; gold-headed cane : full wig. 

^ C Precisely similar style of dress and equipments— one being 

UUKM OF ID ^ < of a cinnamon or imle brown oolor, and the other plum 

LOBDiXWTUe. ^ ^,„^ 

Bib GBonraiT Tbobmbidb.— Square cut coat of a claret oolor and waistcoat to 

match, without ornaments ; neckcloth, ruffles, black silk hose, breeches, plain 
"* three-cornered hat, shoes, buckles, short wig, and sword. 
Mb. Goodbiouoh East.- Plain black suit of a similar shape and make ; black silk 

hose, shoes, buckles, hat, short wig, plain neckcloth ; neither ruffles nor sword. 
Jacob Tomsoh.— Plain black suit of similar kind. 
CoLOsxL Flint.— Similar style of dress, varied in the eolors. 
David Fallbh.— 1<< J>reu: Well worn black coat and waistcoat; breeches and 

hose ; hat, shoes, buckles, linen neckcloth, and long wig. 2d J)reu : The cost 

thrown aside, and waistcoat, shoes, hose, and everything in dishabille. 
SvABT.— Silk stockings, shoes, and buckles ; black breeches ; coat of claret-colored 

doth, with plated buttons; plain neckdoth ; short wig. 
HoDOC— Similar dress of a cherry color, and a highly flgured waistooat underneath ; 

knee breeches ; cotton hose ; shoes and buckles ; short wig. 
Paddt O'Sulutah.— Plain short coat of rough material ; plain neckdoth ; knee 

breeches, wonted hose, shoes, buckles, and short wig. 
WATOUMBir.— Long coats of dark friese, buttoned up ; worsted hose, bceeobes, shoesi 
' buckles ; rather short wigs ; three-cornered hats. 
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LvcT.~-FuU skirt and bodice of silk (any color), with wide open ileeves to the elbow 
trimmed with laoe, and lace nndereleeves ; a light lace cap over the head fas- 
tened with ribbons; the hair dressed high and thrown back. High-heeled shoe/t 
and buckles ; fan ; a light muslin handkerchief thrown orer the shoulders and 
the ends thrust into the bosom ; round low-crowned hat 

Babba&a.— A similar kind of dress, but yaried in the colors. 

Ladt Ellinok.— a similar kind of dress, but concealed during the early scenes of 
the play by the use of a dark mantle^ hood» and mask. 

QswiSAL Drkssbs.— The loungers about Will's Coffee House are dressed in similar 
style, but of varied quality. The drawers with long white aprons, black stock- 
ings and breeches ; sleeveless waistcoats and long coats ; short wii^ ; shoes, 
buckles, and plain neckcloths. 



PBOPEBTIES. 

ACT/.t Seme 1.— Four gilt tables ; eight or ten gilt chairs; paintings ; books ; pa- 
pers ; handbell ; card with address on it ; gold-headed cane. 
ACT IL, Scene 1 —Two heary antique tables, with books and papers; four antique 

high-backed chairs with velvet seats ; bunch of flowers ; sword for Bib Gbof- 

FRBV ; gold snuff-box for Wilmot. 
ACT III. ^ Scene l.~Two round mahogany tables with newspapers : newspapers for 

newsman ; decanters and wine glasses; trays, etc : letter; card with address. 

Scene 2.— Antique thairs. Scene 3 —Pipe for East ; rattles, staves, and lanterns 

for Watohmrn. 
ACT IV, y Scene 2.— Old pictures on wall: common table and two chairs; writing 

materials ; handsomely ornamented portfolio with papers and letter ; common 

bedstead with blanket and a few old bed dothes ; canvas bag with coin. Scene 3. 

—Phial for Bofthbad. 
ACT v.. Scene 1.— Folded paper ; address card ; pocket tablets for Habdman. v^ 

Scene 2.— Roii^hly carved table and five chairs ; written paper for Habdman ; 

writing materials ; letter ; portfolio as before, papers and letter *, spectacles lor 

the Ddbb. 
KoTB.— If the Epilogue is given, the properties are the same as in Scene 1, Act 1, 
with the addition of wine, decanters, glasses, silver fruit dishes, firuiti etc. 



STOBT OF THE FIAT. 

The period ehosen for the action of the story is dnring the reign of the flnt George, 
king uf England, when eflbrts were still being made to plaoe upon the throne the 
Jaoobite son of James the Second, commonly called the First Pretender. The con- 
stant reverses which bad hitherto attended Ids efforts bad slightly damped the ardor 
and diHsreased the number of his adherents ; nevertheless, many of the embers of 
the fire still existed, and his cause found favor and support among several of the 
leading nobility of the period, including therein two, represented in the play as the 
Dake of Middlesex and Lord Ldtus, names which, it is hardly necessary to say, are 
created for the occasion. Their connection with the rebel cause is made use of to 
work out the story and bring about a successful and happy conclusion. 

The Duke of Middlesex is repre s ented as being the bMd of a noble house whose 
fame is so ancient and so great as to form a part of the history of the country— the 
very fountain of truth and honor. But, as then was and even now ivthe case with 
many other great families, there was a dark spot on the escutcheon— there was one 
member who satiated himself with dissipation, whose vanity and prido were of the 
most eztouivo kind, and who, easting aside the proverbial troth and honor of his 



6 NOT 80 BAD AS WE BREH. 

race, wboee word waa alwajrs considered sacred, did not hesitate to boast openly of 
the female conquests he made, and, if he had been unsuccessful, felt no compunc- 
tion in bringing a lie to his assistance, and nsserting, utterly regardless of the con- 
sequenoes, that he had been honored with the lady's favoi h. Such was the character 
of the Duke*s brother, Lord Henry de Mowbray. 

Amongst the numerous ladies with whom this dangerous nobleman came in con. 
tact few Burpasstrd in personal or mental charms and graces Lady Ellinor, the young 
and idolized wife of a wealthy gentleman, Sir Geoffrey Morland, one of England's 
sterling men, bearing an ancient and spotless name., and master of large domains. 
For a long time did the unscrupulous seducer exercise his most skillful arts to trap 
hia new Yictim, but in vain ; purity and firmness formed an invulnerable shield. 
Finding himself continuously baffled, and his vanity and pride of conquest thus 
mortified, Lord Henry resorted to lying to uphold his prestige as a successful liber- 
tine, and by wily artifices and ready tools he soon had it gradually noised abroad 
that the Lady Morland had not been quite so circumspect and guarded in her con- 
duct as to preserve her husband's honor untarnished. And in this diabolical scheme 
he was much aided by a letter which she had incautiously written to him, and the 
language of which he artfully perverted to suit his purposes. The sparks thus 
thrown about soon produced a flame. An inquiry was instituted by the ditstraoted 
hnsband to trace out the origin of the slander, and relying unsus'pectingly upon the 
presumed sacred truthfulness of the word of a Mowbray, he banished from his 
house the idolized wife of his bosom shortly after she had given birth to a daughter. 
He then sought the Bupi)osed seducer, forced him to a duel, and wounded him so 
severely that, thinking he had killed him, he fled from men's tongues and the story 
and scene of his d shouor to a distant land, which he did not quit until muny years 
afterwards, when, broken down in mind and body, he returned to hia native land, 
changing for another the name which De Mowbray had blighted. His only com- 
fort was his daughter, but even with her there was a dark side in his thoughts, for 
doubts would sometimes cross his mind as to her true parentage. 

Previous to the duel Lady Morland sought refuge in the house of her father ; but 
sorrows come not singly. The very day she reached there he was compelled to fly 
the country to save his life, having been concerned in a Jacobite plot which had 
just been discovered. Deprived of all other ties, husband, home, and child, she 
accompanied her father into exile — proving herself his stay, his hope, his all. His 
lands were confiscated ; but although so highly born and so tenderly reared, she 
worked nobly for his support until his troubles and wants were silenced in the 
grave. She then entered a convent, and prepared to take the noviciate, when she 
learned most unexpectedly that inquiries had been instituted about her in Paris 
and elsewhere by a person who stated that I^i-d de Mowbray had died recently, and 
upon his death had retracted to the fullest extent possible the foul slander of which 
he was the instigator, and that he had left behind him written momoirs, papers, and 
letters acquitting her beyond the shadow of a doubt. The documents were stated 
also to explain clearly the circumstances under which he received the letter from 
Lady Morland, and how he made use of it, so that her entire innocence could be 
fully established. The image of her darling child, from whom she had been sepa- 
rated so many years — the hope of once ag^in embracing the husband of her youth, 
urged her to active and energetic exertions, and returning to England, she obtained 
information which enabled her to trace out her husband's dwelling and assumed 
name. A few days before the opening of the play she had taken up her residence 
in an old, gloomy^ and hitherio deserted house immediately adjacent to her hus- 
band's mansion, and was at once known as the mysterious masked lady of Dead- 
man's Lane ; he as Sir Geoffrey Thomside, and their child as Lucy Thomside, now 
passing from girlhood into womanhood. Here in disguise and masked would the 
mother wander round the premises, stealing cautiounly, like a thief, to the window 
to obtain one'gl^Bce of all that remained in the world to love and live for, waiting 
patiently, full of hope and faith, for time to place within her power the proofs of 
her innocence. So far then as these parties are concerned this ia the position of 
affairs at the opening of the play. 
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She has frequently observed from the window of her lonely house OTerlooking Sir 
Geoffi-ey's garden a gay young spark of the peiiod, Lord Wi mot, walking there 
with Lucy, and she contrives tu obtain an interview with him, when she learns that 
Lucy very often uiounrs with te<trs in her eyes the wnnt of a mother*s love, believ- 
ing thiit she had died in her infancy. Lady Morlnnd entreats him at the next meet- 
ing to say that he had seen a friend of this mother who had something to impart 
which might probably be to the happiness of both. This he consents to do, and a 
visitor approaching, she gives him her address and appoints a meeting for the even- 
ing. 

Now Lord Wilmot was one of the youthful leaders of the fashionable world, for 
wliich position a handsome person, a refined intellect, and polished manners ren- 
dered him well qualified. As is frequently the case, every young man in the posses- 
sion of wealth, but very little else, eagerly sought his society and struggled de8X>er- 
ately to win the honor of his acquaintance, miiking him n sort of idolatrous model, 
proud beyond description of his patronage and playful familiarities, and endeavor- 
ing, though with very little success, to imitate him in every possible way. Such a 
one is Mr. Shadowly Softhead, the son of an opulent clothier possessing great weight 
and influence among the city companies, but not much known beyond. Whatever 
Wilmot did, said, or thought. Softhead would try to do, say, and think the same; in 
fact, he was Wilmot's double, though not one of the most approved description. 
Another friend of Wilmot's, but of a very different sort, is Mr. Hardman. Un- 
known to himself lie is the son of the foster brother of 8ir Geoffrey, who promised 
his father, in compliance with his dying wish, that the boy should nerer know the 
favors he intended to bestow upon him, so that he should not feel the yoke of de- 
pendence ; and .^-ir Geoffrey kept his word. Ue managed matters so skillfully and 
secretly that the youth Veceived a good education, wrote works which brought bis 
mime into high notice and favor (Sir Geoflk^y paying the publisher to produce 
them), obtained an annuity for some trifling service, and a sent in Parliament with- 
out a shilling of expense, never for one moment doubting that all this he bad him- 
self accomplished by energy, perseverance, talent, and application, instead of owing 
it to the watchful care and long purse of Sir Geoffrey Thornside, otherwise Morland. 
At the oi)ening of the play Hardman is in the proud position of a rising member of 
the English Parliament and a strong adherent of the Prime Ministeri Sir Bobert 
Walpole.* 

At an interview which takes place between Wilmot and the Duke the former 
alludes to a report wh ch is going through fashionable circles that Lord Mowbray 
has left behind him certain confessions or memoirs which, from the well known gay 
and dissolute life he pursued, are likely to prove highly rich and interesting in 
their details. This is particularly unpleasant news for the Duke, who views with 
horror the odium and ridicule that are likely to be cast upon the family by the dis- 
covery and publication of these papers ; and if it be possible by any means whatever 
he entreats Wilmot to obtain possession of them and not let them f<dl Into the 
hands cf some greedy publisher. Wilmot prumises to do all he possibly can, as he 
considers it the duty of all noble gentlemen to suppress scandal so injurious to their 
class. Plca-sed with his ready acquiescence, the Duke reveals to him his connection 
with the Jucobite cause, urging him to join, observing in a magniloquent way, " If 
we succeed, you restore the son ot a Stuart ; if we fail, you will go to the scaflbld by 
the side of John, Duke of Middlesex !'* 

Strange as it may seem, howev«;r, Wilmot cannot see the particular advantage or 
honor in thus running the risk of putting an end to his youthful and, at present, 
plciisurable career; consequently 1 e very respeotfully declines the offer; but he 
learns enough to lead him to suspect that his father. Lord Loftus, is mixed ap in 
the treasouHble plot. Unable, however, to obtain further information of the Duke, 
and not being upon friendly terms with his parent, be determines to put Hardman 

* A full description of tliis eminent stitesman will be found in the introductory 
portion of a comedy in rhyme, by the s.tme author, entitled, ** Walpole; or, Every 
Man has his Price." 
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on the inquiry, and to apply to the poor author, Darid Fallen, who, it ia well known, 
ia more or lees concerned in all the schemes of the Pretender's part j. H^^H'ni^n is 
in love with Lucy, and half suspects that Wilmot is also, and so before he departs 
on the mission he throws out a hint—** One ia always safe from a rival, both in love 
and ambition, if one will watch to detect and then scheme to destroy." Wilmot is 
really in love with Lucy, and determines to put Sir Geoffrey on a wrong scent with 
r^^ard to his passioo, and therefore he induces Bbadowly Softhead, though not with- 
out some difficulty, to make pretended love to her, whilst he will do the same to* 
wards Barb.ira Easy, of whom Softhead is deeply enamored, and then when oppor- 
tunity occurs matters can be reversed; as Wilmot wittily observes, they can 
" change partners, hands across, down the middle, and up again." 

Sir Geoffrey in his retirement has grown suspicious, petu'ant, and irritable, and 
this disposition is not improved by the rustic bluntnesa uf his ecoentrie attendant, 
Hodge, whom he has brought to London from his country house. For some few 
days he has been much annoyed by nosegays being thrown in at the window, in 
which he is convinced there is some attempt upon his life ; then again, when he 
walks in the garden, be feels sure that some one, or something, is watching from 
the window of the lone house in Deadman's Lane. Another grejit source of annoy- 
ance is the frequent calling of Wilmot, who, us he says, pretending to have saved 
Lucy from footpads, persists in repeating the calls daily, only an excuse, be is con- 
fident, for making lovo to her, which angers him much, as he has not the slightest 
liking or respect for a lord ; all of which he reveals to Goodenough Easy. 

The arrival of the young ladies, accompanied by Wilmot and Softhead, affords an 
opportunity for some amusing by-play, by means of which Wi.mot skillfully plays 
upon Sir Geoffrey and then upon Easy, bO that he induces the latter to take the 
former into an adjoining room to talk over his views with regard to Lucy, thus leav- 
ing Softhead and Barbara to a biittle of love, and giving Wilmot An opportunity to 
make Lucy acquainted with the vioit from a friend of her mother'a 

The arrival of Haidman breaks up the meeting, and although partners are 
changed as arranged, Hnrdman is very suspicious, but having ascertained from 
David Fallen that Wilmot's iatlter renlly is mixed up in treasonous plots, he deter- 
mines to use that knowledge as a hold upon the son, should occasion need. Barbara 
confides to Wilnot her love for Softhead and her father's dislike to him for having 
quittel the sober business city life in which he was reared, to ape and imitate the 
man of fashion and the ways of those tut above him in rank and iiosition, for which 
reason their uuion has been forbidden. But Wilnot cheers her up and promises to 
work a great change in the steady young city merchant, and although Barbara de- 
clares that her father is one of the soberest men living, and exceedingly severe 
against a cheerful glass, Wilnot determines to lead him into a tipsy bout and turn 
the incident to advantage. 

At a meeting the same evening, at Will's Coffee House, a noted resort for all the 
g,\y youngp lords, politicians, uutliors, and ni>t«d men of the day. Easy is induced to 
be a visitor. Hardman is there also, to have have a further interview with David 
Fallen ; so also are Lord Loltus and the Duke, who choose the place for meeting as 
from its publicity they are less likely to excite suspicion than in using a more pri. 
vate one. 

Loftus expects a messenger from the Pretender, and leaves it to Fallen to name 
the meeting place and time, which he fixes for the ensuing day at an old secluded 
mill on the banks of the river Thames. As soon as they are gone, he tells Hard- 
man what has taken place, and urges him to save the infatuated noblemen from 
danger and not to destroy them, observing, that though he is resigned to the name 
of starving poet and hireling, he is not, and cannot be, to that of butcher. In warm 
language he tells how he commenoed life in devotion to two causes— the throne of 
the Stuarts and the glory of Letters. Politicians of both sides served him alike : no 
matter which was in power, be starved; and he is now in that position ; he is paid 
for information and scurrilous pamphlets, from which source he ekes out a scanty 
subsistence. 



KOT 80 Bad as wb skem. 9 

# 

Hardman at this moment is very much disposed to throw ap his post, for, believ- 
ing he has a claim npon the prime minister for past serrioes, be has applied to him 
for a vacant official appointment, onlf , however, to meet with a refusal from Wal- 
pole, which so angers him that he is almost inclined to fonake his allegiance ; but 
a little reHection bids him wait. 

Wilmot now appears upon the scene to put his icheme into operation. Accom- 
panied bjfUiis idolixing double, Softhead, he invites the leading members of the com- 
pany to a grand dinner, and artfully contrives that there shall be just one wanting 
to complete the party. Of courfte his eye drops upon Easy, and in spite of his pro- 
testations that he is nnoaed and objects to such scenes, he is compelled to agree to 
make up the number, which brings forth another side to his character ; with the 
excitement of the scene, he forgets his previous steady going merchant principles 
and speaks boastingly to acquaintances around him of the honor, ability, and pleas- 
antry of his /ricnd. Lord Wilmot. 

Now is the time for looking after the memoirs, so Wilmot broaches the subject to 
Tonson (a celebrated publisher and an employer of distressed and suffering, but tal- 
ented, authors at starvation prices), and from him he finds that they are in the posses- 
sion of David Fallen, who refuses to part with them, although Tonson has offered the 
magnificent sum of two hu ndred guineas. This is good news for Wilmot, who sbtains 
the poet's address and determines to visit him at his house, alone. 

Tonson also speaks of the subject to Hardman, expatiating warmly upon the ex- 
treme attractiveness of the papers it they could only be secured for publication ; a 
full account of the love adventures of Lord Mowbray ; such a confession about the 
beautiful Lady Biorland; satires upon the Duke; Jacobite family secrets ; ever so 
much scandal ; would sell like wildfire ; such glorious nuts for the public .to crack I 
But to all this Hardman turns a deaf ear. 

Now Toqson*s great fear is that one Carll, a most unsompulous publisher, author 
and trafficker in literary matter, should forestall him in the possession of these me- 
moirs and force them upon the market in spite of all the trouble he has taken, and 
he therefore mentions the subject to Wilmot, begging him to be upon his guard and 
not let the secret of the ownership get wind. This gives a new idea to Wilmot ; he 
once dressed like and imitated this Curll so well that the great poet Pope was him- 
self deceived, and ordered him out of the room, so he determines again to adopt this 
disguise to assist him in dealing with Fallen, and not to appear in his proper person. 

Observing Hardman somewhat moody, he learns from him the minister's refusal 
of the sought for place, which if he had secured would have given him courage to 
ask for and obtain the hand of the lady he loves ; and his spkits are by no means 
cheered up when Wilmot avows to him his own love for Lucy. Hardman, however, 
is not to be so easily bafficd, the knowledge of the treason of Lord Loftus and the 
Duke is in his keeping, for which he Ctin demand from Wilmot any price he pleases, 
and he determines that such price shall be his resignation of the hand of Lucy. 
With dissembling friendship he bids him adieu :— 

"To-day I'm your envoy ; to-morrow your master." 

Now Wilmot is half jesting ; he sees that every man's character has different sides 
to it, and he thinks it too cruel a joke that for want of the official appointment 
Hardman should lose the chance of winning the woman. Wilmot has a very scarce 
and valuable painting by the celebrated artist Murillo ; the weak sids of Walpole's 
character was a strong infatuation for paintings. The game is quite dear : Wilmot 
will make him a present of the painting in exchange for the appointment — in fact, 
he will bribe the Prime Minister-~Walpole shall have the Binrillo, and Hardman 
shall have the place, and the wife, if he can win her. 

In an interview which takes place in Sir OeofTirey's library, Lucy alludes to the 
visits of Wilmot under pretence of loving Barbara, and affectionately urges him to 
forbid them, confessing that they make her too happy, and yet may g^ve him. 
The old baronet is struck with this token of affection ; she must be his child ; how 
to console her T " By speaking of my mother," timidly suggests Lucy. The fath- 
er's brow darkens as he forbids her ever to mention the name of one who had dis- 
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honored him. *' It in falB) !** speaks a low voice, and the masked female disappears 
from the window of the apartment where she had been a spectator of the scene. At 
this moment Hardman arrives with the newa tiiat Wilmot is not in love with Bar- 
bara, but with Lucy, and whilst the baronet informs him that he already knows it, 
and they agree that the nosegays and the watch kept on the house are evidentlf 
part of a plan to entrap her, the masked female glides p^t the window. With a 
startled cry Hardman, who observes the movement, leaps out in pursuit^ carefully 
tracks her to the house in Deadman's Lane, and determines that the morrow shall 
solve the mystery. 

Wilmot*s dinner takes plaoe as arranged, and so skillfolly does he carry out his 
plans that he work:* Easy into a glorious state of jovial exhilaration, in which he 
declares his undying kntipathy for lords, and binds himself irrevocably to accept 
Softhead as his son-in-law ; thus Wilmot achieves Huccess for his plot number one. 
Scenes of rough play in the streets between young sparks and the night watchmen 
were common occurrences at the period of the play ; indeed, it was not considered 
the proper thing to wind up an evening's carousal without something of the kind. 
As a m:itter of course Wilmot takes care that his party shall be no exception to the 
custom, and he therefore leads his friends into such a scene, as it happens, in the 
Tioinity of Deadman's Lane. Qoodenough Easy, under the influence of his fre- 
quent draughts, forgets his civic dignity, and bestriding a fallen watchman, affbrds 
much amusement by fancying himself the chairman of a jovial meeting and tho 
watchman's body the table. The arrival of the other members of the watch how- 
ever interrupt his delusion, and he is borne away to the watch-house, still shouting, 
however, the glorious principles of the constitution and the pride he feels at the ex- 
alted position to which he has been raised — the shoulders of the watchmen. Wil- 
mot, having taken Softhead tiside, now points out to him the lone house, and so 
works upon his fears by the picture he draws of things within, that when the masked 
lady suddenly appears, he darts away frightened out of his wits. She beckons, and 
Wilmot follows her into the house. 

Hardman now takes an opportunity of an interview with Sir Qeoffi-ey to ask for 
Lucy's hand. He relates in glowing terms his career from boyhood ; his struggles 
for fortune and fame; with all of which the baroaet is of course acquainted ; but 
when he tells him that not an hour previously he had received the appointment 
which had been refused, the baronet is sorely puzzled to know who could have done 
that. However, charmed by his frankness. Sir Geoffrey gives his consent, if Lucy 
BO inclines, and then tells him that upou examining the nosegays thrown in at the 
window he finds they are made up in the very form in which he used to make up 
those he sent to hid wife in the days of tiieir courtship. He tells him also of his 
supposed dishonor, and reveals his true name— Morland — and that of the presumed 
seducer. Tonsou's words about the memoirs fl.ish to Hardman's recollection, and 
he determines to seek an interview with David Fallen. 

Wilmot is not slow on the same track. Disguising himself as Mr. Curll, he visits 
Fallen in his wretched garret., when the forlorn poet is about to jfkwn the last blan- 
ket he possesses to obtain food fur his children. He offers three hundred guineas 
for the memoirs, but, poor as he is. Fallen i-efuses ; honor and poverty are still left 
to him. He relates how they were given to him by Lord Mowbray on his death-bed ; 
that they contain a confession as to the lady he once foully injured, which would 
serve to clear the name he himself had aspersed, and that they had been received 
with A promise to seek her and place them in her hinds to enable her to establish 
her innocence. She was of a Jacobite family, and as a Jacobite agent Fallen was 
supposed to have the best chance of tracing her ; he exerted himself to the utmost, 
but only to hcnr that she had died in France. Having thus failed, he was deter- 
mined that no money should induce him to open up the secrets of liomes to public 
■ooff and ridicule. For a moment baffled, the prize seems lost, when Wilmot informs 
him he comes from Lord Mowbray's brother, the Duke of Middlesex. This only 
makes matters worse. Fallen relates in bitter words the circumstances under which 
he met tho Duke some years previously, when a kind word, a nod of recognition 
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would hnre made hia fortune. He had inscribed to the Duke a new poem, took it to 
his house and waited in the ball, when the great man Hppeared and said : " Ob, 70a 
nre the poet! take this,'* extending his alms as if to a beggir. "You look very 
thin, sir; stay and dine with my people." He meant hia serv.iuts ! Fallen points 
out that these memoirs m^e public, would make the Duke the jeer of his own lac- 
kejrs ; bat he will be no tool for working out a dead brother*s revenge, and his pride 
prevents him receiving money. 

Charmed by the nobility of Fallen's conduct, Wilmot tells him who he is, that the 
Duke is his father's friend, and ought to possess the papers as a family secret, iind 
expresses warmly his admiration for one who, in the midst of poverty, cou'd spurn 
a bribe to his honor,*but who might now humble by such a valuable gift, the great 
and haughty noble, who had insulted him by aim 4. Fallen surrenders the memoirs, 
and Wilmot departs, promising him for life a yearly sum equal to that which he had 
refused >is a bribe. 

Hardman arrives only to find the true nature of the documents ; that Lady nor- 
land's letter was with them, and th it they are now on their way to the Duke. B.if- 
fled in this, there is left yet the meeting with the Pretender's agent. If he can only 
obtain the treasonous dispatch, he will force the memoirs from the Duke ; the masked 
female must be Lady Morland ; establish her innocence and he wins Lucy. 

Wilmot places the documents in the hands of the Duke, and then sends a letter to 
Lucy to meet and accompany him to the lone house. 

Acting upon his knowledge of the meeting-place and the password, Hardman 
obtains the dispatch, and upon the Duke's arrival he reveals to him his knowledge 
of all that has passed renpiHiting his brother and Lady Morland, and that he knows 
of the papers being in his poss^iuioii, and the nature of them. H>) appeals to him, 
not as a proud peer of England, but as a man, to surrender the papers, and by so 
doing restore a wife to the husband she loves and forgives — to the girl for whom her 
heart yearns. Pride strugglee with honor and justice in the breast of the haughty 
nobleman, but the latter triumphs, and he takes hia leave, promising to meet Hard- 
man forthwith and hand over to him the memoirs. 

In a state of the greatest alarm. Softhead arrives with the information that he haa 
seen Luoy and Wilmot enter the lone house at Deadman's Lane. Enraged at being 
thus forestalled, Hardman gives him a note to the justice to send and p<»t officers 
at the door to await his orders, and also a message to Sir Geoffrey to meet him there ; 
and iiastening thither, he arrives shortly after Wilmot has united mother and 
d uight«>r. In vehement language he reminds him of his love for Lucy ; he tells him 
tliitt instead of sounding his father, he has detected him in what history and party 
feeling call Moi, but the law Mgh treawn! produping the dispatch calling for arms 
and money to dethrone the king, signed by the Duke and Lord Loftua. 

Astounded by the intelligence, Wilmot locks the door and attempts to secure the 
paper, but Hardman o»olly informs him that officers are waiting below, and the 
effort is futile. He then pictures his love for Lucy, and that he had schemed to save 
his father, not to injure him ; had the dispatch fallen into the hands of a spy the 
result would have been very different, and lie now only asks thai lie may himself 
place it in the hands of Lord Loftus, with such worda as will aave him and others 
from similar perilous hasarda in the future. Wilmot departs therefore to secure 
the presence of bis father and the Duke. 

As soon as he is gone, Hardman seeks an interview with Luey, in which he de- 
clares his love, telling her of her father's wish, and that he will soon dispel all the 
clouds which have darkened his life, and make her mother the pride of their home. 
She bleaaea him tor the promise, but warns him that her heart may not go with her 
hand. He is content ; he will try and win it Her father is ooming full of sus- 
picion ; she must appear as hia betrothed and accepted ; he will reatore her mother's 
name ; pecure her parents' reunion ; her hand the pledge— she gives it. 

Followed by Easy, Softhead, and Barbara, Sir Qeofl^y bursts into the room 
in search of Wilmot, by whom he thinks hia daughter haa been taken off. and flnd- 
ing Hardman there, believea that be haa been the meana of aaving her from diagraott. 
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Then comet to light the whole secret of Hardmaa'« past career, of the unknown 
hand that raised him, and, more astounding than all, the fact that he 'owes his offi- 
cial appointment to Wilmot. He is overwhelmed at such generosity, and informs 
tiir Geoffrey why Lucy was brought there. With indignation at the snare laid to 
bring him and his wife together, Sir Geoffrey is about to depart, when the Duke 
arrives with the memoirs, which he hands over to Hardman. The inspection- of 
tliem and of the letter convinces Sir Geoffrey of his wife's innocence, and with a barst 
of joy lie receives her in his arms. But Hardman 's task is not yet done. He gives 
np the dispatch, with the information that the cause is hopeless, the Pretender hav- 
ing abjured his faith and fled to Rome. He feels that Lucy's heart yearns towards 
Wilmot, so taking her hand he places it in his, remarking to Sir Qeofb«7, *' Tou 
placed her happiness in my charge— here, she loves and is lovea." 

The fever is catching, and as Softhead always liked to imitate a lord, he raggests 
being married to Barbara. To this, however, Mr. Goodenongh Easy strongly ob- 
jects, but Wilmot slyly reminds him that when he was chairman of the impromptu 
meeting of the previous night he had promised, nay, insisted upon it, that Softhead 
should be his son-in-law, and offers to explain to the company the circumstances. 
This is too much for Goodenough Easy, so he consents. 

All are made happy — treason is crtuhed— love is promoted— and the oonolusion is 
arrived at by all the party assembled, that, with all their faults, they are not so bad 
as they seem. 



BEMARKS, 

" Not so bod as we seem " was written by the author more with a view to its pro- 
duction in private on a special occasion than to its representation upon the stage; 
hence it is that many of the ideas are elaborately worked out, and many of the in- 
cidents, slight in themselves, unduly and needlessly extended. 

The late Duke of Devonshire was, and had been for many years of his life, a warm 
and earnest patron of Literature and the Drama. To all who were connected with 
thoee professions he evpr extended a genial and noble sympathy, and was always 
ready to befriend every member, high ur low, of what he was pleased to oall his 
** brotherhood.'* He was also the founder of an institution for rendering assistance 
to any one of the class who should unfortunately, as was too often the case, be in 
need of it. 

Having made arrangements to give a grand entertainment to Her Mnjpsty, Queen 
Victoria, at his palatial house in London, Bolwer readily entered into his desire to 
make the occasion one worthy of note, and accordingly constructed the pmentplay. 
It was produced in a theatre especially erected lor the purpose, fitted up in the 
most complete and costly manner, and was performed before the Queen and one of 
the most noble and brilliant audiences ever assembled ; all the parts being filled bf 
amateur ladies and gentlemen of eminent position and ability. The result may 
well be imagined : the sparkling wit, refined language and polished manners of all 
the actors naturally met with approval from such a select audience, and it was duly 
announced as being a great and decided success. But when the composition was 
submitted to a public ordeal, and its merits judged by a severer tribunal, the weak 
nature of the plot, the undue extension ot the details, and a faulty oonstruction« 
caused it to fail in producing a confirmatory verdict 

The American stage bore off the palm of making the fhrst attempt to test the mer- 
its of the new work by its production in public, bringing it out at Burton's Cham- 
l>er8 Street Theatre on Aujfust S9th, 1851. It was well mounted, but to no good— 
lack of interest, want of incident, and the al)senco of effective situations were not to 
be atoned for by fine language and occasionally lum,' speeches ; the consequence was 
an unsatisfactory reception, and an early withdrawal. It should be noted, howerefy 
that while the cast of tJbe characters embraced the names of several excellent playoiii 
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•onrccly any of them had a part saitable to their peculiur taleDts. Burton, Djrott, 
Dunn, BlHiid, and Parday were admirable actors in their retipeetire lines ; but in 
this ca^t they were singularly out of their proper places. 

Two years afterwards the Loudon stage made the attempt, by producing it at the 
Theatre Royal Haymarket, where it had the adTHntage of actors in every respect 
atlBiimbly adapted to the characters personated, backeil up by the best mounting 
pusaiblcb Like the attempt in New York, it met with very little favor, was with- 
drawn after a short run, nnd has not been produced sinre. That thia was a true test 
of the merita of the play is beyond a doubt ; for all thut profeMional ability oould 
do to ensure suceets was unquestionably done. It is u curious fact that every one 
of the actors engiiged, rose afterwards to the top of the profesaion in their several 
branches ; one more e«peci<tlly, Mr. Barry BnUivHo, who h.%a tittained a most dis- 
tinguished ponition amouifat the many candidates fur high histrionic honors. All 
of them too, curiously enough, became lessees and managers of the principal London 
theatres. 

It seems to have been the author's aim to present each of the jwrsonages in a par- 
ticalar style, and to change him into quite an opposite one. 

In Hardman he represents a young, energetic, and talented man, overcoming 
every obstacle in hi^ path of ambition, and achievint; all that he desires ; loving 
warmly, and yet so moved by the generosity of hia rival, and a sense of honor, that 
when he becomes aware thut the heart of the girl he adores is not his, though her 
hand may he, for services rendered to her father, he does not hesitate to sacrifice his 
own desires for her happiness, and surrenders her to Wilmot, knowing their allro- 
tion to be warm j^nd mutual. Again, he secures the treasonous secret of Lord Lof* 
tns and the Duke to further his designs in winning Lucy, but throws over his in- 
tentiona and saves them from an untimely death. 

The Duke of Middlesex is the type of a proud, haughty, and conceited class, of 
whom, at that period, there were many representatives; but on the other side of hia 
character there is a spirit of honor and chivalry in him highly to be commended. 
The production of the Confession and Memoirs of his brother. Lord Mowbray, is 
certain, by the exposure of their loose and fcandalous contents, to bring ridicule 
and shame upon himself and the fkmily name ; his vanity consequently recoils at 
the prospect, but when he learns that a woman's honor is at stake, and the salva- 
tion of a wife and mother is to bo achieved, he hesitates no longer ; like a tnie- 
bearted man and a gentleman he agrees to surrender the document quite regardless 
whether the result be uu pleasant to him or nut. Thus we see the different sides to 
his character. 

Lord Wilmot is like many yonng men of that, and even of the present, day — 
wealthy, light-hearted, and gay. His passion for Lucy is of very rapid growth, and 
he is one of those persons who strike quickly. Bmitien by her charms, he soon tells 
his lovp, although aware of the existence of a prior camlidate. Yet, in spite of his 
affecti n, there is such a feeling of generosity in him th it he grieves to see his rival 
disappointed in a chance of winning her, so ho sets to work and procures for him the 
official appointment he had fiiiled to obtain, although it is likely to raise him consid- 
erably in the eyes of his ladylove, and render him a more formidable opponent. 
Hero again we have different sides of another character. 

Mr. Ooodehoogh Easy has but one idea of the proper course of life to pursue— 
trade. He w^is bom and bred in business in the city, and there he must remain and 
die, believing that a man has no right to move out of the sphere in which he entered 
life. But even he has to change his character and ideas, and to give way to the in- 
fluence of rank and position, and actually boasts of the pride he feels in the new- 
m:ide friendship of a lord, yielding most amiably to his wishes. 

As for Shadowly Softhead, he represents a class of which we constantly meet speci- 
mens ; bat there is nothing particularly new or striking in his charaeter, or in that 
of either of the ladies, to call for any special notice. 

David Fallen, the poor poet, is a prettily conceived character. The description 
of bis eaieer in Act IV. is well drawn, and is a Iruthful illustration of the life of 
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many talented men in the laat century. Might vre not also say in this T Notwith- 
standing all the vioissitndes, tria s, and Bufferings thi:oiigh which he has passed, 
honor remains intact. Finding the original purpose for which he was intrusted 
with Lord Mowbray's Memoirs and Confession cannot be carried out, he does not 
hesitate to give them up to the Duke, rather than allow the secrets of a high familjr 
and a home to be scattered abroad, bringing scandal and disgrace upon all its mem- 
bers. 

Sir Geoffrey Thomside, after all he has endured, is, as we might naturally expect, 
a suspicious, discontented, and irritable old gentleman ; his mind fixed upon ono 
point — a firm (x>nviction of his wife's guilt, which nothing can move. But tliischar* 
aoter also haM to undergo a change and exhibit another side, so when the time comes 
to make all things dear, the old love oomes up- as bright as ever, and every trouble 
vanishes. 

There are not many telling situations in the play, nor any particular display of 
fine writin?, until towards the end, in the Fourth and Fifth Acts. It bears evident 
signs of hurried composition, and it would be difficult lur any one to believe, by a 
perusal of the work, supposing him,, of coune, to be ignornnt of the fact that it had 
emanated from the same source as Richelieu, Money, and the Lady of Lyons. There 
is, however, groundwork for a neat drama by using some little excision and making 
a few alterations in the arrangement of the incidents. The female parts are rery 
tame; indeed, there are no very strongly murked and distinctive characters in it, 
drawn in the brilliant colors which distinguish other productions of the noble author. 

The imaginary chairouinsbip of Easy in the Third Scene of Act III. is ludicrous. 
The interview between Lord Wilmot and David Fallen is very well done, and the 
bitter feelings with which the latter relates the circumstance of the insult he re- 
oeived from the Duke are excellently rendered. So also is that portion of the Third 
Scene in Act IV., where Wilmot describes to Softhead his interview with the Prime 
Minister, Walpole, and how he managed to obtain from him the place for Hardman 
in exchange lor his Mnrillo painting. In the hands of an able actor this can oer* 
tainly be m ide the gem of the play. The language U witty, sharp, and well chosen, 
and if delivered clearly, rapidly, and judiciously, the speech cannot fail to ensure 
applause. But perhaps the neatest portion of the composition is that entitled 
'* David Fallen is Dead 1** intended as a sort of key to the piny. It was to have been 
spoken at the original amateur performance ; not being ready, however, it did not 
appear until the work was published, when it was introduced as an after scene — a« 
nn acted epilogue. The idea is a novel one, and the language well chosen, witty, 
appropriate, and telling. 

At any rate, the design of the play is a good one, and if not carried out so well and 
effectively as it might be, the principle is established that there are <* many sides to 
a character," and that all of us are " Not so Bad as we Seem." j. x. K. 
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BILL FOR PROGRAMMES, ETC. 
The events of the Play Uke pliiee in Luudon, Period — 1720. 

ACT I. 

Scene I.— LORD WILMOl'S APARTMENT IN ST. JAMES S 

Vhe Mysterhua Lady — The Invitation — An Atnbiiiout Citizen— Haughty 
Nobility and an aspiring Youth — A Small Man and a Great Mind - 
Memoirs of a Gay Nobleman — The Jacobite Plot — Treason and its Ad' 
herents — The Compact, 

ACT II. 
Scene L— LIBRARY IN THE HOUSE OF SIR GEOFFREY 

THORNSIDE 

An Irritable Master and his Country Servant — Suspicions and Fears — The 
Mysterious Nosegay— Poison in Flowers — An exalted Trader — A Rtise 
of Love — A DeclanUion of Affection — The Bival Lovers — Hardman and 
Wilmot — The Conspiracy. 

ACT m. 

Scene I —WILLS COFFEE-HOUSE. 

Nobility, Wit, and Learning — Poetry and Wine — Plot and Counterplot — 
The Noble Conspirators — A Jacobite Agent— The Secret Dispatch — The 
Meeting Betrayed— A Poet's Story of Politics and StarvcUion— Confes- 
sions of a Seducer— A Dinner for Six — The Trap Laid, * 

Scene II.— LIBRARY IN SIR GEOFFREY'S HOUSE. 

Father and Daughter — A Masked Listener— The Mysterious Voice— The 
Baronet*s Suspidmis of a Wife*s Honor — The Interruption- -The Pur^ 
suit of the Unknoum, 

3cene III.— OLD STREET IN LONIK)N AND DEADMAN S LANE. 

Tracking the Masked Lady — The Result of the Dinner — Wine and its Ef- 
fects — Mr. Goodenough Easy as Chairman — An Election for the City — 
A Living Table — A March to the Watch-hottse — A Softhead by Name 
and Nature — The Masked Lady again — Wilmot in Pursuit. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I.— LIBRARY IN SIR GEOFFREYS HOUSE. 

Hardman*s Story of his Life and Career— Sir Geoffrey Reveals his TViw 
Name and the Secret of his Dishonor — Hardman on the TVack for the 
Memoirs and Confession of the Culprit. 

Scene IL— THE GARRET HOME OF DAVID FALLEN. 

Poetry and Poverty — MUk Scores in Arrear — A Warm-hearted Irishman — 
The Hunt for the Memoirs — The Poet's Story of Indignity and Insult- 
Nobility of Nature — The Bribe Refused— Heroic Example of Generosity 
— Wilmot obtains the Memoirs — Hardman Defeated — '*Now then for 
the Treasonous Dispatch f ** 

Scene III.— THE MALL. 

TLs DiJce ai'M the Memoirs — How Wilmot bribed ihs Prime Minister^ 
Value aof Paintinj — Lh'^j o:i t^c tray f > her Mother. 
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ACT V. 

ScfNE L— OLD MILL ON THE BANKS OF THE THAMES. 

Hardman secure* the Dispatch — Proofs of. Treason — The Story of Lady 
Morland^s Wronys— The Injured Wife and a Seducer's Confession — A 
Rival in Love— Officers ordered for Deadman's Lane. 

Scene U.— APARTMENT IN THE LONE HOUSE IN DEADMAN'S 

LANE. 

Tlie Meeting of Mother and Daughter— Hardman in Pursuit-- T*he Dis 
patch to tie Pretender— ^ Father s Treason and a Son*s Ruin^^ 
Locer K Appeal— An Enraged Parent— The Story of the Unkt.own 
Benefactor— Proofs qf Innocence — R union of Husband and IVxfe 
— A AoUe Sacrifice- Lovers made Happy — Ttcason Destroyed—All 
Prove Ihcy are not so Bad as they Seem / 



EXPLANATION OF THE STAGE DIRECTIONS. 
Tbo Actor is roppoaod to face tho Audience. 
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ArOIENCE. 



L. O. 



L. Left. 

L. c. Left Centre. 

I- 1 E. Loft First Entrance. 

L. 2 E. Left Second Eutranco. 

L. 3 E. Left Third Entrance. 

L. u. E. Left Upper Entrance 

(wherever this Scene may be.) 

P. L. c Door Left Centre. 



c. Centre. 

B. Right. 

R. 1 E. Right First Entrance. 

li. 2 £. Right Second Entrance. 

n. 3 E. Right Third Entrance. 

B. u. E. Right Upper Entranodt 

D. B. c- Door Right Centre. 
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OR, MANY SIDES TO A CHARACTER 



ACT I 

SCENE T. — Lord Wilmots aparttnent in St, Jatnei's. 

EnUr Smabt, 0. d. l., showing in Ladt Ellinob, masked. 

Smart. My Lord is dressing;. As yoa say, madam, it is late. But 
tbongh he never wants sleep more than once a week, yet when he does 
sleep, I am proud to say he sleeps better than any man in the three 
kinj^doms. 

Ladt £. I have heard much of Lord Wilmot's eccentricities — ^but also 
of his aenenisity and honor. 

Smabt. Yes, madam, nobody like him for speaking ill of hitnself and 
doing good to another. 

Enter Wilmot, b. d. 

WiLMOT. *' And sleepless lovers just at twelve awalse." Any duels 
to-day, Smart 1 No — 1 s*^ someihing more dano^erous — a woman, {to 
Smart) Vanish, {exit Smart, c. d. Place* a chair ^ l. c for Ladt £. 
She iits and he aieo, near her) Madam, have I the honor to know you 1 
Condescend to remove your vizard. (Lady £. li/ts her tnaek. Aside) Very 
fine woman, still — ilecidedly danserous. {aloud) Madam, allow me one 
precautionary observation — My affections are engaged. 

Ladt. So 1 conjecturetl ; for I have noticed you from the window of 
my house, walking in the garden of Sir Geoffrey Thornside with hid fair 
dauffht<«r ; and she seems worthy to fix the affections of the most fickle. 

WiL. My dear madam, do yon know Sir Geoffrey ? Bind me to you for 
life, and say a kind word to him in my favor. 

Ladt £. Can you need it 1 — youug, highborn, accomplished 

WiL. Sir Geoffrey's very objections against me. He says I am a fine 
gentleman, and has a vel.ement aversion to that section of mortals, be- 
cause he implies that a fine gentleman once did him a mortal iivjnry. 
But you seem moved— dear lady, what is your interest in Sir Geoffrey 
or myself? 

Ladt £. You shall know later. Tell me, did Lucy Thornside ever 
speak to you of her mother ? 

WiL. Only to regret, with tears in her eyes, that she had never known 
a mother — that lady died, I believe, while Lucy was but an infant. 

LADy £. When you next have occasion to speak to her, say that yon 
have seen a friend of her mother, who has something to impart that 
may contribute to her father's happiness and her own. 
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WiL. I will do your bidding ibia day. and 

Soft. {wiUiout). OIi, never mind announcing lue, Smart. 
Lady £ {starting up), I would not be seen bere — [ must be gone. 
Call on me at nine o'clock this evening; ^ tbi^i is my address. 

Softhead, enters c. d. l., as Loud Wilmot is proteetliig Ladt B.'s re- 

ireat^ and starts aghast, 

WiL. (aside). Do not fear bim — best little fellow in the world, ambi- 
tious to be thought good for nothing, and frightened out of his wits at 
the sight of a petticoat, {aloud, as he attends her out) Allow me to eHcort 
your ladyship. [Eicits. c d. l., toith Laot £. 

Soft. Ladyship! lucky dog. But then he's such a villain 1 

WiL. {rclvtnittg, and looking at card). Very mysterious visitor — sign of 
Crown and Portcullis, Deadman's L^ne — a very funereal residence, (o^ 
serving his visitor apparentlg for t/ie Jirst time) Ha, Softhead ! my Pylades 
— my second self I Anitna 

Soft, {astonished, not understanding Latin). Enemy I 

WiL. Dimidium mea. 

Soft, {aside). i)/mi.' that's the oath last in fashion, I warrant, {aloud, 
with a swagger and a slap on WiLMf»T's back) Dimidnm tnea ! bow d'ye do ? 
But what is that lady V — masked loo 1 Oil, Fred, Frei ; you are a mon- 
ster ! 

WiL Monster ! ay, horrible ! That lady may well wear a mask. She 
has poisoned three husbands. 

SoKT. Dimidum mea. 

WiL. A mere ha:m!esR gallantry has no longer a charm for me. 

Soft. Nor for nie, either ! {aside) Never had. 

WiL. Nothins should excite us true men of pleasure but some colos- 
sal atrocity, to bring our necks within an inch of the gallows. 

Soft, {aside). lie's a perfect demon ! Aias, I shall n3ver come up to 
his mark ! 

Re-enter Smart. 

Smart. Mr. Hardman, my Lord. 

WiL. Husii ! Must not shock Mr. Hardman, the most friendly, oblig- 
ing man, and so clever — will be a minister so:ne day. But not of our set. 

Enter Hardman, c d. l. Exit Smabt. 

Hard. And how fares my dear Lord I 

WiL. (c). Bravely — and you?. Ah! you men who live for others 
have a hard life of it. Lot, me present you to my friend, Mr. Sbadowly 
Softhead, {fheg salute each other.) 

Haud. (l. c ) The son of the great clothier who has sncb weight in 
the Guild ? i have heard of you from Mr. Easy and others, thouEJi 
never so fortunate as to meet you before, Mr. Softhead. 

Soft {bowing, r. c). Shadowly Softhead — my grandmother was one 
of the Shadowlys — a genteel family that move about court. She mar- 
ried a Softhead 

WiL. A race much esteemed in the city. 

Hakd. {turning aside and glatieing at painting, l.). A new picMire, ray 
Lord 1 Tm no very great judge — but it seems to me quite a master- 
piece 

WiL. I've a passion for art. Sold off my stud to buy that p!c!ure, 
{aside) And ])lease my poor father, {nioud) 'Tis a Murillo. 

Hard. A Murillo I you know that Walpole, too, has « passion for 
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pictures. In (l«3spair at this moment that he cun't find a Murillo to hang 
up in his gallery. If ever you want to corrupt the Prime Minister's vir- 
tue, you have only to say, " I have got a Murillo." 

WiL. Weil, if. instead of the pictures, he'll just hang up the men he 
has bought, you may tell him he shall have my Murillo for nothing ! 

Hard. Bought ? now really, my Lord, this is so vulgar a scandal 
against Sir Robert. Let me assure your Lordship 

WiL. Lordship ! Plague on these titles among friends. Why, if the 
Duke of Middlesex himself — commonly styled '* the Proud Duke " — 
who said to his Duchess, when she astonished his dignity one day with 
a kiss, " Madam, mv first wife was a Percy, and she never took such a 
liberty " ♦ 

Hard. Ha I ha ! well, if " the Proud Duke- »* 

WiL. Could deign to come here, we would say, " How d'ye do, my 
dear Middlesex!" 

Soft. So we would, Fred! Middlesex. Shouldn't you like to know 
a Duke, Mr. Hardman 1 

Hard. I have known one or two— in oppositio:i ; and had rather too 
much of 'em. 

Soft. Too much of a Duke ! La ! I coulJ never have eno' of a 
Duke ! 

Hard. You may live to think otherwise. 

Re-enter Smart. 
Smart. His Qrace the Duke of Middlesex. 

£nter Ddkb, c. d. l. Exii Smart. 

Duke. My Lord Wilmot, your most obedient servant. 

WiL. {aeide). Now then, courage ! {aloud) How d'ye do, my dear Mid- 
dlesex ? 

Dukb. "How d'ye do?" "Middlesex!" Gracious Ueuveii; what 
will this ase come tol \,sita in chai)\ c.) 

Haud. {aside, crossing over to Softhead). Well, it may be the fashion, 
— yet 1 could hardiy advise you to adopt it. 

Soft. But if Fred 

Hard. Oh ! certainly Fred is an excellent model 

Soft. Yet there's something very awful in a live Duke. 

Hard. Tut, a mere mortal like ourselves, after all. 

Soft. D'ye really think so 1 — upon your honor 1 

Hard. Sir, I'm sure of it — upon my honor, a mortal ! 

Duke {turning stiffly rounds athd half rising from his chair in majestic con- 
dewension \ Your Lordship's friends f A good day to you, gentlemen. 

Soft. And a good day to yourself. My Lord Du — I mean, my dear 
boy • — Middlesex, how d'ye do? 

Ddkb. " Mid !"— *' boy ." — * sex !"— " dear I" I must l)e in a dream. 

WiL. {to Softhead). Apologize to the Duke, {to Hardman) Then 

* This well-known anecdote of ** the Proud Duke '* of Somertet, and some otiicr 
recorded traite of the same eminent personage, have been fteely applied to the char- 
acter, intended to illustrate the humur ofpnde, in the comedf. None of our Enc- 
lish memoirs affinrd, bowerer, instances of that infirmity so eztraragant as are to be 
found in the French. Tallamant has an anecdote of the celebrated Dwehtss d$ Lon- 
gueviUe, which enlivens the burlesque by a bull that no Irish imagination ever sur- 
paMded. A surgeon having piobabiy KHved her life by bleeding her too suddenly and 
without sufficient ceremonial— the Dachau said, on recovering herself, that " he 
an insolent fellow to have bled her— »n fur prtsenee,** 
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hurry him off into the next room, {'othe Duke) Allow me to explain to 
your Grace. 

Soft, (to Uabdmax). But what shall I say 1 

Hard. Anything most civil and servile. 

Soft, {aloud, and croMing over toward l. c, followed by Hardmak). I — ^I 
— my Lord Duke, I really most humhly entreat your Grace's |»ardon, 
I 

Duke. Small man, your pardon is granted, for your existence is ef- 
faced. So far as my recojsrnitiou is necessary tx> your sense of beiaisc, 
consider yourself henceforth — annihilated ! 

Soft. (l. c). I humbly thank your Grace! {aaide^ to Uabdmait) An- 
nihilated! what's that? 

Hard. Duke's English for excused. (Softhead wanU to get hack to 
Vie Dukb) What! have not you had enough of the Duke? 

Soft. No, now we've made up. I never bear malice. I should like 
to know more of him ; one cauH get at a Duke every day. If he did 
call me "small man,'* he is a Duke — and such a remarkably fine one ! 

Haud. {dratcing him away). You deserve to be haunted by him ! No 
— no 1 Come into the next room. 
[Exeunt through aide-door ^ L. Softhead very reluctant to leave the Dukb. 

Duke. There's sometliing portentous in that small man's audacity. 
Quite an aberration of Nature ! But we are alone now, we two gentle- 
men, {inotiom to Wilmot to ait near him — he does ao) Your father is my 
friend, and his son must have courage and honor. 

WiL. Faith, I had the courage to say 1 would call your Grace " Mid- 
dlesex," and the honor to keep my word. So I've given good proof 
that I've honor and courage for anything ! 

Duke {affect ionately). You're a wild boy. You have levities and fol- 
lies. But alas ! even rank does not exempt its possessor from the faults 
of humanity. Very strange 1 My own dead brother — [with a look of 
ditgtui.) 

WiL. Your brother, Lord Henry de Mowbray ? My dear Duke, pray 
forgive ma ; but I hope there's no truth in what Tonson, the bookseller, 
told me at Will's — timt your brother had left behind certain Confessions 
or Memoirs, which are all that might be apprehende<l fcom a man of a 
temper so cynical, and whose success in the gay world was so— terrible. 
{aside) Determined seducer and implacable cut-throat ! 

Duke. Ha ! then those Memoirs exist ! My brother kept his profli- 
gate threat. I shall be ridiculed, lampooned. I, the head of the Mow- 
brays ! Powers above, is nothing on earth then left sacred ! Can you 
learn in whose hands is tliis scandalous record 1 

WiL. I will try. L?ave it to me. I know Lord Henry bore you a 
grudge for renouncing his connection on account of his faults — of hu- 
manity ! I remember an anecdote, how he fought with a husband, some 
poor devil named Morland, for a boast in a tavern, which— Oh, but wo'U 
not speak of tliaL We mtut get the Memoir. We gentlemen have all 
common cause here. 

Duke [taking his liand). Worthy son of your father. You deserve in- 
deed the trust that I come to conil le to you. Listen. His Majesty, Kin j 
Jnmes, having been deceived by vague promises in the Expedition of 
'Fifteen, has very properly refused to imperii his rights again, unless 
upon the positive pledge of a sufficient number of persons of influence 
to risk life and all in his service. Myself and some others, not wholly 
unknown to you, propose to join in a pledge which our King with such 
reason exacts. Your assistance, my Lord, would be valuable, for you 
are the idol of the young. Doubts were entertained of your loyalty. I 
have come to dispel them — a word will suflice. If wo succeed, you re- 
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Store the son of a Stuart ; if iv« /aiI~you will go to the scaffold by the 
side of John, Duke of Middlesex! Cau you hesitate ? or is silence as- 
sent? 

WiL. My dear Dake, forgive me that f dismiss with a jest a subject 
so fatal, if gravely entertained. I have so nany other engagements at 
present that, just to recollect them, 1 must keep my head on my shoul- 
ders. Accept my humblest excuses. 

Ddkb, Accept mine for mistaking the son of Lord Loftus. (r.'tei and 
goes up to c. d.) 

WiL Lord Loftus again ! {nting) Stay. Your Qraco spok% of 2>ersons 
not wholly unknown to me. I enireat you to explain. 

Ddkk My Lord, I have trusted you with my own life; but to«lii»- 
promise by a word the life of another ! — permit uie to remin<l yottt 
Lordship that I am John, Duke of Middlesex. [Exit, c d. l 

WiL. Can my father have entangled himself in some Jacobite plot ? 
How shall I find out 1 Ha 1 Hardmaii, Hardman, 1 say ! Here's a man 
who finds everything out. 

Be-etiier Habdmaic and Softhead. 

Softhead, continue annihilated for the next five minutes or so. These 
books will help to the cessation of your existence, menti^l and bodily. 
Mr. Locke, on the Understanding, will show that you have not an innjle 
idea ; and the Essay of Bishop Berkeley will prove you have not an atom 
of matter. 

St)FT. But 

WiL. No buts ! — they're the fashion. 

Soft. Oh, if they're the fashion — {ieats hinuelf at the tables r. 8 b., and 
eommeneea to read vigitrotuitf^ gradually subsiding into dozing ) 

WiL. (c. — to Hakdmvm, l. c). My dear Hardman, you are the only 
one of my friends whom, in spite of your politics, my high Tory father 
condescends to approve of. Every one knows that his family were stout 
cavaliers attached to the Stuarts. 

Hard, (aside). Ah ! I guess why the Jacobite Duke has been here. I 
must look up David .alien ; he is in all the schemes for the Stuarts. 
Well— and 

WiL. And the Jacobites are daring and numerous ; and — in short, I 
should just like to know that my father views things with the eyes of 
our more wise generation. 

Hard. Why not ask him yourself 1 

WiL. Alas ! I'm in disgrace ; he even begs me not to come to his 
house. You see lie wants me to marry. 

Hard. But your father bade me tell you he would leave your choice 
to yourself; — would roarriaize then seem so dreadful a sacrifice 1 

WiL. Sacrifice ! Leave my choice to myself 7 My dear father. 
(rings the hand-bell) Smart ! \,re-enter Smart) Older my coach. 

{Exit Smart. 

Hard. This impatience looks very like love. 

WiL. Pooh I what do ycu know about lovel — you — who love only am- 
bition 1 Solemn old jilt, with whom one's never safe fiom a rival. 

Hard. Yes;— always safe from a rival, both in love and ambition, if 
one will watch to detect, and then scheme to destroy him. 

WiL. Destroy — ruthless exterminator! May we never be rivals! 
Pray keep to ambition. 

Hard. But ambition lures me to love, (aside) This fair Lucy Thorn- 
side, as rich as she's fair ! woe indeed to the man who shall be my rival 
with her. (aloud) 1 will call there to-day. 
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WiL. Then youMl see my father, aud sound liim 1 

Haud. I will do so. 

WiL. You are the best friend I have. If ever I can serre you in re- 
turn 

Hard. Tut ! ia serving; my friends 'tis myself tliat I serve. 

[EzUf 0. D. L. 

WiL {afUf a momenVa tJuntglU). Now to Lucy. Ha ! Softhead. 

Soft, {waking up). Heh 1 

WiL. {aside). I must put this suspicious Sir Geoffrey oa a wrong 
Bcent. If Softliead were to make love to the girl — violently — desper- 
ately. 

Soft, {yawning), I would give the world to be tucked up in bod now, 

WiL. I've a project— an intrigue — be all life and all fire 1 Why, you 
tremble 

Soft. With excitement, yriua and oihances) Proceed ! 

WiL. There's a certain snarling, suspicious Sir Geoffrey Thornside, 
with a beautiful daughter, to whom he is a sort of a one-sided bear of a 
father — all growl and no hug. 

Soft. I know himl 

WiL Youl How? 

Soft. Why, his most intimate friend is Mr. Goodonough Easy. 

WiL Lucy presentetl me to a Mistress Barbara Easy. Pretty girl. 

Soft. You are not courting her 1 

WiL. Not at present. Are you 2 

Soft. Why, my father wants me to marry her. 

WiL. You refused 7 

Soft. No. 1 did not. 

WiL. Had she that imi>ertinence t 

Soft. No ; but her lather had. He wished for it onc9 ; but since 
Tve become a la fnode, and made a sensation at St. James's, he says 
that his daughter shall be courted no more by a man of such fashion. 
Oh ! he's low — Mr. Easy ; very good-humored and hearty, but respecta- 
ble, sober, and square-toed ;— -decidedly low ! — City bred ! So I can't 
go much to his house ; but I see'Barbara sometimes at Sir Geoffrey's. 

WiL Excellent ! Listen. I am bent upon adding Lucy Thornside to 
the list of my conquests. But her churl of a father has already given 
me to understand that he hates a lord 

Soft. Hates a lord ! Can such men be 1 

WiL. And despises a man a la mode. 

Soft. 1 knew he was eccentric, but this is downri^rht insanity. 

WiL. Brief. I bee very well that heMl soon shut his doors in my face, 
unless 1 make him believe that it is not his daughter who attracts me to 
his house ; so I tell you what we will do ; — you shall make love to Lucy 
— violent love, you rogue. 

Soft. But Sir Geoffrey knows I'm in love wir.h the other. 

WiL. That's over. Father refused you — trans ler of afl*ec lion ; natural 
pique and human inconstancy. And, in return, to oblige you, I'll make 
love just as violent to Mistress Barbara Easy. 

Soft. Stop, stop ; I don't see the necessity of that. 

WiL. Pooh ! nothing more clear. Havin;r thuj duped the two look- 
ers-on, we shall have ample opportmiity to change partners, and han<ls 
across, then down the middle, and up again. 

He-enter Smart. 

Smart. Your coach waits, mv Lord. 

WiL. Come along. Fie! that's not the way to comlucL a cane, {ads 
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09 thouffh he had a eane in his haml) Has not Mr. Pope, our great poet of 
fashiou, given you the nicest instructions in that art? (Softhead tint- 
fates him with intense admiration.) 

*' Sir Plume, of nmber ^nuff-box lustly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a douaed cuue." 

The cane does not conduct you ; you conduct the cane. Thus, with a 
debonnair swing. Now, t'other hand on your hnnnch i easy, degage—\m' 
pudently graceful ; with the air of a gentleman, and the heart of a — 
monster ! AUons ! Vive lajoie. 

Soft. Vive la jaw, indeed. I feel as if I were going to be hanged, 
AUons! Vive la jaw! [Exeunt, g. n. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Libra* fj in the house of Sir Geoffrey Thorxsidb. 

£nter Sir Gboffrbt andHoDOE, l. d. 

Sir Gboffret. But I say the dog did bowl last night, and it is a most 
suspicious circumstance. 

HoDOR. Fegs. my dear measter, if you*se think that these Lunnon 
thieves have found out that your honor's rents were paid last woik, may- 
hap rd best sleep here in the loibery. 

Sir Qeof. {aside). How dt>es he know I keep my moneys here ? 

HoDOB. Zooks! Tse the old b.underbuss, and that will boite better 
than any dog, I'se warrant I 

Sir Gbof. (aside). I begin to snspectbim. For ten years have I nursed 
that viper at my heart, and now he wants to sleep in my libraiy, with a 
loaded blunderbuss, in case 1 should come in and detect him. I see 
murder in his very face. How blind I've been ! {aloud) Hodge, you are 
very good — very ; come closer, (aside) What a felon step he has ! (aloud', 
But I don't keep my rents here, they're all gone to the banker's. 

HoDOB. Mayhap I'd best go and lock up the plate ; or will you send 
that to the banker's ? 

Sir Gbof. (aside). I wonder if he has got an accomplice at the banker's ! 
It looks uncommonly like \i.^(aloud) No, I'll not send the plate to the 
banker's; Til — consider. Tou've i.ot detected the miscreant who has 
been flinging flowers into the library the last four days? — or observed 
any one watching your master when he walks in his garden, from the 
window of that ugly old honse in Deadman's Lane ? 

HoDGB. With the sign of the Crown and Poor Cully 1 Why, it maun 
be very leately. 'Tint a week ago 'sin it war empty. 

Sir Gbof. {aside). How he evades the question — just as they do at the 
Old Bailey. (aUmd) Get along with you and feed the house-dog — A«'« 
honest ! 

Hod OB. Yes, your honor. [Exit^ L. n. 

Sir Gbof. (c). I'm a very unhappy man, very. Never did harm to 
any one — done good to many. And ever since I was a babe in the 
cradle, all the world have been con.spiring and plotting against me. It 
certainly is an exceedingly wicke<l world ; and what its attraction can 
be to the other worlds, that they should have kept it spinning through 
apace for six thousand years, I can't possibly conceive — unless they are 
as bad as itself; I should not wonder. That new theory of atrraction 
Is a very suspicious circumstances against the planets — there's a gang 
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of *eni ! {a hunch offioxown it thrown in at the window) Heaven defend me ! 
There it is again ! This U the tifth bunch of flowers that's been thrown 
at me through the window — what can it possibly mean ? — the most 
alarming circumstance, [cautiously poking at thefiowen with his sword.) 

Mr. Qoodexoooh East (without, l.). Yes, Barbara, go and find Mis- 
tress Lucy, {entering, r. d.) How d'ye do, my hearty I 

Sir Gbof. U^li ! hearty, indeed ! 

Easy. Why, what's the mattery what are yon poking at those flowers 
for 1 — is there a sualce in them ? 

Sir Geof. Worse than that, I suspect I Hem I Goodenough Easy, I 
believe I m?iy trust you 

East. You trusted me once with five thousands pounds. 

Sir Geop. Dear, dear, I foraot that. But you paid me back, Easy 1 

East Of course; but the loan saved my credit, and made my for- 
tune ; so the favors the same. 

Sir Geop. Ujzli ! Don't say that; favors and perfidy go together! 
a truth I Icarnetl early in life. What favors I heaped on my foster bro- 
ther. And did not he conspire with my consiu to set ray own father 
against me, and trick me out of my heritage 1 

East. But you've heaped favoi-s as great on the son of that scamp of 
a foster brother ; and he 

Sir Gbof. Av ! but he don't know of tliem. And then there was 
my — that girl s mother 

East. Ah I that was an affliction which might well turn a man, pre- 
inclined to suspicion, into a thorough self-tormentor for the i-est 6f his 
life. But she loved you dearly once, old friend ; and were slie yet alive, 
an J could be proved guiltless after all 

Sir Geop. Guiltless! Sirl 

Easy. Well — well 1 we agreed never to talk upon that subject. Come, 
come, what of the nosegay 1 

Sir Geof. Yes, yes, tlie nosegay! Hark ! I suspect some design on 
my life. The dog howled last light. When I walk in the garden some- 
Dody or something (can't see what it is) seems at the watch at a win- 
dow in Deadman's.Lane — pleasant name for a street at the back of one's 
premises ! And what looks blacker than all, for five days running, has 
been thrown in at me, yonder, surreptitiously and anonymously, what 
you call — a nosegay ! 

East. Ha, ha ! you lucky dog! — you are still not bad-looking. De- 
pend on it the flowers come from a woman* 

Sir Geof. A woman! — my worst feai-s are confirmed! In the small 
city of Placentia, in one year, there were no less than seven hundred 
cases of slow poisoning, and all by woman. Flowera were among the 
instruments they employed, steeped in laurel water and other tnepliitic 
preparations. Those flowers are poisoned. Not a doubt of it ! — how 
very awful ! 

East. But why should any one take the trouble to poison you, 
Geoffiey 1 

Sill Geof. I don't know. But I don't know whv seven hundred 
people in one year were poisoned in Placentia. Hodge ! Hodge t 

Re-enter Hodoe. 

Sweep away those flowers — lock 'era up with the rest in the coal-hole, 
1 11 examine them all chemically, by and by, with precaution. (Hodos 
picks ftp the bunch ofjiotvers) Don't smell at 'em ; and, above all, don't let 
the house dog smell at 'em, [Exit Hodge, l. d. 

East. Ha! ha! 
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Sir Geof. {aside). Ugh ! — that brate's laughing— no more feeling than 
a brick-bat. {aloud) Quodenough Easy, you are a very happy man. 

East. Happy, yes. I could be happy on bread and water. 

Sir Geuf. And would toast your bread at a cimflagration, and fill 
your jug from a deluge I Ugh i I've a trouble you are more likely to 
feel for, as youVe a girl of your own to keep out of miscbtef. A man 
named Wilmot, and styled "my Lord,'* has called here a great many 
times; he pretends he saved ray ^ahem ! — that is, Lucy, from foot- 
pads, when she was coming home from your house in a sedan chair. 
And I suspect that man means to make love to her ! 

East. Eaad I that's the only likely suspicion you've hit on this many 
R day. I've heard of Lord Wilmot. Softhead professes to copy him. 
Softhead, the son of a trader! he be a lounger at White's and Will's, 
and dine with wits and fine gentleman ! He live with lords ! — ^he 
mimic fashion ! No ! I've respect for even the faults of a roan ; but 
I've non-) for the tricks of a monkey. 

Sir Geof. Ugh ! you're so savage on Softhead, I su-^pect 'tis from 
envy. Man and monkey, indeed! If a ribbon is tied to the tail of a 
monkey, it is not the roan it enrages; it is some other monkey whose 
tail has no ribbon ! 

Easy {angrily), I disdain your insinuations. Do yon mean to imply 
that lama monkey 7 I will not praise myself; but at lease a more 
steady, respectable, sober w 

Sir Gbof. Ush ! sober ! — I sutpect you'd get as drunk as a lord, if a 
lonl pas.sed the bottle. 

Easy. Now, now, now. Take caro ; — you'll put me in a passion. 

Sir Grof. There — there — ^beg pardon. But I fear you've a sneaking 
respect for a lord. 

Easy. Sir, I respect the British Constitution and the House of Peers 
as a part of it ; but as for a lord in himself, with a mere handle to his 
name., a paltry title ! That can have no effect on a Briton of indepen- 
dence and sense. And that's just the difference between Softhead and 
me. But as you don't like for a son-in-law the real fine gentleman, 
perhaps you've a mind to the copy. I nm sure you are welcome to 
Softhead. 

Sir Geop. U^h ! I've other designs for the girl. 

East. Hrve yoni Wliatl Perhaps your favorite, young Ilard- 
man 7 — by the way, I've not met him here lately. 

Enter Lucy and Barbara, r. d. 

Lucy. 0, my dear father, forgive nSe if I disturb you ; but I did so 
long to see you ! 

SirGkof. Whyl 

Lucy. Ah, father, is it so strange that your child 

S:r Geof. {interrupting her). Why f 

Lucy. Because Hodge told me you'd been alarmed last night — the 
dog howled ! But it was full moon last night, and he will howl at the 
moon ! 

Sir Geof. {aeide). How did she know it was full moon ? I suspect she 
was looking out of the window 

Re-enter Hodob. 

HoDOB. Lord Wilmot and Mr. Shadowly Softhead. [EeU Hodgb. 
Sir Gbof. {atide), Wilmot 1 my suspicions are confirmed; she was 
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looking out of the window ! T\m comes of Slinkespcarc liaving written 
that infernal incendiary trash about Romeo and Juliet ! 

JEnter Wilmot and Softhead, l. d. 

WiL. Your servant, ladies ; — Sir Geoffrey, your servant. I could not 
refuse Mr. Softhead's request to inquire aft^r your health. 

Sir Qbof. I thank your Lordship ; but when my health wants inquir- 
ing after I send for the doctor. , 

WiL. Is it possible you can do anything so dangerous and rash 1 

Sia Qeop. How 1 — how 1 

WiL. Send for the very man who has an interest in your b?injj ill I 

Sir Qeof. (aside). That's very true. I did not think he had so much 
sense in him ! (Sir Geoffrey and Easy retire up tlte stage.) 

WiL. 1 need not inquire how you are, ladies. When Hebe retired 
from the world, she divided her bloom between you. Mistress Barbara, 
vouchsafe me the honor a queen accords to the meanest of her gentle- 
men, (kisses Barbara's hand, and leads her aside^ conversing in dumb show.) 

Soft. Ah, Mistress Lucy, vouchsafe me tlie honor which — {aside) But 
she don't hold her hand in the same position. 

Easy {advancing and patting him on the shoulder), BraTO I — bravo ! 
Master Softhead ! — Encore ! 

Soft. Bravo! — Encore ! I don't understand you, Mr. Easy. 

Easy. That bow of yours ! Perfect. Plain to see you have not for- 
gotten the old dancing master in Crooked Lane. 

Soft, {asidif). I'm not an inconstant man ; but I'll show that city fel- 
low there are other ladies in town besides his daughter, {aloud) bimi- 
dam mca, how pretty you are, Mistress Lucy ! \walk* aside with her.) 

Sir GhOF. That popinjay of a lord is more attentive to Barbara than 
ever he was to the other. 

Easy. Hey 1 hey I D'ye think so 1 

Siu Geof. I suspect ho has heard how rich you arc. (Wilmot and 
Barbara approach.) 

Bar. Papa, Lord Wilmot be^s to be presented to you. {boxes inter- 
changed. Wilmot offers snuff-box. Easy at first declines then accep's — 
sneezes violently ; unused to snuff. ) 

Sir Geof He! he! quite clear! titled fortune-hunter. Over head 
and ears in debt, I dare say. {takes Wilmot aside) Pretty girl. Mistress 
Barbara ! Eh 1 

Wjl. Pretty ! Say beautiful ! 

Sir Gbof. He! he! Her father will give her fifty thousand pounds 
down on the wedding djiy. 

WiL. I venerate the British merchant who can give hia daughter fifty 
thousand pounds I What a smile she has ! {hooking his arm into Sir 
Geoffrey's) 1 say, Sir Geoff^rey, you see I'm very shy — ba.shf'ul, indeed 
— and Mr. Easy is watching every word I say to his daughter ; so em- 
barrassing I Couldn't you get him out of the room 1 

Sir Geof. Mighty bashful, indeed ! Turn the oldest friend I havo 
out of my room, in order that you may make love to his daughter ! 
{turns away.) 

WiL. {to Easy). I Ray, Mr. Easy. My double there, Softhead, is so 
shy — bashful, indeed — and that suspicious Sir Geoffrey is watching 
every word he says to Mistress Lucy ; so embarrassing ! Do get your 
friend out of the room, will you 7 

Easy. Ha ! ha 1 Certainly, my Lord, {aside) I see he wants to be alone 
with my Barbara. What will they say in Lombard street when she's my 
lady 1 Shouldn^t wonder if they returned me M.P. for the city, {aloud) 
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Come inlo tlio next room, GeofTrey, and tell me your designs for 
Lucy. 

SiK Gbof. Oh, very well ! You wish to encourage that pampered 
youns: — satrap ! {aside) How lie does love a lord, and how a lord does 
love fifty thousand pounds ! He ! he ! ^ 

[Exeutit Sib Qkofprbt and Easy, r. d. 

WiL. {running to LccT and pushing aside Softhgap). Return to your 
native alleaiance. Truce with the enemy and exchange of prisoners. 
{lead'* Lucy aside — she rather ^rave and reluctant.) 

Bar. So you'll not speak to me, Mr. Softhead ; words are too rare 
with you fine gentlemen to throw away upon old friends. 

Soft. Ahem ! 

Bar. You don't remember the winter evenings you used to pass at 
our fireside] nor the mistletoe bough at Christmas! northe pleasant 
games at Blmdman's Bufi* and Hunt the Slipper 1 nor the strong tea I 
made you when you had the migraine 1 Nor how I prevented your 
eating Banbury cake at supper, when you know it always disagrees with 
youl But I suppose you are so hardened that you can eat Banbury 
cake every night now I I'm sure 'tis nothing to me ! 

Soft. Those recollections of one's early innocence are very melting I 
One renounces a great deal of happiness for renown and ambition. Bar- 
bara I 

Bar. Shadowly ! 

Soft. However one may rise in life — however the fashion may compel 
one to be a monster 

Bar. a monster I 

Soft. Yes, Fred and I are both monsters ! Still — still — still — 'Ecod, 
I do love you with all my heart, and that's the truth of it. 

WiLMOT and Lucy advancing. 

Lucy. A friend of my lost mother's. Oh ! ye?«, dear Lord Wilraot, do 
see her again — learn wJiat she has to say. There are times when I so 
long to speak of that — my mother ; but my father shuns even to men- 
tion her name. Ah, he must have loved her well I 

WiL What genuine susceptibility I I have found what I have sought all 
my life, the union of womanly feeling and childlike innocence, (attempts 
to take her hand ; Lucy withdraws it coyly) Nay, nay, if the renunciation 
of all youthful levities and follies, if the most steadfast adherence to 
your side — despite all the chances of life, all temptations, all dangers — 
(Habdman's voice without^ l.) 

Bar. Hist ! some one coming. 

WiL. Change partners ; hands across. lyfiLuoT joins Barbara, Soft- 
head yotVif Lucy) My angel Barbara ! 

Enter Hardman, l. d. 

Habd. {aside^ astonished). Lord Wilmot hero ! 

WiL. {aside to Barbara). What ! does he know Sir Geoffrey ? 

Bar. Oh, yes. Sir Geoffrey thinks there's nob^d)' like him. 

WiL. {aloud). Well met, my dear Hardman. So you are intimate 
here? 

Hard. Ay ; and you 1 

WiL. An acquaintance in its cradle. Droll man, Sir GeofiVey ; I de- 
light in odd characters. Besides, here are other attractions, {returtiing 
to Babbaba.) 

Habd. (aside). If he be my riyal ! Hum I I hear firom David Fallen 
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that }iis fBtber's on (be brink or liigb treason '. Tlial Dccret giTea a hold 
oil Ih<! sou. (joint Ldct.) 

WiL. {fa Barbaba). You understand [ "lis n compact. Ton will ftvor 
tuj ttr«(agpm ? 

BAB.'Ye9 ; and you'll engage to cure Softhead of liia taste for tbe 
fashion, niid seud him bacli lo — the cily. 

Wii,. Since you live in the cily, and condescend lo rSKard nuclt a 
moDater ■ 

Bah. Why, we were brought up toaetber.- 
I should lilte lu lake care of him. Heiglio ! 
and papa will nerer forairo his past follies, 

WiL. Yet papa seems very good- iia lured. Perhaps there's another 
Bide to hi!i cha racier T 

Bah. Oh, yea ! Ue is such a very indepenilent man. my papa ! and 
has tufh a coiilempt for people wlio go out of llicir oivo i a>ik, and males 
fuols of themselves f'lr tbe sake of example. 

WiL. Never fear; I'll ask him lo dine, and open hia heart wiib a 
clieerful ebiss. 

Bar Cheerful glnsa ! Ton don't know papa — the polereat man I Jf 
there's anylhini; on nbicli he's severe, 'tin a cliperful gtubs. 

WiL. So so 1 does not he tvtr — get a little excileil t 

Bib. Excited I Don't think of it '. Bosides, bo is fo in awe of Sir 
Oeottl'ey, who would tease lilni oa< of his life, if he could but hear that 
p,ip:i was so Inconaiatent as to — a& lo 

WiL. As to get — a little excited 7 {aiid^ These hints sliould snlHco 
mat 'Q-jd, if 1 could make him lipsy for once in a way ! I'll try. 
{"had) Adieu, my sweet Barbara, and rely on ibe aeai of your faithful 
ally. Slay ! tell Mr. Eaay that lie must lounge into Will's. I will l<Hik 
out for liiin Ihnre In nboiil a couple of hours. He'll nieel many friends 
from the ciiv, and nil the wits and Srie gentlemen. jIUchi ! Vive la 
t'oi! Sonhead, we'll have anight of it I 

Soft. All ! (hoso were pleaiant nights when one went lo bed at half 
Oder ten. Heiabo ! (ii IIardmin iinii'i Locr'a ha«d, Wilmut ffaglji Una 
'Barbara's— Habdhak lAtti-vci him imM a Ultli nupieioH — WiLMOt rttuent 
hit Mc liffhilv ami eanUtdji — Lucy and Babdiba comcioia. 



!ENEI.— JI'tlTiCb/'" Hou't; umpginf tU Stetk nf tht tisfi. JacoJ 
ToNBo> and rarioutg'-ottpt ; noine tealtd ffi " - j" 

/lalf-nprn box at Ikt lidf, B,, David Fah' , 



Sitltr East, c. d. l., ipraiing lo varioui «) . ^ 

Eabt. How d'ye dot H Ave you seeD mj ' 

Yes ; I seldom coma hero ; but I've promiaa ^f 
ofroine—Lord ffilmot. Servant, sir !~lo<4i W 
Oh ! not come yet !^hum — Iia ! — charcning yi ■ 
of the mode ; generoDs. but prulent. I bnoir t, 
tht group, eonvtrtipg ailh To.vson, ric.) 

Eiittr Newsmak, c. »., with ptpt 

Nbwbhab. Great news 1 great news ! Suspected Ji 
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of Ministers ! Army to be increased ! Great news! [Coffee-houae f, equrut- 
ers gai/ier round New»man — take paper»—form thcmselvii into fresh groups 
about the stage.) 

Enter Hardman, l. 2 e. 

Hard I have sent off my letter to Sir Robert Walpole. This j^lace, 
hi iiiust give it; llie first favor I liave a>ke«l. Hope smiles ; lam ar, 
peace wiih all men. Now to save \Vilini»t's father, {approaches the box 
at which David Fallen m writing^ ami stoops down^ as if arranging his 
buckle; to Fallen) Hist! Whatever tlie secret, remember, iiv»t a word 
save to me. ( passes up the stage, and is e-jga'lg greeted by various frequenters 
of the Coffi e fiouse. ) 

Enter Lord Lf»FTUP, c. d. l., and advances to the half ope:i box. l. 

Lord Loptus. Drawer, 1 engage this box ; give mo tli*? new-paper. 
S »— •• Rumt)re.l Jacobite Plot. ' 

•I 

The Duke of Middlfsex enters c d l., and proceeds to join Loftus. ' 

DoKE. My dear Lord. 1 obey your appointment. But is not the pljce 
you select ratiier btrange ? 

LoF. Be seaied, I pray you. No place 5*0 fit for our purpose. First, 
becausa its very publicity prevents all fcuspicion. We come to a coflfee- 
house, where all ranks nnd ail parties assemble, to bear the news, like 
the rest. And, secondly, we could scarcely meet our anent anywhere 
else. He is a Tory pamphleteer ; was imprisoned for our sake in the 
time of William and Mary. If we, so well known to bo Tories, are seen 
to confer with him here, * twill only be thought that we are suggesting 
some points in a pamphlet. May I beckon our a^ent? 

Dukr. Certainly. He risks his life for us ; he shall be duly rewarded. 
Let him sit by our side. (Lord Loftus motions to David Fallen, wJm 
takes his pamphld and approaches open g) I have certainly seen somewhere 
before that very Miin man. Be seated, sir. Honorable danger make^ 
all men equal. 

Fal. No, my Lord Duke. I know you not. It is the Earl I confer 
with, {aside) 1 never stood in his hall, with lackeys and porters 

Duke [to Loftus). Powei-s above! That .scare-crow rejects my ac- 
quaintance ! Portentous ! (stunned and astonished.) 

LoF. Obj.owe Duke, we speak in a sort of jirgon. Pamphlet means 
mes^eimer. (^0 Fallen aloud) Well, Mr. Fallen, when will the pamph- 
let be ready ? 

Fal. (aloud). To-morrow, my Lord, exactly at one o'clock. 

Dukr (still bewildered). I don't understand 

LoF. {aside). Hush ! Walpo]^ laughs at pamphlets, but would hang 
raessengers. {aloud) To-morrow, not to-day I Well, m^re time for 

Fal. Subscribers. Thank you, my Lord, (whispering) Where shall 
the messenger meet you ? 

LoF. At the back of the Duke's new house there is a quiet, lone 
place 

Fal. {whispering). By the old mill near the Thames 1 I know it. The 
messenger shall be there. The signal word " Marsion Moor." No con- 
versation should pass. But who brings the packet 1 That's the first 
step of danger. 

Duke {suddetdg rousirg himself^ and with dignity). Then *tis mine, sir, 
in right of my birth. 

Pal. {aloud), V\\ attend to all your Loi\lsh;:»'s suggestions ; they're 
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oxcellent, aDd will startle Ibis vile ailininistration. Many thanks to your 
Lordship, {returns to his tabie and resumes his writing. Groups point OHd 
murmur. Jacob Tonsom and Bast adranee.) 

Easy. Thiit pestilence scribhler, David Fallen ! Another libellous 
pamphlet as bitter as tlie last, Til swear. 

Ton Bitter as gall, sir, I am proud to say. Your servant, Jaopb 
Tonson, the bookseller — at your service. 1 advanced a pound upon it. 
ythey continue talking and mingle with the others.) 

DcKis [to LopTUs) I will meet you in the Mall to-morrow, a quarter 
.' fter one precisely. We raiy go now? {they rise and go towards Q. n,^ 
LoPTUS in front) Powers ahove — his mind's distracted — he walks out be- 
fore me ! 

Lop. {(frnwing back at thcdcor). I follow you Duke. 

DuKC. My dear friend — if you really insist on It. 

[Exeunt^ 0. D. L., bowing. 

Dkawer enUrs^ r. d., with wine, etc., which he places on the tablet B. 

Wahd. Let me offer you a glass of wine, Mr. Fallen, (aside to himf^ 
Well 1 (aitfi near Fallen. Fallsx, who has been tcritmj, pushes the paper 
towards him.) 

Hard, {reading). *' At one to-morrow — by tlio old mill near the 
Thames — Marston Moor — the Duke in person." S) ! VVe must save 
these men. I will call on you in the morning, and concert the means. 

Fal. Yea; save, not destroy, these enthusiasts. I'm resigned lo the 
name of hireling — not to that of a butcher ! 

Hard. You serve both Whig- and Jacobite ; do you care then for 
cither ? 

Fal. Sneering politician! what has either cared for me? I entered 
the world, devoted heart and soul to two causes — the throne of the 
Stuart, the glory of Letters. I saw them both a^ a poet. My father 
left me no heritage but loyalty nn<l learrung. Charles the Second praised 
my verse, and I starveil ; Jinies the Second piaised my prose, and I 
starved; the reisn of King William — I passed i/iat in prison. 

Hard. But the ministers of Anno were gracious to writers. 

Fal. And offered me a pension to belie my pa»t life, and write Odes 
on the Queen w;ho had dethroned her own father. I was not then dis- 
enchanted — I refused. That's years ago. If I starved, I had fame. 
Now came my worst foes, my own fellow writers. What is fame but a 
fashion ? A jest up(»n Grub Street, a rhyme from young Pope, could 
jeer a score Of gi*ay laborers like me out of their last consolation. Tjme 
and hunger tame ail. 1 could still starve myself; I have six children at 
home — they must live. 

Hard, (aside). This man has genius — he might have been a grace to 
his age. I'm perj-lexed. (alouf) Sir Robert 

Fal. Disdains lettei s — I've renounced them. He pays services like 
these. Well, I servo him. Leave me ; go ! 

Hard, (rising, aside). Not so bad as he seems — another side to the 
characler. 

Enter Dijawer, l. d., with a letter to Hardma.v. 

Hard, {aside). From Walpole! Now then! my fate — my love — my 
fortunes ! 

Easy, (peeping over Hardman's shoulder). He has got a letter from 
the Prime Minister, marked *' piivate and confidential." (great agitation) 
After all, he is a very clever fellow. (Coffee-house frequenters evince the 
readiest assent, and the liveliest admirati&n.) 
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Hard, {advancing and reading the letter). "My dear Hardman, — Ex- 
tremely sorry. Place in question absolntely wanted to conciliate some 
noble family otherwise dangerous.* Another time, more fortunate. 
Fully sensible of your valuable service. — Robbrt Walpole.'* — Refused! 
Let him look to himself! I will — I will — alas! he is needed by my 
country ; and J am powerless against him. {sead hiinself.) 

Enter Wilmot and Softhead, c. d. l. 

WiL. Drawer ! a private room— covers for six — dinner in an hour ! f 
Ami — drawer ! Tell Mr. Tonson not to go yet. Softhead, we'll have aii 
orgie to-night, worthy the days of King Charles the Second. Softhead, 
let me present you to our boon companions — my friend, Lord Strong- 
bow (hardest in drinker England ); Sir John Bruin, best boxer in England 
— threshed Figg ; quarrelsome but pleasant ; Colonel Flint — finest gen- 
tleman in England and. out and out, the best fencer ; mild as a lamh, 
but can't bear contradiction, and on the point of honor, inexorable. 
Now for the sixth. Ha, Mr. Easy ! (I ask him to serve you) Easy, your 
hand ! So charmed that you've come. You'll dine with us — give up 
five invitations on purpose. Do — »an» eerhnonie. 

East. Why, really, my Lord, a plain, sober man like me would be out 
of place 

WiL. If that's all, never fear. Live with us, and we'll make another 
roan of you, Easy. 

East. What captivating familiarity ! Well, I cannot resist your Lord- 
ship, (strutting down the room^ and speaking to his acquaintances) Yes, my 
friend Wilmot — Lord Wilmot — will make me dine with him Pleasant 
man, my friend Wilmot. We dine together to-day. (S>fthbad retires to 
the background with the other invited guests ; but trying hard to escape Sir 
John Bruin, tl^ boxer ^ and Colonel Flint, the feticery fastens himself on 
East with an air of patronage. ) 

Wil. [aside): Now to serve the dear Duke, {aloud) You have not yet 
bought the Memoir of a late Man of Quality. 

Ton. Not yet, my Lord ; just been trying ; hard work, {wipes his fore- 
head ) But the person who has it is luckily very poor ! one of my own 
authors. 

Wil. {aside). His eye turns to that forlorn-looking spectre I saw him 
tormenting, {aloud ) That must bo one of your authors ; he look so lean, 
Mr. Tonson. 

Ton. Hush; that's the man ! made a noise in his day ; David Fallen. 

Wil. David Fallen, whose books, when I was but a schoolboy, made 
mo first take to reading — not as task-work, but pleasure. How much I 
do owe him ! {bows very low to Mr. Fallen.) 

Ton. My Lord bows very low ! Oh, if your Lordship knows Mr. 
Fallen, pray tell him not to stand in his own light. I would give him a 
vast sum for the memoir — two hundred guineas ; on my honor I would ! 
{whispering) Scandal, my Lord ; sell like wild-fire.— 1 pay, Mr Hard- 
man, 1 observed you speak to poor David. Can't yon help me here ! 
{whispering) Lord Henry de Mowbray's Private Memoirs! Fallen has 
them, and refuses to sell. Love Adventures; nuts for the public. Only 



* As Walpole was little inclined to make it a part of his policy to conciliate thora 
whose opposition miuht be dansrerous, while he was so fond of power as to be jeal- 
ous ot talent not wholly t»ubsurvient to him, the reluctnnce to promote Mr. Hnnl- 
man, implied in the insincerity of his excuse, may be supiKMea to arise ttom. bis 
knowledge of that gentleman^d restleiss ambition and determined self-wiil. 

• 

t It was not the custom at Will's to serve dinners ; and the ezoeption in favor of 
my Lord Wilmot proves his influence as a mun d /•( moiie. 
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just got a peep myself. But such a confession about the beautiful Lady 
Morland. 

Hakd. Han^; Lady Morland ! 

Tun Besides — shows up his own brother ! Jacobite family secrete. 
Such a card for the Whias ! 

Hard. Confound the Whi;»8! What do I care? 

Wih. I'll see to it, Tonson. Qive nne Mr. Fallen's private address. 

Ton. But pray be discreet, my Lord. If that knave Curll should jjet 
wind «)f I he scent, he'd try to spoil my market with uiy own author. 
The villain! 

WiL. {aside). Curll 1 Why, I have mimick'd Curll so exactly that Pope 
himself wa-^ deceived, and, stifling with rage, ordered me out of the 
room. I have it! Mr. Curll shall call upon Fallen the flrat thing in 
the mornin;:^, and ouibid Mr Tonson. {aloud) Thank you, sir. {taking the 
address) Moody, Uardman 1 8om>< problem in political ethics ? You turn 
away — you have a grief you 11 not tell me — why, this morning I asked 
you a favor ; from that mom«»nt I had a right to your confidence, for a 
favo:* degrades when it does not come from a friend. 

Hard. Yuu charm, you subdue me, and I feel for once how neces- 
sary to a man is the sympathy of another. Your hand, Wilmot. This 
is secret — I, too, then presume to love. One above me in fortune ; it may 
be in birtli. But a free state lifts those it employs to a par with its 
nobles. A po^>t in the Treasury of such nature is vacant ; I have served 
the minister, men say, with Fome credit; and I asked for the gift with- 
out shame — 'twas my due. Walpole needs the oflace, not for reward to 
the zealous, but for bribe to the doubtful. See, {giving letter) "Noble 
family to conciliate." Ah, the drones have the honey ! 

WiL. {rciuiing and returning the letter). And had you this post, you think 
you could gain the lady yt»u love 1 

Hard. At least it would have given me courage to ask. Well, well, 
well, — a truce with my egotism, — you at lea.st, my fair Wilmot, fair in 
fovni. fair in fortune, you need fear no rebuff where you place your 
affections. 

WiL Why, the lady.'s father sees only demerits in what you think my 
advantages. 

Hard. You mistake, I know the man much better than you do ; and 
look, even now he is gazing upon you a.s fondly as if on the coronet that 
shall blazon the coach of my lady, his daughter. 

WiL. Gazing on nie? — where? 

Hard. Yonder — Ha! is it not Mr. Easy, whose 

WiL Mr. Easy I you too taken in ! Hark, secret for secret — 'tis 
Lucy Thornside I love, 

Hard. You — stun mo I 

WiL But what a despot love is, allows no thought not its slave I 
They told me below that my father had been here ; have you seen him ? 

Hard. Ay. 

WiL. And sounded \ 

Uaud. No — belter than that — 1 have taken precautions. I must leave 
you now ; you shall know tho result to-morrow afternoon, {aside) Your 
father's life in these hands — his ransom what I please to demand. — Ah, 
joy ! I am myself once again. Fool to think man could be my friend ! 
Ah, joy ! born but for the strife and the struggle, it is only 'mid foes that 
my invention is quickened ! Half-wo y to n)y triumph, now that I know 
the rival to vanquish I (to Fallen) Engage (ho messenger at one, for- 
get not. Nothing else till I see you {to Wilmot) Your hand once 
again. To-day I'm your envoy ; {aside) to-morrow your master. 

[Exit, c. D. L. Falleis folds up papers and exits, c. D. L. 
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WiL. The friendliest man that ever lived since the days of Damon and 
Pythias : I'm a bruie if 1 don't serve him in return* To lose the woman 
he loves for want of this pitiful place. Saint Cupid forbid I Let me 
consider! Many sides to a character — I think I could ber^ bittberipbt 
one better than Hardman. Ha! ha! Excellent! My Murillo ! I'll 
not sell myself, but I'll buy ihe Prime Minister ! Excuse me, my 
friends; urgent business; 1 shall be back ere the dinner hour; the 
room is prepared. Drawer, show in these gentlemen ; Hardman shall 
have his place and his wife, and Til bribe the arcb-briber! Uo ! my 
lackeys, my coach, there! Ha, ha ! bribe the Prime Minister ! There 
never was such a fellow as I am for crime and audacity. 

[Exit WiLMOT, c. D. L. 
CoL. Flint. Your arm, Mr. Softhead. 
Soft. And Fred leaves me in the very paws of this tiger I 
[Exeunt, c. d. l., as the scene doses in, the loungers making may for them, 

SCENE M.—The Library in Sitt Geoffuet's house. 

Enter Sir Qeopfrbt, l. 1 b. 

Sib Geof. Tm followed ! I'm dogged ! I go out for a walk nnsospi- 
ciously ; and behind creeps a step, pit, pat ; feline and stealthy ; I turn, 
not a soul to be seen — I walk on ; pit, pat, stealthy and feline ! turn 
again ; and lo ! a dark form like a phantom, mufiBed and masked — just 
seen and just gone. Ouf I The plot thickens around me — I can struggle 
no more, {sinks into seat^ a.) 

Enter Lucy, l. 1 b. 

Who is there? 

LncT. But your child, my dear father. 

SiK Gei*f. Child, ugh! what do you want? 

Lucy. Ah, speak to me gently. It is your heart that I want : 

Sir Grop. Heart — I suspect I'm to be coaxed out of something! 
Eh ; e!i I Why she's weeping. What ails thee, poor darling 1 {rises,) 

Lucy. So kind. Now I have courage to tell you. 1 was sitting alone, 
and I thought to myself — "my father often doubts of me— doubts of 
all " 

Sib Geof. Ugh — what now 1 

Lucy. '* Yet his true nature is generous — it could not always have 
been so. Perhaps in old times he has been deceived where he loved. 
Ah, his Lucy, at least, shall never deceive him.'* So I rose and lis- 
tened for your foots-tei) — I heard it — and 1 am here — here, on your 
bosom, my own father ! 

Sib Gkop. You'll never deceive me — right, right — go on, pretty one, 
go on. {wide) If she should b? my child after all ! - 

Lucy. There is one who has como here lately— one who appears to 
displease you — one whom you've been led to believe comes not on my 
account, but my friend's. It is not so, my father ; it is for roe that he 
comes. Let him come no more — let me see him no more— =-for — for — I 
feel that his presence might make me too happy — and that would grieve 
you, my father ! (Lady Ellinor appears at the window watching,) 

Sib Geof. (aside). She must be my child! Bless her! {^aloud) I'll 
never doubt you again. I'll hite out my tongue if it says a harsh word 
to you. I'm not so bad as I seem. Grieve me? — yes, it would break 
my heart. You don't know these gay courtiei*8 — I do ! — tut — tut — tat 
— don't cry. How can I console her ? 

Lucy. Shall I say 1 — let me speak to you of my mother. 
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Sir Gbof. (reeoUiHg). Ah ! 

LucT. Would it not soothe you to hear that a friend of hers was in 
London, who 

Sir Gbof. iehanging in hit whole tUporhnent), I forbid you to speak to 
me of your mother — she dishonored me * 

Lady £. {in a low voice of emotion). It is false ! (she diMppears, r.) 

Sir Geop. (starting). Did you say *' false T' 

Lucy (aohbmg). ^o — no— but my heart said it ! 

Sir Gkof. Strange ! or was it but my own fancy 1 

Lucy. Oh, father, father! How I shall pity you if you discorer that 
your suspicions erred. And auain I say— I fee! — feel in my heart of 
woman — that the mother of the child who so loves and honors you was 
innocent. 

Ha RDM AN {without^ L.). Is Sir Geoffrey at home 1 

Lucy ttart* up and exits, r. 1 e. Twilight ; during the preceding dialogue 
tlie stage luis graduallg darkened. Enter Hardman, l. 1 s. 

Hard. Sir Geoffrey, you were deceived ; Lord Wilmot has no thought 
of Mr. Easy's daughter. 

Sir Geop. I know tliat — Lucy has told me all, and begged me not to 
let him come here again. 

Hard. ( joyfuUy). She has ! Then she does not love this Lord Wil- 
mot 1 Bat still be on your guard against him. Remember the arts of 
corruption — the emissary— the letter — the go-between — the spy I 

Siu Gbopp. Arts! Spy! Hal if Easy was right after all. If those 
flowers thrown in at the window ; the watch from that house in the lane ; 
the masked figure that followed me; all bode designs but on Lucy 

Hard. Flowers have been thrown in at the window 1 You've been 
watched 1 A masked figure has followed you 1 One question more. 
All this since Lord Wilmot knew Lucy 1 

Sir Gbop. Yes, to be sure ; how blind I have been 1 (Lady Ellimor 
appears again^ r.) 

Hard. Ha! look yonder! Let me tiack this mystery; {she disap- 
pearSf L.) and if it conceal a sclieme of Lord Wiln:ot*s against your 
daughter's honor, it shall need not your sword to protect her. 

\ruslies open the window, leaps out^ and exits, L. 

Sir Gbop. What does he mean 1 Not my sword 1 Zounds ! he don't 
think of his own ! If he does, Pll discard him. Vm not a coward, to 
let other men risk their lives in my quarrel. Served as a volunteer un- 
der Marlbro', at Blenheim ; and marched on a cannon I Whatever my 
faults, no one can say I 'm not brave, (starting) Ha ! bless my life ! 
What is that 1 I thought I heard something — I'm all on a tremble ! 
Who the deuce can be brave when he's surrounded by poisoners — fol- 
lowed by phantoms, with an ugly black face peering in at his window 1 
Hodge, come and bar up the shutters — lock the door— let out the house- 
dog I Hodge 1 Hodge ! Where on earth is that scoundrel 7 

[Exilf L. 1 B. 

SCENE Ul.—The Streets. In perspective an alley , inscribed Deadmans 
Lane. A large, old-fashioned, gloomy house in the corner, with the 
door on the stage, above which is impanelled a sign qf the Crow^i and 
Portcullis. Lady Elltnor, masked, enters, l. 1 k.— looks round, 
pausest and enters the door, R. Dark ; lights down. 

Etiter Hardman, i.. 1 e. 
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Hard. Ha ! cntei*s that bouse. 1 have my hand on tbe clue ! some 
pretext to call on the morrow, and I shall quickly unravel the skein. 

{Exit, R. 2 B. 
GooDENonoH Easy {singing without, l.) 

«» Old Kitjg Cole 
"Waii H jolly old soul, 
t And a jolly old soal was he 

Enters^ L 3 b., with Lord Wilmot and Softhead ; East, his dress disor- 
deredt a pipj in hix mouthy in a slate qf intoxication, hilarious, musi- 
caly and oratorical ; Softhead in a state qf intoxication^ abject, re- 
morse/uit and lachrymose ; Wilmot sober, but (effecting inebriety, 

** He cillod for his pipe, and he called for his bowl, 
And he called lur his fiddlers three." 

WiL. Ha, ha ! I imagine myself like Bacchus between Silenus and 
his— ass ! 

East. Wilmot, you're a jolly old soul, and I'll give you my Barbara. 

Soft. ^ blubbering), Hegh I begh i he^h! Betrayed in my tenierest 
affection?* 

WiL. My dear Mr. Easy, I*ve told you already that I'm pre-engaged. 

East. Pre-engaged ! that's devilish unhandsome ! But now I look 
at you, you do seem double ; and if you're double, you're not single ; 
and if you're not siiiele, why, you can't marry Barbara, for that would 
be bigamy ! But I don't care ; you're a jolly old soul ! 

WiL. Not a bit of it. Quite mistaken, Mr. Easy. But if you want, 
for a son-in-law, a jolly oM soul — there he is ! 

Soft, (bursting out afresh). Heghl hegh ! hegh ! 

East. Hang a lord 1 What's a lonl ? I*m a respectable, independent 
family Briton I Sofihead, give us your fist ; you're a jolly old soul, and 
you shall have my Barbara ! 

Soft Hesh ! hegh ! I'm not a jolly old soul. I'm a sinful, wicked, 
mi.serable monster. Hegh ! hogh ! 

East. What's a monster ? I like a monster ! My uirl shan't so a- 
begging any farther. You're a precious good fellow, and your father's 
an alderman, and has got a great many votes, and Til stand for tbe 
city ; and you shall have my Barbara. 

Soft. I don't deserve her, Mr. Easy ; I don't deserve such an angel ! 
I'm not precious good. Lords and tigers have corrupted my innocence. 
Hegh ! hegh 1 I'm going to be hanged. 

Watch, {without, l.). Half-past eight o'clock ! 

WiL. Come along, gentlemen ; we shall have the watch on us. 

East. — 

*' And the bands that guard the oitf, 
Cried—* Rebels, yield or die V " 

JSnter Watchman, with staff, raltU and lantern, l. 8 £. 

Watch. Half-past eight o'clock— move on ! move on 1 
East. Order, order ! Mr. Vice and gentlemen, here's a stranger dis- 
turbing the harmony of the evenin:;. I knock him down for a song. 
{seizes the Watchman's rattle) Half-past eight, Esq., on his legs ! Sing, 
sir; I knock you jdowu for a song. 

Watch. Help I help! Watch! watch! {cries within, l, "Watch!") 
Soft. Hat k ! the officers of justice ! My wicked career is approach- 
ing its close ! 

East, {who has got astride on the Watchman's head, attd persuades him- 
self that the rest of the Watchman is the table). Mr. Vice and gentlemen, 
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the toast of the evening — wiiat^s the matter with the table 1 'Tis bob- 
bing up and down. The table's driiuk ! Order for the chair — you table, 
you! {thumps the Watchmax with the rattle) Fill your glasses — a bump- 
er toast. Prospetity to the city of London — nine times nine — Hip, hip, 
hurrah! {wo tee the rat tie over hit head; the rattle springs, he it amazed) 
Why, the Chairman's hammer is an drunk as the table ! 

Enter Watchmen, l. 3 e., with staves, spriugiiig their rattles, 

WiL. {drawing Softhead off into a corner). Hold your tongue — they'll 
not see us here I 

Watch, (escaping). Murder ! — murder 1 — this is the fellow — most des- 
perate ruffian. (Easy is upset by the escape of the Watchman, and after 
some effort to remove him otherwise^ the Guardians of tlu Night hoist him on 
thcr shoulders.) 

East. Tni being chaired member for (he city! Freemen and Elec- 
tors 1 For this elevation to the post of member for your metropolis, I 
return you my hearifelt thanks ! Steady, there, steady ! ^he proudest 
day of my life. 'Tis the boast of the British Constitution that a pl.iin. 
sober man like me may rise to honors the most exalted ! Long live the 
British Constitution. Hip — hi}) — hurrah I [is carried off waving the ratU$, 
Softhead continues to weep in speechless sorrow.) 

WiL. {coming forth). Ha I ha! ha! My family Briton being chaired 
for the city ! "So severe on a cheerful jjlass." >Vell, he has chosen a 
son-in-law drunk ; and egad ! he shall keep to him sober! Stand up; 
how do you feel ? 

Soft. Feel! I'm a ruin! 

WiL. Faith, I i:ever saw a more mournful one ! It must be near Sir 
Geoffrey's ! Led them here — on my way to this sepulchral appointment, 
Deadman'd Lane. Where the plague can it bel Ha! the very place. 
Looks like it ! How get rid of Softhead 1 Ha, ha ! I have it. Soft- 
head awake ! the ni^ht has bej^un — the time for monsters and their prey. 
Now will 1 lift the dark veil from the mysteries of London. Behold 
that house, Deadman\s Lane I 

Soft. Deadman's Lane ! I'm in a cold prespiration ! 

AViL. In that house — under the antique sign of Crown and Portcullis 
— are such delightful horrors at work as would make the wigs of holy 
men btand on end ! The adveniure is dangerous, but deliriously excit- 
ing. Into that abode will we plunge, and gaze, like Macbeth, "on deeds 
without a name." 

Lady E., masked, enters from the door in Deadman^s Lane^ and approaches 
WiLMOT, uho haSy till now^ hold of Softhead. 

Soft. Hegh ! hegh ! he^h ! I won't gaze on deeds without a name I 
I won't plun<;e into Deadmen's abodes ! (perceiving the figure) Ha ! Look 
there! Dark veil, in'^leed ! Mysteries of London ! Horrible apparition, 
li vaunt! {breaks from Wilmot, who releases him as he sees thefgure) Hegh ! 
hegh ! I'll go home to my mother ! [Exit, n. 1 e. 

Ladt E. motions to Wilmot and exits into the house ^ foil owed iy Wilmot. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The Library in 8ir Geoffrey's Itouse. 

Enter Hardman fliti Siu GEOFFttET, l. 1 e. 

Sir Geof. Yes I I've seen tliat vouro not indifferent to Lucv. But 
before 1 approve or discourage, just tell me more of yourself — your 
birih, your fortune, pasilife. Of course, you are the son of a gentleman 1 
{aside) Now as he speaks truly or falsely I will discard him as a liar, or 
reward him with Lucy's hand. He turns aside. H? will lie ! 

Hard. Sir, at the risk of my hopes, I will speak the bard truth. 
*' The son of a gentleman !" I think not. My infancy passed in tlie 
bouse of a farmer ; the children with whom I played told me I was an 
orphan. I was next dropped, how I know not, in the niid.«<t of that 
rough world called school. " You have talent," said the master ; " but 
you're idle; you have no right to holidays; you must force your way 
through life; you are sent here by charily." 

Sir Geof. Charity I There, the old f 'gl was wrong ! 

Hahd. My idleness vanished — I became the head of the school. 
Then I resolved no longer to be the pupil of — charity. At the age of 
sixteen I escaped, and took for ray motto — the words of th3 ma^te;*: — 
" You must force your way tbrougb life." Hope and pride whispered — 
" You shall force it." 

Sir Geof. Poor fellow ! What then ? 

Hard. Eight years of wandering, adventure, hardship, and trial I 
often wanted bread — never courage. At the end of those years I had 
risen — to what 1 A desk at a lawyer's office in Norfolk 

Sir Qb'»f. {aside). My owd lawyer 1 where I first caught ti ace of 
him again. 

Hard. Party spirit ran high in town. Politics began to bewitch me. 
There was a Speaking Club, and 1 spoke. My ambition rose, higher 
— took the flight of an author. I came up to London with ten pounds in 
my pocket, and a work on the *' State of the Nation." It sold well ; 
the publisher brought me four hundred pounds. ** Vast fortunes," said 
he, *• are made in t!ie South Sea Scheme. Venture your hundreds,— I'll 
send you a broker " 

Sir Gbof. He ! he ! i hope he was clever, that broker 1 

Hard. Clever indeed ; in a f«»rtnighi he said to nie, " Your hundreds 
have swelled into thousands. For this money I can get you an annuity 
on land, just enough for a x)arliamentary qualification." The last hint 
fired me — I bought the annuity. You now know my fortune, and how 
it was made. 

Sir Geof. {aside). He ! ho ! I must tell this to Easy ; how he'll 
enjoy it. 

Hard. Not long after, at a political co^ee-house, a man took me 
aside. *• Sir," said he, " you are Mr. Hardman who wrote the famous 
work on ' The State of the Nation.* Will you come into Parliament ] 
We want a man like you for our borough ; we'll return you free of 
expense ; not a shilling of bribery." 

Sir Geof. He ! he ! Wonderful! not a shilhng of bribery. 

Hard. The man kept his word, and I came into Parliament — inex- 
perienced and friendless. I spoke, and was laughed at ; spoke again, 
and was listened to ; failed often ; succeeded at last. Here, yesterday, 
in ending my tale I must have said, looking down, " Can you give your 
child to a man of birth more than doubtful, and of fortunes so humble 1 
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Yet aspiring even then to the hnn^l of your heiress, I wrote to Sir 
Robert for a place just vacated by a man of high rank, who is raised to 
the peerage. He refused. 

Sir Q kop. Of course, {aside) I suspect he's very rash and presuming. 

Hard. To-day the refusal is retracted — the (»fflce is mine. 

SiK Gbof. {astonished and aside). Ha I I had r.o hand in that! 

Hard I am now one — if hot of the highest — yet still oe of that Gov- 
ernment through which the Majesty of EnoJand administers her laws. 
And, with front erect, I fcay lo you — as I would to the first peer of the 
realm—" I have no cliarts of brond lands, and no roll of proud fathers. 
But alone and unf. iended I have fought my way a<:ainst Fortune. Did 
your ancestors more 1 My country lias tru^io 1 the new man to her 
councils, and the man whom she honors is the < qnal of all." 

Sir Gbof. Brave fellow, your hand. Win Lucy's c«»n8ent, and yon 
have mine. Hush! no thanks! Now listen; I have told you my dark 
story — these flowers cannot come from Wilmot. I have examined them 
again — they are made up in the very form of the posies I liad the folly 
to seni, in the days of our courtship, to the wife who afterwards betray- 
ed me 

Hard. Be not so sure that she betrayed. No proof but the boast of a 
profligate. 

Sir Geof. Who had been my intimate friend for years — so that, 
torture! 1 am haunte<l with the doubt whether my heiress be my own 
child ! — and to whom (by the confession of a servant) she sent a letter in 
secret the very day on which I struck the mocking boast from the vil- 
lain's lips in a public tavern. Ah, he was always a wit and a scoffer — 
perhaps it is from him that these flowers are sent, in token of gibe and 
insult. Ho h.is discovered the man he dishonored, in spit-e of the change 
of nnme 

Hakp You changed your name for an inheritance. You have not 
told mo that which you formerly bore. 

Sir Geop. M*»iland. 

Hard. Morland? Ha — and the seducers 

Sir Geop. Lord Henry de Mowbray 

Hard. The rej)ri)bate brother of the Duke of Middlesex. He died a 
few moi;ths since. 

Sir Geop (fitagqering) Died too ! Both dead ! 

Hard. (asde). Tonsoii spoke of Lord Henry's Memoir — Confession 
about Lady Morland in Fallen's hands. 1 will go to Fallen at once. 
(aloud) You have given me a new clue. I will follow it up. When can 
I see vou again ? 

Sir Geop. I'm going to Easy's — you'll find me there all the morning. 
But don't forget Lucy — we must save her from Wilmot. 

Hard. Fear Wilmot no more. This day he shall abandon his suit. 

[Hxit Hardman, l. 1 b. 

Sir Geop. Hodge! Well— well 

Enter Hodqe, r. 1 e. 

Hodge, take your hat and your bludgeon — attend me to the city, (aside) 
She'll be happy with Hardman. • Ah ! if she were my own child after 
all ! {Exetiut Sir Geofprry and Hodge, l. 1 e. 

SCENE II —David Fallen's Garret, The scene resembling that qf Ho^ 
garth's ** Distresl Poet " Fallen discovered seated at tallc. 

Fal. [openivg (he casement). So, the morning air breathes freiih ! One 
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moment's respite from drudgery. Another line to ibU poem, ray grand 

bequest to my country ! Ah ! this description ; unfinished ; good, 

good. 

" Methinki we walk in dreams on f dry l«n«l, 
, Where— golden ore— lie» mixM with *• ♦ 

Enter Paddy, u. d. 

Paddy. Please, sir, the railkwoman's score! 

Fal. Stay, stay; — 

** Lies mixed with— common sand I '* 

Eh 7 Milkwomanl Slie must be paid, or the children — I — I — {fum- 
bling in his pocket, and looking about the table) There's another blanket on 
the bed ; pawn it. 

Paddy. Agh, now, don*t be so ungrateful to your ould friend, the 
blanket. When Mr. Tonson, the great bookshiller, tould me, says he, 
•• Paddy, I'd give two hunder gould guineas for the papursh Mr. Fallen 
has in his disk 1^' 

Fal. Go, go ! {knock without, n.) 

Paddy. Agh, murther! Who can that be distarbin' iho door at the 
top of the mornin' ? [Exit, r. d. 

Fal. Oh! that fatal Memoir! My own labors scarce keep me from 
sturvins, and this wretched scrawl of a profligate worth wliai to me 
were Qolconda ! Heaven sustain me ! I*m tempted. 

Re-enter Paddy, with Wilmot, disguised as Edmund Cubll. 

Paddy. Stoop your head, sir. 'Tis not a dun, sir ; 'tis Mr. Curll ; 
says he's come to outbid Mr. Tonson, sir. 

Fal. Go quick ; pawn the blanket. Let me think my children are 
fed. {exit Paddy, u. d.) Now, sir, what do you want ? 

WiL. (taking out his handkerchief and whimpering). My dear, good Mr. 
Fallen — ^no offence — I do so. feel for the dis^tresses of genius. 1 am a 
bookseller, but I liave a heart — and Ini come to buy 

Fal. Have you 7 this poem? it is nearly finished — twelve book^t — 
twenty years' labor — twenty-four thousand lines ! — ten pounds, Mr. 
Curll, ten pounds 1 

WiL. Price of Faradise Lost ! Can't expect such piices for poetry 
now-a-days, my dear Mr. Fallen. Nothing takes that is not sharp and 
spicy. Hum I I hear you have f onic most interesting papers *, private 
Memoirs and Confessions of a Man of Quality recently deceased. Nay, 
nay, Mr. Fallen, don't shrink back ; I'm not like that shabby dog. Ton- 
son. Three hundred guineas for the Memoir uf Lord Henry de Mow- 
bray. 

Fal. Three hundred guineas for that'garbase ! — not ten for the poem ! 
— and — the children ! Well ! {goes to the cupboard and take out the Me- 
moir in a portfoliOt splendidly bounds with the arms and supporters of the 
Mowbrays blazoned on the sides) Ah ! — but the honor of a woman — the 
secrets of a family — the 

WiL. (grasping at the portfolio, which Fallen stiU detains). Nothing sells 
better, my dear, dear Mr. Fallen ! But how, how did you come by these 
treasures, my excellent friend 1 

Fal. How % Lord Henry gave them to me himself, ob his death -bed. 

* As it would be obTiousIjr presumptuouB to aaaign to an author bo eminent as 
Mr. David Fallen any versca composed bjr a liTing writer, the two line* iu the text 
are taken from Mri llryden's Indian Emperor. 
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WiL. Nay ; what could he |pve them for but to publish, my sweet 
Mr. Fallen? do doubt to immortalize all tho ladies who loved him. 

Fal No, sir ; profligate as he was, and vilo as may be much in this 
Memoir, that was not his dying intention, though it might be his first. 
There was a lady lie had once foully injured — the sole woman he ftnd 
ever loved euo' for remorse. This Memoir con loins a confession that 
might servo to clear the name he himself had aspersed ; and in the sud- 
den repentance of his last moments, he bade me seek the lady and p'aoe 
the whola in her hands, to use as best mi^ht serve to establish her inno- 
cence. 
WiL. How could you know the lady, ray benevolTint friend ? 
Fal. 1 did not; but she was supposed to be abroad with her father — 
a Jacobite exile — and I, then a Jacobite agent, had the best chance to 
trace her. 
WiL. And you did ] 

Fal. But to hear she had died somewhere in Franco. 
WiL. Then, of course, you may note gratify our intelligrnt public, for 
your own personal profit. Clear as day, my maunnnimous friend ! 
Three'hundred guineas ! I have 'em here in a ba^ !* {shows it,) 
Fal. Begone ! I will not sell a man's hearth to the public. 
WiL. (aside). Noble fellow ! (fr/oud) Gently, eently, my too warm, but 
high-spiriied friend ! To say the truth, I don't come on my own ac- 
count. To whom, my dear sir, since the lady is dead, should be given 
these papers, if unfit for a virtuous, but inquisitive public ? Why, surely 
to Lord Henry's nearest relation. I am employed by the rich Duke of 
Middlesex. Name your terms. 

Fal. Ha ! ha I Then at last he comes crawling to me, your proud 
Dukey Sir, years a^o, when a kind word from his Grace, a nod of his 
head, « touch of his hand, would have turned my foes into flatterers, I 
had the meanness to name him my patron — inscribed to him a work, took 
it to his house, and waited in his hall amon.r porters and lackeys — till« 
sweeping by his carriage, he snid, " Oil, you are the poet? take this ; " 
and extending his alms, as if to a beggar.* '-You look very thin, sir; 
stay and dine with my people '' People — his eervants ! 

WiL. Calm yourself, my good Mr. Fallen I 'Tis his G: ace's innocent 
way with us all. 

Fal. Grt! let him know what these memoirs contain! They would 
make the Proud Duko the butt of the town — the jeer of the lackeys, 
who jeered at my mgs; expose his frailties, his follie.n, his personal 
secrets. Tell him this ; and then say that my poverty shall not be the 
tool of his brother's revenge ; but my prido stiall not stoop from its 
pedestal to take money from him. Now, sir, am 1 right] Reply, not 
as tempter to pauper ; but if one spark of manhoo 1 be in you, as man 
speaks to man. 

WiL. {rcsumir*g his own manner). I reply, sir, a«* man to man, and gen- 
tleman to gentlemnn. 1 am Frederick. Lord Wilraot. Pardon this im- 
posture. The Duke is my father's friend. I am here to obtain, what it 
is clear that he alone should possess. Mr. Fallen, your works first raised 
me from the world of the senses, and taught me to believe in such no- 
"bleness as I now hope for in yon. Give me this record to take to the 
Duke — no price, sir; for such things are jjriceless — and let me go hence 
with the siohtof this poverty before my oyp'. and on my soul the grand 
picture of the man who has spurned thn bribe to his honor, and can 
bumble by a gift the great prince who insn'itMl him by alms. 

Fal. Take it — take it! {(fives the portfolio) I am save I from tempta- 
tion. God bless vou, young man ! 

WiL. Now you indeed make m? twofold your debtor — in your books, 
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the rich thought ; in yourself the heroic example. Accept from my 
superfluities, in small part of such debt, a yearly sum equal to that 
which your poverty refuse<l as a bribe from Mr. Tonson. 

Fal. My Lord — njy Lord ! {bia-sU into tears.) 

WiL. On, trust me the day shall come, when men will feel that it is not 
charity we owe to the enuoblera of life — it is tribute! When your 
Order shall rise with the civilization it calle.l into being, and shall refer 
its claim to just rank among freemen, to some Queen whom even a Mil- 
ton might have sung, and even a Hampden have die<l for. 
» Fal. 0, dream of my youtli ! My heart swells and chokes me ! 

Enter Uardman, n. d. 

Hard, (aside). What's this 1 Fallen weeping ? Ah ! is not that the 
tyrannical sneak, Edmund Cur 11 7 

WiL. ^ changing his tons to Fallkn into one of imperionsncss). Can't hear 
of the poem, Mr. Fallen. Don't teli me. Ah, Mr. Hardman (concealing 
the portfolio)^ your most humble ! Sir — sir — ir' you want to publish some- 
thing smirt and spicy — Secret Anecdotes of Cabinets — Sir Robert Wal- 
pole's Adventures with the La lies — I'll comedown as handsomely as 
any man in the Row — smart ai»d spicy 

Hakd. Offer to bribe me, you insolent rascal ! 

WiL. Oh, my dear, good Mr. Hardman, I've bribel the Premier him- 
self. Hal ha! Servant, sir ; servant. [£riV, r. d. 

Hard. Loathsome vagabond ! My dear Mr. Fallen, you have the 
manuscript Memoir of Lord Henry de Mowbray. I know its great 
value. Name your own price to permit me just to inspect if. 

Fal. It is gone ; and to the hands of his brother, the Duke. 

Hard. The Duke ! This is a thunder-stroke ! Say, sir ; yon have 
read this Memoir — does it contain aught respecting a certain Lady Mur- 
land 7 

Fal. It does. It confesses that Lord Henry slaiider^d her reputation 
as a woman in order to sustain his own as a sedr.cer. That part of the 
Memoir was writ on his death-l>ed. 

Hard. His boast, then 

Fal. Was caused by the scorn of her letter rejecling his suit. 

Hard. What joy for Sir Geoffrey ! And that'.leiter 7 

Fal. Is one of the documents that make up the Memoir. 

Hard. And these documents are now in the bands of the Duke 1 

Fal. They are. For, since Ladv Morlnnd is dead 

Hard. Are you sure she is dead 7 

Fal. 1 only go by report 

Hard. Report often lies, {aside) Who but Lady Morland can this 
mask be 7 I will go at once to the house and clear up thatk doubt my- 
F:elf But the Duke's appointment ! Ah ! that must not be forgotten ; 
my rival must be removed ere Lucy can be won. And what hold on the 
Duke himself to produce the Memoir, if I get the dispatch, {aloud) Well, 
Mr. Fallen, there is no more to be said as to the Memoir Your roessen- 
;zer will meet his Qrace, as we settled. 1 :ha.ll be chise Dt hand; and 
mark, the messenger must give ;ne the dispatch which is meant for the 
Pretender. [Eat Hardma.n, r. d. 

Ee-enter Paddy. 



Paddy. Plase, sur, an* I've paid the mi!k score- 



Fal. {interrupting him). I'm to be ricli— .so rich ! 'Tis my turn now. 
I've shared your pittance, you shall share . my plenty, [sinks doicn on 
ehair^ seising Paddy's hand and shaking it henrtihj as the s^ene doses in.) 
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BCEfiE III,— The MaU, 

Enter Softhead, l. 8 e., his arms folded^ and in detp tJioughl, as though 

farming a virtnous resoluium. 

Soft. Little did I foresee, in the days of my innocence, when Mr, Lillo 
read to me liis affeclinjr tragedy of George Barnwell,* how I ibyself was 
to be led on, s'.ep by step, to the brink of deeds without a name. Dead- 
man's Lane — that funereal apparition in black— a warning to startle the 
most obdurate conscience. 

£nter East, b.. Z 'R.^ recently dismissed from the JFafeh-house ; nlovenlgt 

skidking, and crestfallen. 

East. Not a coach on the stand ! A pretty pickle I'm in if any one 
sees me! A sober, re8])ectable man like me, to awake in the watch- 
house, be kept there till noon among thieves and pickpockets, and at 
last to be fined five shillings for drunkenness and disorderly conduct ; 
all from dining with n lord who had no thoughts of making Barbara my 
Lady after all I Deuce take him ! [discovering Softhead, aside) Softhead ! 
how shall I escape him 1 

Soft, {aside^ discovering Easy). Easy! What a fall I I'll appear not 
to remember. Barbara's father should not feel degraded in the eyes of 
a wretch like myself! {aloud) How d'ye do, Mr. Easy 7 You're out 
early, to- day. 

East, {aside). Ha ! He was so drunk himself he has fdrgotten all 
about it. \aioud) Yes, a headache. You were so pleasant at dinner. I 
wanted the air of the park. 

Soft. Why, you look rather poorlj', Mr. Easy ! 
East. Indeed, I feel so. A man in business can't afford to be laid 
up — HO I lhonght,'before I went home to the city, that I'd just look into 
— Ha, ha ! a seasoned toper like you (vill laugh when 1 tell you — 1 
thought I'd just look into the 'pothecary's ! 

Soft. Just been there myself, Mr. Easy, {shoioing a phhd.) 
East {rigarding it with inournftU disgust). Not taken physic since I 
was a boy ! It looks very nasty ! 

Soft. 'Tis worse than it looks! And this is called Pleasure! Ah, 
Mr. Easy, don't give way to Fred's fa.scination ; you don't know how it 
ends ! 

East. Indeed I do. {aside) It ends in the watch-house, {aloud) And 
I'm shocked to think what will become of yourself, if you are thus 

every night led away by a lord, who 

Soft. Hush ! talk of the devil— look I he's coming up the Mall! 
(Softhead retires back. ) 

East. He is ? then I'm off; I see a sedan-chair. Chair! chair ! stop 
—chair ! chair I [Exitf r. 2 e. 

£nter Wilmot and Duke mth portfolio, l. 8 b. 

Duke {looking at portfolio). Infamous, indeed ! His own base lie 
against that poor lady, whose husband he wounded. Her very letter 
attaclied to it. Ha! — what is thisl Such ribaldry on me! Gracious 

• We have only, I fear, Mr. 8ofthei»d*i authority for supposing Otorgt BamvHll 
to be then written ; it wus not acted till some years atterwards. 
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Heayen ! My name thus draqf^ecl through the dirt, and by a son of ray 
own bonsel Ob ! my Lord, bow sball I thank you 1 

WiL. Thank not me ; but the poet, whom your Grace left in tbe hall. 

Duke. Name it not — I'll be j; his pardon myself! Adieu; I must go 
home and lock up this scandal till Tve leisure to read and destroy it ; 
never again shall it come to the day 1 And then, sure tliat no blot Rhali 
be seen in my 'scutcheon, 1 can peril my life without fear in the cause 
of my kiniT. [Exit Duke, r. 2 e. 

WiL. {elMnting), 

*' Gather your rosebudn while you miiy, 
For time ia still a-flyiog.** 

Since my visit last night to Deadman*s Lane, and my hope to give Lu \v 
such happiness, I feel as if I trod upon air {diteoverB Sopthrad) Aj. 
Softhead ! why, you stand there as languid and lifeless as if you were 
capable of — fishing .' 

Soft. I've been thinking — {advances.) 

WiL. Thinking 1 you do look (atigued ! Whet a horrid exertion it 
must have been to you ! 

Soft. Ah ! Fred, Fred, don't be so hardened. What atrocity did you 
perpetrate last night ? 

WiL Last night? Oh. at Deadman's Lane; monstrous, indeed. And 
this morning, too, another ! Never had so many atrocities on my bands 
as within the last twenty-fuur hours But they are all nothing to that 
which I perpetrated yesterday, just before dinner. Hark ! I bribed 
the Prime Minister. 

Soft. Saints in heaven ! 

WiL. Ha! ha! Hit bim plump on the jolly blunt side of his char- 
acter! I must tell you about it. Drove home from WilPs; put my 
Murillo in the carriaae, and off to Sir Robert's — shown into his office, — 
" Ah ! my Lord Wilmot," says be, with tliat merry roll of bis eye ; ** this 
ia an honor, what can I do for you ? " — " Sir Robert," says I, *• we men 
of the world soon come to the point ; 'tis a maxim of yours that nil 
have their price." — " Not quite that," says Sir Robert, '* but let us sup- 
pose that it is." Another roll of bis eye, as much as to say, " I Bhall 
get this rogue a bargain ! " — ** So, Sir Robert," quoth I, with a bow, 
" I've come to buy tbe Prime Minister." — " Buy me," cried Sir Robert, 
and he laughed till I thought he'd have cboked ; '' my price is rather 
high, I'm afraid." Then 1 go to the door, bid my lackeys bring in tbe 
Murillo. " Look at that if you please; about tbe mark, is it not? " Sir 
Robert runs to the picture, his breast heaves, his eyes sparkle ; *' A. 
Murillo ! '* cries he, *• name your price I" — ** 1 have named it." Then he 
looks at me «o, and I look at him to! — turn out the lackeys, place pen, 
ink and paper before him ; " That place in the Treasury just vacant, 
and the Murillo is yours." — '\For yourself? — I am charmed," cried Sir 
Robert. '• No, 'tis for a friend of your own, who*8 in want of it.'* — 
"Oh, that alters the case; I've so many friends troubled with the same 
sort of want." — ** Yes, but the Murillo is genuine^ — pray, what are the 
friends ? " Out laughed Sir Robert, " There's no resisting you and the 
Murillo together I There's the appointment. And now, since your 
Lordship has bought me, I must insist upon buying your Lordship. 
Fair play is a jewel." Then I take my grand holiday air. "Sir Rob- 
ert," said I, '* you*ve bought me long ago. You've given us peace 
where we feared civil war ; and a Constitutional King instead of a des- 
pot. And if that's not enough to buy the vote of an Englishman, believe 
me, Sir Robert, he's not worth the buying." Then he stretched out his 
bluJff) hearty hand, and I gave it a bluff, hearty shake. He got tbe-Mu- 
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rillo — Hanlman tho place. And here stand I, the only man in all Eng- 
land who can boasl tliat he bought the Prime Minister ! Faith, you 
may well call me hardened ; I don't feel the least bit of remorse. 

Soft. Hardman I you got Hardroan ihe place 1 

Wiii. I did not say Hardman 

Soft. Yon did say Hardman. But as 'Us a secret that might get yoa 
into trouble, I'll keep it. Yet, Dimidum metSj that's not behaving much 
like a monster ? 

WiL. Why, it does seem betraying the Good Old Cnuse — ^but if there's 
honor among thieves, thero is among monsters ; and Hardman is in the 
same scrape as ourselves — in love — his place may secure him the hand 
of the lady. But mind — he's not to know I've been meddling with his 
affairs. Hang it ! no one likes that. Not a word then. 

Soft. Not a word. My dear Fred, I'm so glad you're not so bad as 
you seem. I'd half a mind to desert you; but I have not the heart; 
and I'll stick by you as long as I live ! 

WiL. {aside). Whew ! This will never do ! Poor dear little fellow ! 
I'm sorry to lose him ; but my Word'B passed to Barbara, and 'tis all for 
his good, {aloud) As long as you live! Alas ! that reminds me of your 
little affair. I'm to be your second, you know. 

Soft. Second ! — affair ! 

WiL. With tliat fierce Colonel Flint. I warned you against him ; but 
you have such a deuce of a spirit. Don't you remember 1 

Soft. No ; why, what was it all about 1 

WiL. Let me see — oh, Flint said somethnig insolent about Mistress 
Barbara. 

Soft. He did 1 Ruffian! 

WiL. So — you called him out ! But if you'll empower me in your 
name to retract and apologize 

Soft. Not a bit of iL Insolent to Barbara I Dimidum mra, I*d fight 
him if he were the first swordsman in England. 

WiL. Why, that's just what he is ! 

Soft. Don't care; I'm his man — though a dead one, 

WiL. {(uide). Hang it — he's as brave as myself on that side of hia 
character. I must turn to another, {aloud) No, Softhead, that was not 
the cause of the quarrel — said it to rouse you, as you seemed rather 
low. The fact is that it was a Jest on yourself that you took up rather 
warmly. 

Soft. Was that all — only myself 1 

WiL. No larger subject ; and Flint is titeh a good fencer ! 

Soft. My dear Fred, I retract, I a[)o]ogize; I despise duelling — ab- 
surd and unchristianliko. 

WiL. Leave all to me. Dismiss the subject. I'll settle it ; only. Soft- 
head, you see our set has very stiff rules on such matters. And if you 
apologize to a bravo like Flint; nay, if you don't actually, cheerrully, 
rapturously fight him — though sure to be killed — I fear you must resign 
all ideas of high life ! 

Soft. Dimidum mea, but low life is better than no life at all ! 

WiL. There's no denying that proposition. It will console you to 
think that Mr. Easy's kind side is Cheapside. And you may get upon 
one if you return to the other. 

Soft. 1 was thinking so when you found me — thinking — {hmtalinfffy) 
But to leave you 

WiL. Oh, not yet ! Retire at least with Mat, Share with me one 
grand, crowning, last, daring, and desperate adventure. 

Soft. Deadman's Lane again, I suppose? I thank you for nothing.. 
Fred, I have long been your faithful follower, {mih emtftion) Now, my 
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Lord, I'm your humble servant.* {aside) Barbara will comfort me. 
She 8 perhaps nt Sir Qeoffrey's. [Exit, r. 1 b. 

WiL. Well! his love will repay him, and the City of London will pre- 
sent me with her freedom, in a ^old box, for reslonn;; her prodif^al son 
to her Metropolitan bosom. Deadman's Lane — that was an adventure, 
indeed. Lucy's mother still livins; — implores me to get her the sight 
of her child. Will Lucy believe me 7 Will 

Eutrr Smart, l. 1 e. 

Ha, Smart! Well— well 1 You— baffled Sir Geoffrey 7 
Smart. He was out. 

WiL. And you gave the young lady my letter 1 
Smart. Hist I my Lord, it so affected her — that — here she comes. 

[Exit Smart, r. 1 b. 
Enter Lucy, l. 1 e. 

Lucy. Oh, my Lord, is this true 1 Can it be 1 A mother lives ! Do 
you wonder that I forget all else 7 — that 1 am here — and with but one 
prayer, lead me to that mother ! She says, too, she has been slandered 
— blesses me — that my heart defended her. but — l^ut — this is no snare — 
you do not deceive me 1 

WiL. Deceive you ! Oh, Lucy — I have a sister m^^self at the hearth 
of my father. 

LuoY. Forgive me — ^lead on — quick, quick — oh, mother, mother ! 

[Exeunt Lucy and Wjlmot, r. 1 b. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—Old Mill near the Tlwmes. 

Enter Hardman, l. 1 e. 

Hard. The dispatch to the Pretender, {opening it) Ho ! Wilmot is in 
my power ; here ends his rivalry. The Duke's life, too, in exchange 
for the Memoir ! No! Fear is not his weak point ; but can this hanirh- 
tiest of men ever yield such memorials ? Even admit the base lie of his 
brother 1 Still her story lias that which may touch him. Since I have 
seen her, I feel sure of her innocence. The Duke comes ; now all de- 
pends on my chance to hit the right side of a character. 

Enter Duke of Middlesex, r. 1 e. 

DvKB. Lord Loftns not here yet ! Strange I 

Hard. My Lord Duke— forgive this intrusion ! 

DuKB (aside). T'other man I met at Lord Wilmot's. (aloud) Sir, your 
servant ; I'm somewhat in haste. 

Hard. Still I presume to delay your Grace, for it is on a question of 
honor. 

Duke. Honor 1 that goes before all ! Sir, my time is your own. 

Hard Your Grace is the head of a house whose fame is a part of our 

* A play upon words plagiarised from Farqahar. The render mnst regret that 
the author had not the courage to plagiarise more from Farquhar. 
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liistory ; it is therefore that I speak to }'ou boklly, 6ince it may be that 
wrongs were inflicted by one of its members 

DuKR. How, sir ! 

Hard. As.sured that if so (and should it be still in your p)>wer\ your 
GrdCe wi!l frankly repair them, as a duty you took with the ermine and 
coronet. 

DuKB. You speak well, sir. (asi'd^) Very much like a j2[entleman ! 

Hard. Your Grace had n brother, Lord Henry de Mowbray. 

Duke. Ah ! Sir, to ti»e point. 

Hard. At once, my Lonl Duke. Mnny years ago a duel took place 
between Lord Henry and Sir Geoflfrey Moiiand — your Grace knows the 
cause. 

Duke. Hem ! yes ; a lady — who — who 

Hard. Was bani.^hed her husband's home and her infant*s cradle on 
account of suspicions based, my Lord Duke, on — what your Grace can- 
not wonder that the husband believed — the word of a Mowbray 1 

DuKB {ffsi'de), WWiuul {aloud) But what became of the husband, never 
since heard of ? He 

Hard. Fled abroad from men's ton^^iies and dishonor. He did not 
return to his native Innd till he had changed for another the name that 
a Mowbray had blighted. Unhappy man ! he still lives. 

DuKR. And the lady— the lady 

Hahd. Before tlip duel had t'ene to the house of her father,, who was 
forced that very day to fly the country. His life was in danger. " 

DuKR. How ? 

Hard. He was loyal to the Stuarts, and — a i)lot was discovered. 

DuKR. Brave, noble gentleman ! Go on, sir. 

Hard. Her other lies wrenched from her, his daunhtor went with him 
into exile — his stay, his hope, his all. His lands were conflscated. She 
was hiah-born ; she worked for a father's bread. Conceive yourself, 
my Lord Dnke, in the place of that father — loyal and penniless; noble ;^ 
proscribed ; dependent on tho toils of a daughter; and that daughter's 
name sullied bv 

Ddkr A word ? 

Hard. From the son of that house to which all the chivalry of Eng- 
land looked for example. 

Duke. [imde). Oh, Heaven ! can ir.y glory thus be turned to my 
shame ? {aloud) But they said she had died, sir. 

Hard. When her father had gone to the j>rave, she herself spread or 
sanctioned that rumor — for she resolved to die to the world. She en- 
tered a convent, prepared to taKe the noviciate — when she suddenly 
learned that a person had been inquii ing for her at Paris, who 8tate4l 
that Lord Henry de Mowbray had left behind him a Memoir 

DuKR. Ah I 

Hard. Which acquits her. She learned, loo, the clue to her husband 
— resolved to come hither -arrived six days since. No ]>roof of her 
innocence save those for which 1 now appt^al to your Grace ! 

Duke {nside) . pride, be my succor ! [aloud^ haughtily) Appeal to me, 
sir — and wherefore ? 

Hard. The sole evi<lenee alleged against this lady are the fact of a 
letter sent from herself to Lord Henry, and the boast of a man now no 
more. She asserts that that letter would establish her innocence. She 
l)elieves that, on his deathbed, your brother retracted his boast, and 
that the Memoir he left, will atte-t to its falsehood. 

DuKR. Asserts — believes! — goon — go on. 

Hard No. my Lord Duke, I have done. I know that that letter, 
that Memoir exists; that they are now in your hands. If her aasertion 
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be .alse — if tliey prove not her innocence — a word, nay, a sign, from the 
chief of a house so renowned for its honor, suffices. I take my leave, 
and condemn her. But if her story be true, you huYe heard the last 
chance of a wife and a mother to be restored to the husband she loves 
and forgives, lo the child who has grown into womanhood remote from 
her care ; and these blessings I pledged her by my faith to obtain if 
that letter, that Memoir, should prove that the bo.;st was 

Duke. A lie, sir, a lie, a black lie ! — the cowanl's worst crime — a lie 
on the fair name of a woman ! Sir, this heat, perhaps, is unseemly ; 
thus to brand my own brother ! But if we, the peei-s of England, and 
the representatives of her gentlemen, can hear, can think, of vile things 
done, whoever the doer, with calm pulse and cold heart — perish our 
titles ; where would be the use of a Duke 1 

Hard, {atide). A very bright side of his character. 

DuKR. Sir, you are right. Tl.e Memoir you speak of is in my hands, 
and with it, Lady Morl'and's own letter. Much in that Memoir relates 
to myself; and so galls all the pride I am snid to possess, that not te!i 
minutes since methought I had rathor my duchy were forfeit than have 
exposed its contents to the pity or lauizh of a stranger. I think no more 
of myself. A woman has appealed for her name to mine honor as a 
man. Now, sir, your commands. 

Hard. No passagejs needed, save that which acquits Lady Morland. 
Let the Memoir stdl rest in your hands. Condescend but to bring it 
forthwith to my house ; and may I hope that my Lord Loftus may ac- 
company you — there is an affair of moment on which I would speak to 
you both. 

DuKB. Your address, sir. (Hardman gives hhn card) I will but return 
home for the documents and proceed at once lo j'our house. Hurry 
not; I will wait. Allow me* to take your hand, sir. You know how to 
speak to the heart of a gentleman. [Exit, r. 1 c. 

Hard. Yet how ignorant we are of men's hearts till we see them 
lit up by a passion ! This noble has made what is }ionor so clear to my 
eyes. Let me pause — let me think — let me choose ! I feel as if I stood 
at the crisis of life. 

Enter Softhead, l. 1 e. 

• 

Soft, {^aaule). What have I seen ? "Where so? Whom consult? {tees 
Hardmax) Oh, Mr. Hardman ! You're a friend of Lord Wilmot's, of 
Sir Geotfrey's, of Lucy's ? 

Hard. Speak — quick — to the purpose. 

Soft. On my way to Sir Geoffrey's, I passed by a house of the m'^st 
villainous character, [aside] I dare not say how Wilmot himself has de- 
scribed it. (aloud^ earnestly) Oh, Mr, you know Wilmot! you know his 
sentiments on marriage. I saw Wilmot and Lucy Thornside enter thai 
infamous house — Deadman's Lane ! 

Hard, {aside). Deadman's Lane? He takes her to the arms of her 
mother ! forestalls ray own plan, will reap my reward. Have I schemed, 
then, for him ? — No, by yon heavens ! 

Soft. I ran on to Sir Geoffrey's — he was out. 

Hard. [wIw has been writing in his tablets, tears out a page) Take this to 
Justice Kite's, hard by ; he will send two special officers, placed at the 
door, Deadman's Lane, to wait my instructions. They must SLO instantly 
— arrive as soon as myself Thea hasten to Mr. Easy's ; Sir Geoffrey ia 
there. Break your news with precaution, and bring him straight to 
that house. Leave the rest to my care. Away with you, quick. 



48 NOT 80 BID AS WE 8EEX. [aCT Y. 

Soft. I know be will kill lue ! But I'm right. And when Vm right 
— Dimidum meco! [Exit^ b. 1 b. 

Hard. Ho ! lio ! It is war ! My choice is made. I am armed at all 
points, and strike for the victory. [Bxit^ L. 1 b. 

SCENE II. — Aparlment in the houses Deadinan*t Lane. 

LucT and Lady Ellixob discovered sUated r. of tables Wilmot l. 

Ladt £. And yon believe me? Dear child — this indeed is happiness. 
Ah ! If your cruel father 

Lucy. Hush — he will believe you. too. 

Ladt E. No; I could not venture into his presence without the proof 
that he had wronaed me. 

WiL. (rising). Oh, that I had known before what interest you had in 
this Memoir I — how can I recover it from the Duke 1 

Lucy {rising and approaching him). You will— you must — dear— dear 
Lord WihiiOt — ^you have restored me to my mother; restore my mother 
to her home, {clasps his hand.) 

WiL. Ah — and this hand — would you withdraw it then 1 

LucT. Never from him who reunites my parents. 

Lady E. {rising). Ha ' — a voice without — steps ! 

WiL. If it should be Sir Geoffrey — in some rash violence he might — 
Retire— quick — quick. 

[Exeunt Lady Ellinor and Lucy in the inner room, 

Enter Hardma.v, l. 8 e. 

Hard. Alone ! Where is Lucy, my Lord ? 

WiL. In the next room with 

Hard. Her mother ? 

WiL. What! you know? 

Hard. I know that between us two there is a strife, and I am come 
to decide it ; you love Lucy Thoruside 

WiL. Well ! I told you so. 

Hard. You told it my Lord, to a rival. Ay, smile. You have 
wealth, rank, fashion, and wit ; I have none of the.>e, and I need them 
not. But I say to you, {taking out watch and looking at it) that ere the 
hand on this dial moves to that near point in time, your love will be 
hopeless and your suit be withdrawn. 

Wiu The man's mad. Unless, sir, you wish me to believe that my 
life hangs on your sword, I cannot quite comprehend why my love 
should go by your watch. 

Haicd. I command you, Lord Wilmot, to change this tone of levity ; 
I command it in the name of a life which, I think, you prize more thau 
your own — a life that is now in my hands. You told me to sound your 
father. I have not done so — I have detected 

VViL. Detected 1 Hold, sir! that word implies crime 

Hard. Ay, the crime of the great. History calls it Zeal Law styles 
it Hiou TuzABOx. 

WiL. What do I hear 7 Heavens ! — my father ! Sir, your word is no 
proof 7 

Hard. But this is 1 {producing the Requisition to the Pretender) 'Tis 
high treason, conspiring to levy arm^s against the Kini on the throne — 
hero calle<l the Usuri>er. High tieason to promise to greet with banner 
und trump a pretender — here called James the Third. Such is the 
purport of the paper I hold — and here is the name of your father. 
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WiL. (aside), Botb are armed and alone, (lockt the ouUr door by which h$ 
U lianding.) 

Hard, [atide). So, I (^uess hi^ intentioD. (erostes to r., and optm ih$ 
window and looks out) Qood, the officers are come. 

WiL. What the law calls high treason I know not ; j^hat the honest 
call treason I know. Traitor, thou who hast used the confidence of a 
sun against the life of a father, thou shalt not quit these walls with that 
life in thy grasp — yield the proof thou hast plundered or forged, {seieti 
him.) 

Hard. *St! the officers of justice are below; loose thine hold, or the 
life thou demnndest falls from these hands into theirs. 

WiL. (reeoUuig). Foiled ! Foiled ! How act ! what do ] And thy 
Honset yon bloodhound on thy track. my father ! Sir, you are ray 
rival ; I guess the terms yon now cume to impose ! 

Habd. I impose no terms. What needs the demand 1 Have you an 
option 1 I think better of 3'ou. We both love the same woman ; I 
have loved her a year, you a week ; you have her father's dislike, I his 
consent. One must yiisld — why should 1 1 Ru le son of the people 
though I be, why must I be^thrust from tl:e sunshine because you cross 
my path as the fair and the high-born 1 What have I owed to your or- 
der or you 1 

WiL. To mc, sir 1 Well, if to me you owed some slight favor, I 
should scorn at this moment to speak it. 

H^RO I owe favor, the slightest, to no roan ; 'tis my boast. Listen 
still, I schemed to save your father, not to iigure. Had you rather this 
scroll had fallen into the hands of a spy 7 And now, if I place it in 
yours— save your name from attainder, your fortunes from confiscation, 
your father from the axe of the headsman — why should I ask terms 1 
Would it be possible for you to say, " Sir, 1 thank you ; and in return I 
would do my best to rob your life of the woman you love, and whom 1 
have just known a week 1" Could you, peer's son, and gentleman, thus 
reply -*-when, if I know aught of this grand people of England, not a 
mechanic who walks thro' yon streets, from the loom to the hovel, but 
what would cry " Shame !" on such answer '{ 

WiL. Sir, I cannot argue with, I cannot rival the man who has my 
father's life at his will, whether to offer it as a barter, or to yield it as a 
boon. Either way, rivalry between us is henceforth impossible. Fear 
mine no more ! Qlve roe the scroll — I deparL 

Hakd. {aside). His manliness moves me! (aloud) Nay, let me pray 
your permission to give it myself to your father, and with such words as 
will save him, and others whose names are hereto attached, from such 
I)en1ous hazards in future. , 

WiL. In this, too; 1 fear that you leave me no choice; I must trust as 
I may to your honor I but heed well if 

Hard. Menace not ; you doubt, then, my honor ? 

WiL. (with suppressed passion). Plainly, 1 do; our characters differ. I 
had held myself dishonored for ever if our positions had been reversed 
— if I had taken such confidence as was placed in you — concealed the 
rivalry — prepared the scheme— timed the moment — forced the condition 
in the guise of benefit. No, sir, no; that may be talent, it is not honor. 

Hard, (aside). This stings ! scornful fool that he is, not to see that I 
was half relenting. And pow I feel but the foe I How sting asain ? 1 
will summon him back to witness himself my triumph, (aioud) Stny, my 
Lord ! {writing at t/ie table) You doubt that 1 should yield up the docu- 
ment to your father ? Bring him hither at once ! He is now at my 
house with the Duke of Middlesex ; pray them both to come here, aud 
give this note to the Duke, (with a stnile) You will do it, my Lord ? 
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WiL. Ay, indeed — and when my father is safe, I will try to think that 
I wronged you. (aside) And not one parting word to— to— 'Sdeath^ — I 
am unmanned. Show such eiuolion to him — No, no I And if I cannot 
watch oyer tliut gentle life, why, the angels will ! {aloud, at he unloek$ the 
door) I — I go, sir — fulfill the compact ; 1 have paid the price. 

[Exit, L, D. 

Hard. He loves her more than I thoun;ht for. But hhel Does she 
lovo bini ? (ffoes to tJie door at back) Mistress Lucy ! {leadt forth Luct, d.p.) 

Lucy. Lord Wilmot gone ! 

Hard. Nay, speak not of him. If ever he hoped that your father 
could have overcome a repugnance to his suit, he is now compelled to 
resign that hope, and for ever. (Luct turns aside, and wecj)s quicUy) Let 
us speak of your parents — your mother 

Luct. •, yes — my dear malher — I so love her already. 

Hard. You have heard her tale ! Would you restore her, no blot oa 
her nam-v*, to ihe hearth of your father 1 

Lucy. Speak ! — 8|>eak ! — can it be sol 

Hard, ifit cost you some sacrifice { , 

Lucy. Life has none for an object thus holy. 

Hahd. Hear, and decide. It i^i the wish of your father that I sbould 
ask for this hand 

Luct. No!— no! 

Haud. Is the sacrifice so hardl Wait and he.ir the atonement. You 
come from the stolen embrace of a mother ; I will make tiiat mother 
the pride of your homo. You have yearned for the love of a father ; I 
will break down the wall between yourself and his heart — I will dispel 
all the clouds that have darkened his life. 

Luct. You will ? — you will? blessings upon you. 

Hard. Those blessing.^ tiiis hand can confer ! 

Lucy. But — but — the heart — the heart — tfuit doe.s not go with the hand. 

Hard. Later it will. I only pray for a trial. I ask but to conquer 
that heart, not to break it. Vour father will soon be here — every mo- 
ment I expect him. He .comes in the full force of suspicion— deeming 
you lured here by Wilmot— fearing (pardon the vile word) your dis- 
honor. How explain ? You caMnot speak of your tnother till I first 
provj her guiltless. Could they meet till I do, words would pass that 
would make even union hereafter too bitter to her pride as a woman. 
Give mo the power at once to destroy suspicion, remove fear, delay 
other explanations. Let n^e speak — let mo act as your betrothed, your 
accepted. Hark ! voices below — your father comes ! I have no time 
to plead ; excuse what is harsh — seems ungenerous 

Sir Gkop. {witftout, l.). Out of my vay ! — loose my sword 1 

Lucy. Oh, .save my mother ! Let him not see my m'«;her I 

Hard. Grant me this trial — pledse this hand now — retract hereafter 
if you will. Your mother's name — your parents' reunion ! Ay or no ! 
— will you pledge it ? 

Lucy. Can you doubt their child's answer 1 I pledge it! 

Enter Sir Gboffrky, l. d., strujf/lin/ from East, Softhead, and - 

Barbara. 

Sir Geof. Where is he 1 where is this villain 1 let me get at him ! 
What, what! gone 1 {faliinff on U auvmais'q breast) Oh, Hard man I You 
came, yon c ime ! I dare not look at her yet. Is she saved 1 

Hard. Your dauiihter is innocent in thought as in de-d — I speak in 
the name of the rights she has given me ; you permitted me to ask for 
her hand, and here she has pledged it ! 
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Sir Geof. {embracing her). my child 1 my child ! I never called you 
that name before. Did I ? Hush ! I know now that thou art my child 
— know it by my aiiguishr-know it by my joy. Who could wring from 
me tears like theoe but a child ? 

East. But how is it all, Mr. Hardman ? you know everything! That 
fool Softhead, with his cock-and-bull story, frightened us out of our wits. 
Soft. That's the thanks I get ! How is it all, Mr Hardman i 
Sir Geof. Ugh, what go clear ? He came here — he saved her ! My 
child was grateful. Api)roach, Hardman, near, near. Forgive me if 
your c!)ildhood was lonely ; forgive me if you seemed so unfriended. 
Your father made me promise that you should not know the temptations 
that he thought had corrupted himse'.f — ^should not know of my favors, 
to be galled by what he called my suspicions — should not feel the yoke 
of dependence ; — should believe that you forced your own way through 
the world — till it was made. Now it is so. Ah, not in vain did I par- 
don him his wr»ng3 against me ; not in vain fulfill that sad promise 
which gave a smile to his lips in dying; not in vain have I bestowed 
benefits on you. Yon have saved — 1 knosv it — I feel ii — saved from in- 
famy — niv child. 

Lucy. Hush, sir, hush ! {throws herself iuto Barbara's anns.) 
Hard. My father? Benefits 7 You smile, Mr. Easy. What means 
he ? No man on this earth ever bestowed benefits on me I 

East. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 Nay, excuse me ; but when I think that that's 
said by a clever fellow like you — ha! ha ! — ihe jest is too good ; as if 
any one ever drove a coach through this world but what some other one 
built the carriage, or harnessed the horses ! Why, who gave yon the 
education that helped to make you what you are 1 Who slyly paid Ton- 
son, the publisher, to bring out the work that first raised you into no- 
tice y Who sent you the broker with the tale of the South Sea Scheme .' 
From whose purse came the sum that bought your -annuity? Whose 
land does the annuity burthen ? Who told Fleece'em, tlie boroushr 
monger, to offer you a seat in Parliament? Who paid for the election 
that did not cost you a shilling ? — who, but my suspicious, ill-tempered, 
good-hearied friend there ? And you are the son of his fosier-broiher, 
the man who fii*st wro.iged and betrayed him ! 

Soft. And this is the gentleman who knows everybody and evory- 
thini; ? Did not even know his own father 1 La I why, he's been quite 
a take-in ! Ha ! ha ! 
Easy. Ha I ha ! ha ! 

Hard. And all the while I thought I was standing apart fVom others 
— needing none ; served by none ; masterin2 men ; moulding them — 
the man whom my father had wronged went before me with noiseless 
beneficence, and opened my path through the mountain 1 fancied this 
right hand had hewn ! 

Sir Geof. Tut ! I did but level the ground ; till you were strong 
eno' to rise of yourself; 1 did not give you the post that you named with 
so manly a pride ; / did not raise you to the councils of your country as 
the " equal of all !" 

Soft. No ! for that you'll thank Fred. He bribed the Prime Minister 
with his favorite Murillo. He said you wanted the post to win the lady 
you loved. Limidum met - I think you might have told him what lady it 
was. 

Hard. So ! Wilmot ! It needed but this I 

East. Pooh, Mr. Softhead ! Sir Geoffrey would never consent to a 
lord. Quite right. Practical, steady fellow is Mr. Hardman ; and as to 
his father, a disreputable connection— quite rioht not to know him I All 
you want, Geoffrey, is to secure Lucy's happiness. 
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Sir Geof. All ! That, now, is liis charge. 

Habd. I accept it. Bat first I secure yuurs, roy benefactor I This 
house, in which you feared to meet infamy, is the- home of sorrow and 
virtue ; the home of a woman unsullied, but slandered— of her who, Iot- 
ing you still, followed your footsteps ; watched you nisht and day fh>iii 
yon windows; sent you those flowers, the tokens of innocence and 
youth ; in romance, it is true — the romance only known to a woman — the 
romance only known to the pure ! Lord Wilmot is guiltless ! lie led 
your child to the arms of a mother. 

Sir Geof. Silence him! — silence him ! — ^*tis a snare ! I retract! He 
shall not have this girl t Her house 1 Do I breathe the same air as the 
woman so loved and so faithless 7 

LrcY. Pity, for my mother I No, no ; justice for her ! Pity for yourself 
and for me ! 

Sill Geof. Come away, or you shall not be my child, V\\ disown you. 
That man speaks 

Enter Wilmot, Duke, with portfolio and papen, and Loan Loftub, l. d. 

Habo. I speak, and I prove, (to t/ie Duke) The Memoirs, {planting 
over them) Here is the very letter that the menial informed you your 
wife sent to Lord Henry. Read it, and judge if such scorn would not 
izoad such a man to revenge. What revenge could he wield 1 Why, a 
boast ! 

8iR Geof. {reading). The date of tlie very day that he boasted. Ha, 
brave words ! proud heart! I suspect! — ( suspect I 

Hard. Lord Henry's confession. It was writ on his deathbed. 

LoF. *Tis his hand. I attest it. 

D(7KE. I, too, John, Duke of Middlesex. 

Sib Geof. {who has been reading the confeMion^. Hoaven forgive me 1 
Can ihe f The flowers ; the fis;urcs ; tiie — How blind I've been ! Where 
i^ she 7 where is she t Yuu faid she was here I (Lady Eluxor appears mi 
D. F.) Ellinor ! Ellinor I to my arms — to my hoari — 0, my wife I Par- 
i.on ! Pardon ! {embraeifig her rapturouslg.) 

Lady E. Nay, all was forj^iven when I once more embraced our child. 

Haed. (fo LoFTUS and Dukk). My Lord, destroy this Requisition ! 
When you signed it, yuu doubtless believed that the Prince you would 
serve was of the CImrch of your Protestant tnthersi You are safe 
evermore ; for your honor is freed. The Prince has retired to Rome, 
and abjured your faith. I will convince you of this later. (Dukb and 
Softhead continue to shun each other with mutual apprehension.) 

East (/o Wilmot). Glad to find you are not so bad a^i you seemed, 
my Lord; and now that Lucy is ensage^l to Mr. Hardman 

WiL. Enangcd already ! {aside) So ! he asked me here to insult me 
with his triumph ! (aloud) Well ! 

Hard. Lucy, your parents are united — my promise fulfilled ; permit 
me — {takes her hand) Sir Geoffrey, the son of him who so wronaed you, 
and whose wiouf^s you pardoned, now reminds you, that he is entrusted 
with the charge to ensure the happiness of your child ! Behold the man 
of her choice, and take from his presence your own cure of distrust. 
With his faults on the surface, and with no fault th.nt is worse than that 
of concealing his virtues; — Here she loves anJ is loved I And thus \ 
discharge the trust, and ensure the happiness ! (iakts Lucy's hand and 
places it in Wilmots.) 

Sir Grof. Howl 

Ladt E. It is true — do you not read in her blusli the secret of her 
heart ? 
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WiL. How can I nccept at the price of 

Hard. Hush ! For the tliird time to-dny. you have but cue optioo. 
You cannot affect to be generous to nie at the cost of a heart all your 
own Take your ri^ht. Come, my Lard, lest i tell all the world how 
you bribed the Primi) Minister. 

Soft, (who has taken East aside). But, indeed, Mr. Easy, I reform ; 
I repent. Mr. Hardman will have a bride in the country — let me liave 
a bride in the city. After all, I watt not such a very bad monster. 

East. PooU I Won^t hear of it ! Want to marry only just to mimic 
my Lord. 

B"AR. Dear Lord Wilmot; do say a good word for us. 

East. No, sir ; no ! Your head's been turned by a lord. 

WiL. Not the first man whose head has been turned by a lord, with 
the help of the Duke of Burgundy — eh, Mr. Easy 1 I U just appeal to 
Sir Geoffrey. 

East. No — no— hold your tongue, my Lord. 

WiL. And y( u insisted upon giving your daughter to Mr. Softhead ; 
forced her u])oii him. 

East. I— nevei ! When 1 

WiL. Last night, when you were chaired member for the City of 
London. I'll just explain (he case to Sir Geoffrey 

East. Confound it — hold — hold ! You like this young reprobate, 
Barbara ? 

Bar. Dear papa, his health is so delicate. I should like to take care 
of iiim. 

East. There go, and take care of each other, ila ! ha ! I suppose 
it ii all for the best. 

DaiCB takes forthf and puts on^ his spectades ; examines Softhead curiously 

— is convinced that he is human, approaehes, ahd offers his hand, which 

SoPTUEAD, emboldened by Baubara, though not without misgivings, 

accepts — the Dukb shakes his hand — does the same with Barbara, and 

passes to the left where Lord ItOFTVS Jotns him, 

A great deal of dry stuff, called philosophy, is written about life. But 
tlie ^rand thing is to take it coolly, and have a good-humored indul- 



gence 

WiL. For the force of example, Mr. Easy, {bowing to him.) 

Soft. Hal ha! ha! 
' WiL. For the follies of fashion, and the crimes of monsters like my- 
self, and that terrible Softhead! 

Sue Geof. Ha! ha! 

Hard. You see, my dear Wilmot, many sides to a character ! 

WiL. Plague on it, yes ! But get at them all, and we're not so bad 
as we seem 

Soft. No, Fred, not quite so bad. 

WiL. Taking us as we stand — Altoobthsr I 

Position of Characters, 

Wilmot and Luct. Hardmax. Softubad and Barbara. 

Sia Geoffbet and Ladt Ellinor. East. Dokb and Lord Loft(78. 

CURTAIN, 
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"DAYID FALLEN IS DEAD!'^ 

OR, A JvKY TO THE PLAY. 

{ah after scene by way of an epilogue. ) 
(Intended to have been spoken by the Original AnuUeur Performers,) 



SCENE. — Wilmot'a ApartmetU, Wilxot, Sib Qboffret, SorrnBAD, 
£a8Y, and Hakdxax, teated at a table, JFifte, fruits^ etc 

WiL. Pass the wine — what's the uews 1 

East. Funds have risen to-day. 

Sir Qeof. I suspect it will rain. 

Eai«y. Well, I've got in my hay. 

Hakd. David Fallen is dead 1 

Omnes. David Fallen ! 

WiL. Poor fellow! 

Sir Qeof. I should like lo have seen him ! 

Soft. 1 saw him ! So yellow I 

Hard. Your annuity killed him ! 

WiL. How 1— how ? to the iwinL 

Hard. By the shock on his nerve.s — at the sight of a joint. 

A very great genius 

Dasy. I own — now he's dead, 

That a writer more charming 

WiL. Was never worse fed I 

Haud. His country was grateful 

Soft, {nurprii^ed). He looked very shabby ! 

Hard. His bone> 

Soft. You miiiht count them ! 



Hard. Refuse in the Abbey* 

Soft, {after a stare of astonishment). So that is the way that a country is 
grateful ! 

Ere his nerve.s grew so weak — if sheM sent hhn a plateful. 
Easy {hastily producing a long paper). My Tare$ ! 

Your notions are perfectly hateful ! (pause. Evident feeling that 
there's no getting over Mb. East's paper,) 
WiL Pope's epigram stung him. 

Hard. Yes, Pope has a sting. 

WiL But who writes the epitaph 7 

IIakd. Pope ; a sweet thing 1 

WiL. 'Oad, if I were an author, I'd rather, instead, 

Have the epitaph living — the epij^ram dead'. 

If Po|>e had but just reconsidered that matter. 

Poor David 

Soft. Had gone lo the Abbey much fatter ! 

Easy. He was rather a scamp ! 

WiL. Put yourself in hi.s place. 
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East {horror-itruek). Heaven forbhl ! 

HIrd. Let us deem bim the LaRt of n Rnce ! 

Siu Qeof. Bui the race that succeeds may liave Jittle more pelf. 
Hard. Ay ; and trials as sharp. Tm an autlior myself. 

But the remedy 1 Wherefore shouhl auihor^i uot build 

East. Aii almshouse ? 

Hard. No, merchant, their own noble guild ! 

Some fortress for youth in the battle for fame ; 

Some shelter that Age is not humbled to claim ; 

Some roof from the storm for the Pilgrim of Knowledge. 
WiL. Not unlike what our ancestors meant by — a College; 

Where teacher and student alike the subscriber, 

Untaxing the Patron 

East. The State- 



Hard. Or the briber 

WiL. The son of proud Learning shall knock at the door 

And cry Thin* is rich, and not whine Thatf is poor. 
Hard. Oh right! For these men govern earth from their graves — 

Shall the dead bo as kings, and the living as slaves 1 
Easy. It is all their own fault — they ao slave one another ; 

Not a son of proud Learning but knocks — down his brother I 
WiL. Yes ! other Tocations, from Thames to the Border, 

Have some esprit de corps^ and some pride in iheir order ; 

Lawyers, soldiers, and doctors, if quarrels do pass, 

Still soften their spite from respect to their class ; 

Why should authors be spitting and scratching like tabbies, 

To leave but dry bones 

Soft. For those grateful cold Abbeys 1 

Hard. Worst side of their character I 

WiL. True to the letter. 

Are their sides, then, so fat, we can't hit on a better ? 
Hard. Why — the sticks in the fable — our Guild bo the tether. 
WiL. Ay ; the thorns are rubbed off when the slicks clinz together. 
Soft, {musingly). I could be — yes— I eouidhe a Pilgrim of Knowledge, 

If you'd change Deadmau's Lane to a snug little Oollene. 
Sir Obof. Ugh ! stuff— it takes money a College to found. 
East. I will head the subscription myself — with a pound. 
Hard. Quite enough from a friend ; for we authors should feel 

We must put our own shoulders like men to the wheel. 

Be thrifty when thriving — take heed of the morrow 

East. And not get in debt 

Sir Geof. Where the deuce could they borrow 1 

Hard. Let us think of a scheme. 

East. He is always so knowing. 

WiL. A scheme ! I hare got one ; the wheel's set a-going I 

A play from one author. 

Hard. With authors for actors 

WiL. And some benefit nights 

Both. For the world's benefactors. 

Sir Gbop. Who'll give you the play ? it will not be worth giving, 

Authors now are so bad ; always are while they're living ! 

East. Ah ! if D.ivid Fallen, great genius, were he 

Omnns. Great genius I 

Haud. a man whom all time shall revere ; 

Soft, {impatiently). But he's dead. * 

• Th« head. t The pocket. 
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Omnes. {lugubriously). He is dead ! 

East. The true Classical School, %\v ! 

Ah ! could he como back I 
WiL. He*U not be such a fool, sir. {taking 

Hardman tuide^ tchitpert.) 

We know of an author. 
Hard, {doubtfully). Ye — s — s, Darid was brighter. 

Omnes. But he s dead I 

Hard. This might do— an a live sort of writer. 

East. Alive ! that looliB bad. 

Soft. Must we take a live man 1 

WiL. To oblige us he'll be, sir — as dead as he can I 
Soft. Alive ; and wUl write, sir ? 
Hard. With pleasure, sir. 

Soft. Pleaturt! 

Hard. With less than your wit, he has more than your leisure. 

Coquettes with the Muse 

Sir Qbof. Lucky dog to afford her I 

WiL. Can we get his good side ? 

Hard. Yes, he's proud of his order. 

WiL. Then he'll do I 

Sir Gsof. As for wit — ^he has books on his shelves. 

Hard. Now the actors 1 

WiL. By Jove, we'll act it ourselves. (Omreb tttjlrti 

surpn'ged into enthunaiiHf tueeeeded by yreat eonstematum.) 
Sir Qbof. Ugh, not 1 1 
Soft. Lord ha' mercy I 

East. A plain, sober, steady— 

WiL. I'll appeal to Sir Geoffrey. There's one caught already ! 

This suspicious old ic night ; to his blind side direct us. 

Hard. Your part is to act 

WiL. True ; and his to suspect os. 

I rely upon you. 
Hard, (looking at hit watch). Me I I have not a minute I 
WiL. If the play has a plot, he is sure to be in it. 

Come, Softhead 1 
Soft. ' I won't. I'll go home to my mother. 

WiL. Pooh I monsters like us always help one another. 
Sir Geof. I susi)ect you will act. 
Soft. Well, I've this consolation — 

Still to imitate one 

Hard. Who defies imitation. 

WiL. Lot the public but favor the plan we have hit on, 

And we'll chair through all London— K>ur Family Briton. 
Sir Gbof. What ? — ^what 1 Look at Easy I He's drunk, or I dream 
East (rising). The toast of the evening — Success to the Sohbxs. 
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2 TIIE DirCHESS I>£ I.A. VATJJERE. 

CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

Theatrf. RttyaU Cuvent Park 7%eatr€, If€W 
Oarden, L»tmhmt i'ork^ May 

Jan. 4, 1837. 13^ 1837. 

Louis the Fourteenth, King of France . .Mr. VANDEivnorF. Mr. Mahon. 

The Duke do Lauzun Mr. W. Fabben. Mr. Chippeitdaxjb. 

The Count dc Gntmraont Mr. PnrrcHAUD. Mr. Nxxsev. 

The Murquia Alphonao do Bragelone 

(Betrothed to Louise de la Valliere)Mr. Macbeadt. Mr. Fbbdsbxoks. 

Bertrand (Armorer to tlie Marquis) Mr. Tilbubt. Mr. Ibhebwood. 

Oentlemnn in Attendunoo Mr. Bdbbkxx. 

First, Second, and Third Courtiers 

Maria Theresa, QueecQ of France Mrs. Abchxb. 

Louise (afterwards Duchem) dc la VallioreMiss Helen Faucit. Miss Ellxh Tbbs. 

Madame de la Vnllierc (her mother) Mi[» W. WE.-iT. Mrs. Wkbatlkzoh. 

Madame de Monteepan (Rival of the 

Duchess, and one of the King'n 

Mirttresses Miss Felham. Mrs. Dubde. 

First, Beoond, and Third Ladies of the 

Court and Maids of Honor to thb 

Queen 

The Lady Abbess (Superioress of the 

Convent of the CarmcliteH) 

Courtiers, Gentleman of the Chamber, Priests, Nuns, Ladies, Maids of Honor, eto. 



TIME IN REPEESENTATION— THREE HOURS AND THIRTY MINUTES. 



SCENE.— The Chateau de la Vallicre somo leagues from Paris ; the Palaces of 
Fontainebleau and Versailles ; and the Convent of the Carmelites in the Tieinitf of 
the Chftteau. 



PERIOD- 1672-1674. 



SCEXERY. 

ACT L^ Scene /.—The Chateau de la Vallidro and Convent of the CarmeUtea In 
the distance. In a slanting direction, l., tlio entrance and a part of the buildings 
of an old Chateau ; the back scene represents woods and vineyards, and through the 
openings a river. The turrets of the Carmelite Convent are seen at the back, b., in 
the disUmce. 

Scetu //.—Armory in the Castle of Bragelone. The flats in the second grooTes 
represent heavy grained stone archways and pillars, upon which appear to be hang- 
ing various pieces of armor and different weapons. 

Scene ///.— Antechamber in the Palace of Fontainebleau. The flats in the sec- 
ond grooves represent the intcn'or of a rich apartment. 

Scene /r.— Gardens of the P.ilace of Fontainebleau. The stage is thrown open to 
the full extent ; the wings represent branches ot trees hung with colored lampe— 
vases of flowers on pedestals are placed, at pleasure, about the stage ; the flats rep- 
resent in perspective a continuation of the gardens, with fountains. In the centre, 
at the upper part of the stage, a large pavilion, with gilded pillars and dome with 
trellis-work. It is made to open out, and when open there is seen inside a figure 
representing the Goddess of Fortune with'an illuminated wheel at her feet— at either 
side of her a gilt vase, over which preside two figures emblematical of Merit and 
Honor. 

ACT II. t Scene /.—Gardens of the Palace of Fontainebleau. The flats in the third 
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grooves represent, in perBpeotive, beautiful gardens, fonntaina, atatnarf, ete. The 
wings in the seeond grooves project some distance on the stage, and are cut repre- 
senuBg slender trees entwining. A mstic bench in a slanting xxwition, u 2 c 

Seen$ 7/.— Cabinet of the King at Fontaineblean. The flats in the fourth grooves 
represent a richly decorated apartment. An antique table, c, far back so as to al- 
low of the next scene closing in— papers and writing materials on the table— chairs 
B. and L. of table. 

Setnt ///.—Cloisters of a CooTent. The flats representing heavy stone walls close 
in on the third grooves. Long windows, through which flashes of lightning are 
seen. 

ACT ///, Scent /.—Antechamber in the Palace of the Duchess de la Yallidre at 
Versailles. The flats in the second grooves represent the interior of a handsome 
apartment. 

Scent //.—Saloon in the King's Palace. The flats in the fourth grooves represent 
a magnifloenUy decorated room. An arched entrance, o., with rich heavy curtains. 
Doors B. 2 ■. and l. 2 k. A richly-gilded table, s., with chess-board and pieces— 
ehairs to match b. and l. of ttble. Another table, l., with writing materials upon 
it, and two ehairs. A candelnbra lighted upon each table. 

Scent ///.—The Gardens of Versailles. The flats as in Act II., Scene I., pUoed 
in the second gfboves. 

Scene /F.— Grand Saloon in the Palace of Versailles. The flats in the fonrth 
grooves re p re sen t a magnifloent apartment ; a large archway, o., beyond which, rep- 
resented in perspective, a suite of apartments of similar style. 

JCT/V.t Scene /.—The Gardens at Versailles. The flats, as in Act IL, Scene L, 
placed in the second grooves. 

<8SMfM //.—Private apartment in the Palace of the Duchess de la VaUidre. A 
liohly-deoorated saloon ; the flats in the fourth grooves. Folding doors o. Door* 
Lb S a. and b. S x. Small gilt tables and chairs b. and l., opposite the doors. 

ACT V,, Scene /.—The Gardens at Versailles. Same as Act IV., Scene L, bat in 
the fhmt grooves. 

Scene //.—The old Chateau de la Vallidre. The same as Act I., Scene I. 

Stxne ///.—Exterior of the Convent of the Carmelites. The flats in the seoond 
grooves represent the Gothic entrance of the Convent. Massive doors, o., partially 
open. Windows illumined b. and l. 

Scene /F.— Interior of the Chapel of the Carmelite Convent. The whole stage is 
thrown open, and r e pr ese nts the pillared and vaulted aisles of a Gothic chapel. In 
the centre at the back appears the altar, with raised steps approaching to it, fitted 
up in a gorgeous manner with figures, etc., lit up with tapers ; ftom the arched roof 
hang down lights ; priests and oOclals walk to snd fro swinging censers. 



FROFERTIES, 



ACT t.^ Soene 1.— Bell to sound for vespers. iSeciie 2.— Long and heayy sirord for 
Bbbtbard ; letter for servant ; bugle. Scene 4.— Various jewels and rieh orna- 
ments, a heavy diamond bracelet ; vases, flowers, and pedestals ; colored lamps. 

A CT //., Soene 1.— Rustic bench ; miniature handsomely set with jewels. Scene 2.— 
An antique table and two chairs ; papers and writing materiiUs. Folded parch- 
ment for the King. Scene 3.— Tolling bell ; trumpet ; thunder : lightning. 

ACT llLf Scene 1.— Two richly-gilded tables and four chairs; chess-lxwid and 
pleoes; two candehibna, lighted; writing materials; letter. Soene 4.— Folded 
parchment for memorial. 

ACT/r.f Scene 1.— Two small gilt tables ; ftmr ehairs ; Ciided scarf for Bbaoilovb ; 
golden goblet and salver. 

ACT r., Scene 1— Bell for vespers; glove for Doeheas. Swim S.— Letter fw Lauo 
SUB. Scene 4.— Organ ; swinging oensers with inoenee ; lights lupeiided Blong 
fbo aitie, and tapers placed on and about the altar. 
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COSTUMES, 
CampiUd txprtuiyfor this Edition from the best Fremdi avikoHtiu, 

Louu.— A richly-embroidered purple relTet looHe waistcoat, or jacket bodf wilkovt 
■leeTee, laatened at the throat and loose downwards ; rich laoe collar, fUllawa 
shirt, sleeres puffed with purple ribbons and finished with laoe ruAes t a short 
skirt of purple Telvet, with embroidery and lace fringed at the bottom ; fall legu 
Kings of black silk ; high-heeled shoes ; bands of purple satin ribbon gartered 
round the knees, with rosettes or drooping ends, and bows or rosettes on shoes. 
Auburn colored hair in long ringlets. A richly-embroidere I sash from the loft 
shoulder to below the right hip, firom which hangs a rich court sword in an al- 
most horizontal position. Broad hat with feathers on either side. The Order 
of Saiitt Esprit on left breant. An embroidered overcloak trimmed with ormiae 
in Act 2, Scene 3, and in Act 5. 

LAVZUN.^hort Telvet coat (any color), with embroidered oufEa, rich laoe miBea nod 
collar, with silk bows. Long curl wig. Hat wide, and partially looped np on 
one side, with feathers. A gold embroidered silk sash from the right ■hoolder 
to low down on the left hip, from which hangs a court sword in an almost hori* 
sontal position. Bilk stocking!* and high-heeled shoes, with large silk bows. An 
overclotfk in Act 2, Scene 3, and in Act 5, Scene 3 and last Scene? 

Ds GsAMUOftT.— A Similar drtms. 

B&AOKLOMB. — Ad 1 : Suit of plain armor, consisting of coat of mail, with half 
sleeves, thigh pieces, and buff leather arm pieces, and leggings and garters with 
buff leather shoes, and spurs ; steel helmet, with visor raided ; sword and c roo s 
belt. Ad 2, Scene 1 : Rich blue velvet coat embroidered wiUi gold both back 
and front and round the cuflls, with large lace ruffles and collar. An nnder-okirt 
of silk. Full and loose half-breeches of silk, fastened at the knee with garteta 
of colored silk and long ends or rosettes. Silk stockings and high-heeled shoea, 
with broad lappets or rosettes of silk. Long curl wig, and hat slightly looped 
up, with fe:ithera. Richly embroidered sash, reaching across to left hipi and 
sword hanging almost horisontally. Ad 4 : A monk's long gown of dark serge* 
fastened round the waist with a band of same material ; black stockings and 
sandals ; cowl to gown, and bnld wig. 

Brrtbamd. — Buff leather jerkin and breeches ; gaiters and high-heeled shoes, laoe 
collar, waist-belt, and short wig. 

GsvTLcxAN.— A loose coat of velvet, embroidered, and reaching to the kneee, wtth 
sleeves embroidered and looped with ribbons ; loose and full half-breedieo* 
stockings, and high-heeled shoes, with lappets or bows : long curl wig. 

CoURTiSRS.— Similar dresses to La uzuN and Braoklokb, but not of such rich de- 
scription. The dresses should be varied, however, by some of them wearing 
silk tights and large deep lace ru£Qes round the knees. The hair in carls; shoe* 
and rosettes; swords. 

PazESTS.— Long and full black gown**, with tight rieeves, over which ars suspended 
lawn robes, fastened at the neck, with Inrge sleeves ; some of them we irin^ 
slightly embroidered or omnmental robes ; silk stockings nnd sandals ; full hair. 

Louxsx.— ^c< 1, Scen^ I : Plain velvet bodice with lace up the front, loose sleeven, 
with muslin under sleeves ; long sweeping skirt. Sleeves and neck trimmed 
with lace ; bracelets and necklace ; hair in curls ; low hat and feathers ; rich 
silk scarf. Scene 4: A handsome velvet bodice with gold embroidery, trimmed 
at neck and sleeves with lace and ribbons ; long skirt of blue silk richly orna- 
mented with gold, embroidery and puffings of 'ribbons; high-heeled shoes and 
rosettes ; hair in curls. Ad 2, Scene 3 : A full cloak thrown over dress and fsa- 
tened at the neck and waist with silk cords. Ad 3, Scene 2 : Rich velvet bodice 
coming down in a peak in front and then sloping off on either side to form a 
train. The skirt portion edged round with puffd of amber silk ; the bodice is 
laced together in front with gold and silver cords ; short sleeves, half way be- 
tween shoulder and elbow, bound round with puft of ribbon, and continued ia 
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loose white under sleeToe of laoe, and xows of lace round the neck ; rich satin 
nnder skirt and train ; high>heeled shoes, and bows; bracelets and necklace; 
hair in long curls ; hat with featber, when needed.* Ad 5, Scene 2 : Similar 
dress to Act 1, Scene 1, with cloak as In Act 2. Scene 3 : Hat and feathers, and 
gloTes. Scene 4 : Rich bridal costume of white sutin bodice, full sleeves, skirt 
and train, trimmed with wreaths of flowers and rosettes round the head ; under 
skirt of white silk ; high-heeled white leather shoes ; followed, in the change, 
by a plain blavk loose robe, with white collar and cu£Eb, and ttfe hair without 
any ornaments. 

Ths Qurriv.— A similar costume to the Ddchbss, but varied in the color and ar^ 
rangement, and more highly ornamented with a greater display of jewelry ; 
high-heeled shoes ; liair in curls. * 

Db MoMTKSPAif.— ▲ similar costume, but varied during the play in each Act, A 
breast knot of colors in Act 3, and in the last Act a light overdoak, hat and 
leathers ; high-heeled shoes ; hair in curls. 

ICaoaxb db xjk Vallisbe.— A full-bodied dark velvet dress, with short sleeves 
trimmed with lace, and lace round the neck ; velvet train, trimmed with rib- 
bons, and under skirt of dark silk ; high-heeled shoen ; fan ; hat and feathers. 

Lai>iss or TBS CouBT asD Maids of Hosos. — Similar dresses in construction and 
arrangement to those previously described, but not of such rich material or so 
highly ornamented. All tho ladies wear long curls, liigh-heeled shoes, and ro- 
settes, and in Ac^ 3 breaKt-knots. 



STOBY OF THE FLAY. 

Bomb years previous to the oommenoement of the play, Madame de la Yallidre 
had been left a widow by the untimely death of the Lord de Vallidxe in one of the 
battles which took place during the campaign between the French and the Dutch. 
One daughter was the only ofl«priog of the marriage, and upon her was bestowed all 
that a mother's care and affection could provide. Beautiful, warm-hearted, and 
loving, it may easily be imagined how great was the treasure the widow possessed, 
and with what fear and trembling she received an intimation that the reigning sov- 
ereign, Louis the XIY;, desired the presence of her daughter at court. Of the state 
of a£Eidrs at the period selected for the incidents of the play, and of the character of 
Louis, a very good idea may be gathered from the *' Remarks ** which will be found 
hereafter. 

Occupying a time-honored chateau, Madame and Louise de la Vallidre were happy 
and contented ; and the latter had the additional happiness of a lover, Alphonse 
Marquis de Bragelone, one of the most noble and gallant knights of the period. 
When quite a stripling, ho had bravely won his spurs, by saving De Vsllidre's stan* 
dard from the grasp of the enemy, and upon another occasion, he threw himself in 
front of the king, and received in his breast a stab, in spite of his coat of mail, which 
would probably have terminated the monnroirs life. Bi'agelone was one who never 
left debts unpaid, and he discharged this by cleaving in two the head of his assailant. 
His courage and skill gained him the friendship of his peers, and combined with his 
handsome and gallant bearing, the love and admiration of the softer sex ; it was 
not long, therefore, before he found great favor in the eyes of the beantiftal Louise 
de la Vallidre. 

True love, it is known, never runs smooth; the king's wish was law, and Louise 
was bound to go to the court. 

The play opens on the evening previous to her departure, when, aooompanied by 
her mother, she is taking a parting view, i>erhaps forever, of the abode of ehildhood, 
youth, and innooenee^naturally, the scene is an afTecting and trying onA ; the mother 

* The design of this dress is taken from an old painting of the Queen, Maria The- 
resa, but it is thonglit proper to adapt it to the Duohesp, she being the co::splcuons 
eharaoter of ih» play. 
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has eveiT faith and confidence in her child ; a firm belief, that bj ifwlinet alM >ri]l 
shrink from wrong; and that the thought of a parent** lore, and the Toloa of a pare 
oonscienoe, will guide I or .taffly through nil temptations, even through tboae at that 
time existing in the gi3«>i«t mid most profiigate court in Europe. I^ooiee tndaliirr 
look wuU after the poor po-isiints, who will miss her in the winter, and her Uide, 
and then comes the gemii of danger— the story of the risions she haa flreqneatly bad 
of roj-altrt lore, and empire. The mother endeavors to eonTinoe her It is mere 
imagination, conjured up by )ier father's stories, who, in her early years, waa always 
instilling into h«>r mind the old knightly faith of France, *' To honor Ood, and lave 
tht king." I^ui^ admits it might be sn, but thinks it strange to have had the dicam 
so often. The arrival of her lover, Bragelone, prevents further diueuasion. He, too, 
has been summoned awny ; not to court, but to the wars, and he reJoiOM that when 
she is gone he will not be left behind, alone to haunt the apota they had ao often 
aought together, and mourn hvr absence day after day. In warm langiiage, he 
relatcK to her the story of his love and its growth — the idolatry of hia pasaioii, and 
points out to her the viwt difference between hia own honeat heart, that never 
wronged a friend or shunned a foe, ond that of the courtiers she will meet, mere 
minioTiH or the king; proud to the humble, servile to the great. With a strangely 
mingled teeling, that she does, and yet she does not, love Bragelone, abe hinds her 
scarf across his coat of mail, and bids him farewell. 

In due course, she reaches the court, where her grace and beauty attraot the admir- 
ation of all, of the king more especially. A letter from her mother, to Bragelone, 
informs him of all this, and he is so proud of her triumph, that be tqwb the king* 
for the favor and praise he h is bestowed upon the idol of his love, ■hall find in him 
henceforward, a tenfold bettor soldier. Telling his joys to the old family armorer, 
Bertrand the faithful retainer is proud, indeed, to learn the Moretof his maater'a 
love, and is half wild with glee, at the prospect of a marriage, and nniaiog upon hIa 
knee an infant likeness of liis young lord. 

(jkMsip and scandal are not long, however, before they attack Louise. The enb- 
jectof her early visions are formed into reality by the gorgeous aoenea surrounding 
her. When first beholding the king's portrait, young, gallant, and handiome aa he 
is, a vague feeling of a wild, romantic fancy for him, not yet ripened into actual knne, 
steals over her, and the passion bt'comcs sttonger when they meet. The eonrtien, 
but more especially, the wily Duke do Lauzun, are pleased with this. AooordIng 
to his viewti, the king trnut have a mistress, and by that miatress he muat mount to 
fame and power. A brilliant fdte which takes place in the gardens of the Fontaino* 
bleau palace, affords him an excellent opportunity of furthering his projecta. In tbo 
confidonco of the king, they converge freely, respecting Lonise ; and in honeyed worde, 
the Duke tells him of the court gossip. Louise approaching, they draw aside, and 
overhear her describe to the 'adies of the court, in the most glowing language^ her 
admiraticm of the king. The ladies retire, to join in the dance, and she ia about to 
follow, when ho intercepts her, and the Duke judiciously slips away. Thoa left 
alone, the king, in passionate language, declares his love. A strong atmggle renda her 
heart : she implores him to unaiy his words, and reminding him that she ia hot n 
poor, simple girl, who, though she loves her king, loves honor more, flies flrom hla 
presence. Iler coyness only increases the intensity of his passion, and another oppor* 
tunity is soon afforded him to further show her the ardor of his love. Amongst the 
varied amusements is one, tlio Temple of Fortune, presided over by Merit and Honor. 
Each person draws a ticket from the vase of Merit, and presenting it to Honor, 
receives in return some article of jewelry which is presented to the preramed object 
of affection. The king draws a raagniflceut diamond bracelet, every eye ia upon him, 
each lady hoping to be the hnppy recipient of the royal favor ; quickly and gallantly 
he clasps it upon the arm of Louise, and *the flwt step towards the path of ain ia 

taken. 

Stringe rumors reach Bragelone, of the sudden advancement of Louise at courl ; 
insinuations are strongly uttered that she is the king's chosen favorite, and although 
the young knight cannot bring himself to believe that it ia needed, he detenninee to 
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•eek her; to wanii adTue, protect, and, if required, to save her. Arriving at Fon- 
taineblean, in strolling through thu gardens, ho euoouuters Lauzun, who relates to 
him the gossip of the court, and throws out brojul hints as to the chastity of Louise. 
Tlie indignation of Bragelone is aroused ; although a rough, stern soldier, taught 
from youth to maintain his woitls by his sword, he restrains himself, and implores 
Lausun to unsay the story ; meeting with a refusal and a repetition, they fight, and 
though Bragelone disarms him, I.e scorns to take his life. They sepanite, but Bra- 
gelone, returning to the spot,4M)mes unexpectedly upon Louise, who is gazing with 
admiration upon a portriiit of tiie king, and breathing his dame in tender accents. 
Bragelone speaks to her with all his fervent love ; he pictures to her in vivid termn, 
the image of what she was, and what he is now led to believe she is. With truo 
indignation, she denies the charge; still he inninnates its truth, tellinj h^r bow 
deeply and devotedly ho loved her, but now that cunfidenoe and hope have fled, his 
heart is crushed, and life hath charms no more. She beseeches him not to be hasty 
in his judgment ; she will fly back to the old chateau and quit the oourt forever. 
Still doubting, ho reminds her that even there the king can reach, and that there is 
only one safe pUoe of shelter left — the bouse of God. In great agony she half-con- 
sents, but urges that she should see the king once more, to tike a last farewell ; Bra- 
gelone reminds her, most touchingly, of the love of her mother, who is then blessing 
Heaven for her birth, but to-morrow may be wishing she were di>ad. The scruples 
of Louise are vanquished by this touching appeal, and she flies with Bragelone. 

At an interview between the king and Lanzun, to whom he is giving the lands and 
lordship of one of the French provinces as a token of his gratitude for the Eeal with 
which the wily courtier serves him, Louis again tells him of the depth of his love for 
Louise : during which, news is brought him of her flight. In a torrent of passion, 
he proclaims that she is, to him, more than his orown, from which not all the arms 
of Europe dare take a single jewel, snd that all who stand between him and her are 
traitors to the throne. 

Louise reaches in safety the Convent of the Carmelites ; but she cannot command 
peace of mind or repose. She feels that she loves the king, though it is guilty so to 
do, and she would not, if she could, be happy and toiget him. Bounds of alarm at 
this moment ring through the building, and the king, accompanied by Lauzun, 
arrives to claim, if needs be, to compel, the return of Louise. Surrounded by 
affrighted nuns, the Lady Abbess reminds him that the walls of the holy buildinit 
are sacred against the power of the strongest monarch. But Louis is not to be 
thwarted, and notwithstanding the threatened curses of tho church of Home, hu 
claims the right to converse with Louise alone ; she has not yet taken tho vows, she 
is a fatherless child over whom, as one of his court-, he lawfully has control, and there- 
fore he commands a private interview. Most reluctantly tho Lady Abbess yields, 
and left alone, he appeals passionately to Louise to retrace her steps. At flrst she 
flrmly resbts his importunities, but his solemn declaration of true, undying, and 
enduring love, which be, the proudest and most imwerful monarch in Europe, offers 
to her un hto knee, are too flattering tributes to her vanity ; she acknowledges her 
love for him and yields, returning to the court to— fall. 

In a brief period, wealth, position, and splendor are bestowed upon Louise : but, 
as so frequently tho case, they bring neither happiness nor friendship. She is raisc>l 
to the rank of a Duchess and soon flnds a powerful rival, in the person of Madame 
do Montespan, one of the maids of honor, a woman of almost equal beauty, but not 
of such genuine tenderness and devotion as Louise. Mudame de Montespan is art- 
ful, intriguing, and ambitious ; and she finds a ready helpmite in L luzun, who has 
assisted her in her schemes on more than one occasion. lie willingly joins his forces, 
as he has not found in the Duchess the friendship und support be had been expect- 
ing to receive from her so soon as she attained a high position. Madame de Mon- 
tespan had once loved Lauznn, she might even love him now, but she loves ambition 
and power more. She needs a guide, but once successful in her schemes, she must 
have no partner; then, with all his hanghty air, t>he will bind him in her charms— > 
she will lead but not be led. 
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An opportuuity too soon occurs to put their schemes Iq motion, and work the 
downfull of tho Duchess. During one of their private hours of cnjoxmeni, over a 
game of chess, the kin^ tells Luuise of sad news he has received, and that buth him- 
self and Frai cc mourn the loss of one uf his bravest subjects, who should har* died 
a marshal had nut de.ith struck so soon. With true and innocent sympathy she 
inquires his name, that she, too, may njuiini his untimely end; and it is in vain she 
endeavors to conceal her emotion, wlien the answer comes, ** Bragclone 1*' 

The king questions her, and she does not attempt to conceal from him that they 
were betrothed in youth ; then flashes across his mind with all the weight of tmtb, 
L.-iuzuii*s iisacrtions, that Louiso loved another, and that it was not tiie king who 
had won her virgin heart. Jealousy, disappointed pride, and anger, are alternately 
aroused : he reproaches her bitterly tor sorrowing over lost virlue; facetting that 
she is plac<Hl next iu rank to ihc latest, but not tho least, of the great Bouiten Moe 
of kings, and he sternly commands her to greet him for the future withsmihn, and 
not wi h tour.-*. Dissembling, however, they separate, she in the belief that the 
storm lias blown over— he, to consult his wily favorite, Lauzun, and with Um na^s- 
tancc of lii« wit and knavery, endeavor to find some new attraction in the plaoe uf 
her whom he had so ardently sought, but of wlioin he now grows weary. 

At this unfortunate moment for the Ditches.*, Madame de Hontespan axriveii, 
and learning that the king has gone off in an^er, quickly perceives the Talne of the 
opportunity fortune has thrown in her way. 'Hicre is a great fdle in preparation, 
and as she serves the queen, ami will consequently meet the king before sunset, she 
suggests that Louise should write to him, and promises herself to phioe the letter in 
his hands. The gentle and unsuspecting Duchess falls into the snare; she teiis 
Madame de Montespan of the discovery of her love for Uragelone, and gives htttlie 
letter to t)ie king, with heart-telt joy, at having found in the hour of trouble so true 
a friend. The clue thus found, Madame de Montespan determines to follow np 
until it leads the Duchess to destruction — hcrdclt to favor, and, perhaps, thethronew 
During the progress of the lOte, the king reveals to Lauzun his fancy for Madame 
de M'intespan, and the wily courtier i>erceiving she is approaching, withdraws so na 
to leave them together. With well asiiumcd diffidence, and dtfceptive modesty of 
demeanor, she pre:H>nts the letter. The king id Kti uck with her beauty, which had 
hitherto ei«caped his notice ; she perceives tho impression she has made, and so art- 
fully constructs her speech, th:it she rouses an ardent passion within him, whioh be 
openly declares. Following up the advantage tiius gained, she rejects his offers, and 
huniedly retreats, thus makin^; him still more anxious to secure a successor to the 
Duchei$5. A further opportunity occurs to contribute to her downfall. A courtier, 
believing in her influence and power with tho king, presents a memorial for a vacant 
appointment as colonel in the royal guards. Louise, however, tells him that merit, 
rather than favor, should obtain the post, and declines to iut4*rfere; not so, however 
with iMadiimc de Montespan who observes the chance, takes the paper and prom- 
ises tho king shall see it and grant the request. In an interview that follows, this 
is achieved, even in the presence of Louise, who sees with grief and anguish, the 
mastery that her rival is assuming. And yet another blow falls. A kuightly tour- 
nament is to be held, at which ench combatant is to wear the colors of the lady he 
now chooses. Louise, in her confiding nature, believes that the king will, as hither; n, 
receive hers ; but when she takes the breust-knot from her bosom, and offers it, his 
turns ftsiJe, and selects one from Madame de Montespan. The Duchess is crushed, 
but the wi y Iviuzun bids her conceal her emotion, and artfully suggests how diflbr- 
ently he would have acted. 

AlS quickly as the Duchess rose to wealth and power, so does Madnme de Montes- 
pan rise. Now is the time for Lauzun to act; he is v^ry poor, his creditors very 
pressing, the DuchcsH is rich and a valuable prize— though a blemish exists, it is 
obscui-e<l by her wealth ; why should he not m irry her ] Warily, and cautiously, he 
mentions the subject to the king, who at fir<«t receives the proposition with ongvr, 
love still lingering in his breast: but ultimately he gives his approval to the suit. 

Madame Do la Valhdre u dead, and the sorrows and sufferings of the Duchess axe 
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increased by the knowledge that she is now alone in the world. A Tisit i:h>m Lau- 
sun gives her a momentary hope of joy ; believing he brings a message from the 
king, but this is soon diupcllcd I j the proffer of Lausun'ii hand. Bowed down by 
grief and shame, there is still some honesty and virtae left, and learning that tlie 
king himself has enooaraged, even wished for the union, she indignantly rejects the 
offer, and bids him, as the king's friend, depart ; not wishing to see him so debased 
OS to be refused by the cast-off mistress of his master. 

Immediately after this interview, Bragelone, whose reported death is untrue, 
arrives in the garb of a Franciscan Friar, and craves an audience of the Dudiess. In 
the course of this interview, he acquaints her with the particulars of her lover's 
supposed death— he depicts the fervency of his affection, and the crushing blow 
that fell upon him when he received the tidings of her fall from virtue. In agony, 
she listens to the story of his suflterings, and he hands her a faded voarf, the one she 
had twined around his coat of mail. An inward, undefined feeling prompts her to 
ask who he is, and he telk her, ** Bragelone's brother," upon which she implores him 
to be a friend to the friendless. This he promises, and further informs her, that as 
a priest, he had engaged to wait until her guilty fame was tarnished, then to seek 
her, and lead her to repentance and atonement. In the deei^est agony she listens to 
the story of her mother's death, which had been hastened by her shame; that on 
her death-bed, in the once joyous home of honor, peace and purity, the mother was 
about to curse, when Bragelone, who attended her whilst life held out, arrested her 
lips, and her dying bi-eath yielded forth a blessing In frantic anguish, the Duchess 
can bear no more, and rushes madly firom the room. Ere Bragelone can depart, the 
king arrives, and the friar boldly reproaches him with his perfidious conduct. Ha 
pictures his greatness, as viewed in the world, and then paints him as he appears 
before an humble minister of Heaven. 

** You are the king who has betray'd his trust— 
Beggar'd a nation, but to bloat a court. 
Been iu men's lives the jNistime to ambition, 
liOOkM but on virtue as the toy for vice ; 
And, lor the first time, from a subject's lips, 
Now learns the name ne leaves to Time and Ood I" 

Angered, as the king is, the friar is undaunted ; more i>owerf ul, more eloquent and 
more impassioned in his language, ho warns him to beware of the consequences of 
his cruelty, voluptuousness, and vice, and leaves him astounded at the truthful, but 
audacious speech. A good draught of wine soon nerves the king for his interview 
with the Duchesa, in which he urges the marria^ with Lauzun. She tells him of 
the refusal, and that she has made another choice, of which he shall bo in due time 
informed ; thus satisfied, he departs. Bragelone returns ; her struggles have been 
great, but the desire for repentance has triumphed, and she agrees to accompany the 
firiar to the Convent of the Carmelites. 

The news of the second flight of the Duchess creates mucli sensation, but Madame 
de Monleipan asserts that a month's fasting and jwnanoe will send her back again. 
Matters have not gone on well with the new mistress and Lauzun ; he is chafed at 
her constant allusions to his love for the Duchess, and she, by his retort^ that it is 
something to love the only woman whom the king had ever honored. She threatens 
to exert her influence, and procure his banishment ; and thus forewarned, he deter- 
mines to increase the coldness with which the king has already begun to look npcm 
his new mistress, observing, with appropriate sarcasm : 

** The war's declared— 'tis clear that one must fall, 
m be polite— the lady to the wall I" 

Upon leaving the palace, Bragelone, still unknown, conducts the Duchess to the 
old thateao, to take a farewell look of the former abode of childhood, purity, and 
happiness. It is too severe a triil, and she swoons in his arms. As he bends over 
and imprints a ki»s upon her lips— 

*' A brother's kiss— it has no guilt; 
Kind Heaven, it has no guilt :" 
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he breathei aloud her name. Slowly reviTing, she heart and rcoogniMt hjm; 1m 
passionately tells her that his last task before death, is to lead her soul to pesM^ 
and on the day that she takes the veil, one more, one last meeting, and then she 
to a convenf, he to a hermit'd cell without. 

The king has under^fone another change ; the coarseness and artfulness of lladaia 
de llonteapan, as oompAred with the gentleness and innocence of the Dwhitm*, hav* 
displeased him, and he sends a letter to Louise full of his old affection : bat it is too 
late, she is iirm in her resolution. He is not, however, to be thwarted thn*, and be 
hurries forward to stop the ceremony, and secure, if possible, her return. 

In the meantime, the tables are shifting between Luuzun and Madame de Moa- 
tespan. He exerts his power and influence with nuocess, and at the very moment 
that she is congratulating heiself uion her agreeable progi*e8a so Car, and agaiu 
threatens Lauxtin, her fall is consummated by his producing a letter ftom the Ung, 
excusing her further attendance at court, und banishing her from Paris. Thus far 
successful, Lauzun hastens to join the king in his effuits to secure the Ducheta. 

Beaching the convent, and forcing their way to the oltnr, through the crowd 
assembled to witness the imposing ceremony, Bragelone stops thto king's advanoo, 
calling upon the priests of Heaven to complete their task, and invoking tlie coxm of 
the Church upoa him who would interfere. Before the ceremony is over, the kiag 
obtains an interview with the Duchess ; in the most humble and imploring langnag*, 
he confesses his errors, and k)eseeches her to return ; renewed love, wealth, poww, 
rank—all shall b>j lavished upon her. Too late ! Her reply is : 

'* For lA>ui8 Heaven was left— and now I leave 
Louis, when teiilold more beloved, for Heaven I** 

The end Is reached. The church claims as her own, the beautiful mistreasof Loaia 
the XIV., King of France ; and the world, with all its glories, pomp, and TfUlities^ 
are forever shut out from the gaze ot—Tlie Ducheu dt la ralli^rtl 



REMAMK8, 



PcBsmMO the plan adopted in the historical play of Richelieu, a brief notiee <^ 
the royal personage who figures so conspicuously in this play, and of the poeation of 
afliairs at the period, will, it is hoped, prove interesting. 

Louis XIII. (who figures in Richelieu), died in 1643, leaving one son, aged tLi% 
years, over whom he appointed a Council of Regency, consisting of his queen, Anne 
of Austria, the Duke of Orleans, Canlinal Mazarin (a staunch disciple of, and rae- 
oessor to, Riohelieu), the Prince of Conde, and others. But immediately after his 
death, the Queen took steps to do away with all her deceased husband's arrange- 
ments ; she procured his will to be cancelled by the Parliament, and assumed the 
supreme authority of government, bestowing, to the surpiise of all, upon Cardinal 
Mazarin, the faithful adherent and follower of Riohelieu, her persevering enemy, 
the office of Prime Minister. 

During this regency, which lasted for a period of nearly eighteen yean, tliere was 
a constant succession of wars, intrigues, and civil dissensions, which were not put an 
end to, and indeed, then only temporarily, until 16G0, when Louis XIV., then twenty- 
two years of age, was married to Maria Theresa, the Infanta of Spain ; and imme- 
diately upon the death of Cardinal Mazarin, in the year following, peraonaUf 
assumed the supreme direction of affairs. From all accounts, he was well qualified 
for the task. He pos.<*eBsed a sound, though not a briPiant intellect ; a firm and 
resolute will ; considerable sagacity and iienetrution ; much aptitude forbusinees; 
industry, and perseverance. Mazarin said of him : ** There is enough in him to 
make four kings and one honest man.** 

Louis imbibed the most extravagant ideas of the nature and extent of the royal 
prerogative. Regarding his authority as delegated immediately from Heaven, he 
strove to concentrate in himself individually, all the powers and functions of govern- 
ment. According to his view, the sovereign was not only the guardian and dispell- 
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wr, bat the fountain and author of all law, anU of all justiee. Hi* fixed prindple 
was, ** The State is myself; ** and the peculiar position in which he found the affairs 
of the kingdom, enabled him almost literally to verify thu* lofty maxim. Never, iu 
the whole history of the world, was there a more complete, nor a more favoruble or 
Buccesaful specimen of absolute irresponsible monarchy than that which ho estab- 
lished. 

During the early years of his reign, Louis lived in habits of unrestrained licen- 
tiousness. He formed an attachment for Maria di Manciui, a niece of Cardinal 
Mazarin; but the wily minister had no faith in the happiness of such a union, 
neither was it suited to his political intrigues and designs, so the young lady waa 
removed from eoart, and the marriage with the Infanta of Spain brought about' 
This union, however, in no way checked the lax principles (.f morality iu Louis ; It 
is doubtful, indeed, if he entertained any re^l affection for hid wife; if he did, he 
did not allow either that feeling, or one uf respect even, to prevent his openly indulg- 
ing iu licentious pursuits. It is recorded, on the best authorities, that his first object 
of serious attachment was Louise de laYallidre, the heroine of this play, who, after 
harlpg borne him two children, retired into a convent. This incident the author 
has. selected fur his subject, and it will be seen how well and truly he depicts the 
eharacter of the king— strictly in keeping with that derived from the best authori- 
ties, as above described. He omits, however, nil mention of the children ; and the 
banishment of Madame de Montespan, as stated in the play, is merely a dramatic 
liberty with truth ; the records refer to nothing of the kind ; on the contnuy, they 
show that immediately upon the retirement of the Duchess de la Vnllidre, Madame 
de Montespan continued to retain the royal affections and became the mother of 
eight children, who were all declared legitimate and intermarried with some of the 
noblest families in the realm. 

In 1678, when forty years of age, Louis became enamored with Fran^ise D'Au- 
bigne, grand-daughter of the great Prutcetantliiitorian, and, who afterwards became 
so celebrated as Madame de Maintenon. She had been recommended to Madame 
de Montespan as governess to her children, in which cap icity the King saw her con- 
stantly, and by degrees she acquired an influence and coutrol over him whioli lasted 
until his death. Amidst all these licentious intrigues, the queen could not have led 
a very happy life ; however, she does not appear to have taken it very much to heart ; 
she lived for twenty-three yean after her marriage, and died in 1683. The year fol- 
lowing, the king was secretly married to Mudame de Maintenon by his confiessor. 
La Chaise, in the presence of the Archbishop of Faiis ; but ihe marriage was never 
acknowledged, in consequence of which, her position at court was rather anomalous 
and equivocal, but her influence over the royal mind iu privste was unbounded, 
extending to all subjects, domestic, political, and religions. 

After a constant succession of intrigues and wars, during which occurred some of 
the greatest and most splendid battles upon record, Louis XIV. c!oeed his career in 
1715, having cousequeutly reigned seventy-two years, the longest period of kingly 
role upon record. 

As a general rule, the flrst dramatic productions of an author, no matter whtt his 
position in the other varied paths of literature miiy be, is seldom, or ever, attended 
with success ; and notwitlistauding the high intellect, cultivation and ability *of the 
eminent writer of the present play, it was no exception to this general rule. In all 
flrst productions, there is almost invariably found a weakness of plot, and a want of 
eonsistency in the arrangement and a crudeness of construction, which oan only be 
overcome by practice and observation, and the opposite of which oannot be bom 
with the genius of the author. 

The story worked out in the Duchess de la ValUdrc is simple, and although it is 
snffleient for an excellent reading play, it is not sufficiently interesting, nor filled 
enough with good foints and situations, to make it an interesting and attractive 
play in a theatrical sense. That this view is a true one, and that the talented 
author himself so felt, is rerifled by his observations in the preface to the succeeding 
production of his pen, the Lady of Lyons, in which, after admitting the comparative 
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failure of the present piece upon the stage, he states that one of his reasons for 
making a second uttemp*^, wtis to see whether certain critics had truly declared that 
it was not in his power to attain the art of dramatic construction and theatrical 
effect. He admits that he felt it was in this that a wiiter accustomed to the narra- 
tive class of composition, had much both to learn and «nlearn, and iicoordinglj, he 
hod directed his chief attention to the development and a careful arrangement of the 
incidents, throwing whatever belonged to ix>etr>' less into the diction and the "felie- 
it J of words," than into the construction of the story, the creation of the characters, 
and the spirit of the prevading sentiment. 

Dut, although thus deficient as a dramatic work, there are unquestionably many 
beauties in the language of the present play, which, as before observed, render it an 
entertaining work for perusal. For instance, in the opening scene, the conversation 
between moiher und daughter; the story of her dreams of ambition, and the inter- 
view between her and her lover, Bragelone, are prettily rendered ; the conversation 
between Bragelone and the armorer, Bertrand, in a subsequent scene, is character- 
istically and well drawn ; and though the part of the armorer is but a small one, it 
is capable of being made a very telling and effective one, and a neat little picture in 
any representation of the piny. The meeting of Bragelone and Louise after her arrival 
at court, and his endeavors to get at the truth of the evil rumors he has heard, is 
also well drawn : but more particularly good is his short speech upon the strength 
and purity of his love. Again, also, is this the case, in the third act, when the king 
discovers the love of Louise for Bragelone, and the meeting between her and the 
latter character. 

But probably the finest written and most effectively drawn portion of the whole 
play, is the scene in the fourth act, between the king and Bragelone, in his character 
of the Franciscan friar, in which, in weli-chosen, eloquent, and powerful language, 
he vehemently upbraids the king for his base conduct, in having raised a maiden to 
a Duchess, to gratify his desires ; liumided, without thought or regret, upon her 
galhint father's memory as a brave and loyal subject; tiimi&ht'd her mother's stain- 
less honor as a mitron, and rendered her home and expiring life desolate: and 

crushed the hopes and anticipated happiness of her aifiinced husbond, who had 
served him wt^ll, and saved his life. From this subject, Bngeloue dashes fiercely 
and rapidly into a review of the king's principles, una pictures to him the scenes of 
gayety, fiattery, and licentiousness then surrounding him, and which had so long 
existed, and thoiie which may await him->a scaffold where the palace rises — the uze 
— the headsman — and the victim! It is hardly poiMble fur any writer to toual, 
much less to surptiss th«f beauty and sarcastic keenness of the language here used ; it 
is, mo^t undoubtedly, the most brilliant portion of the pbiy, and' in the hands of a 
fine aclor, must invariably make a hit. Other good portions could be selecttd, but 
it is (he lack of interest and faulty dramatic construction, thiit roars nnd dniuages 
this otherwise fine play. However pleasingly the sp(>eclie8 r(*nd, tliey nie loo prosy 
for the stage: and we do not meet with the noble and beHutiful sentiments expressed 
in the perfectly eloquent and poetical language which mnrk the noble Huthor's sub- 
sequent productions. Nothing in the play will bear conip;<iis<in with the love scenes 
in the Lady of Lyons, or the jealousy and indignation ot De Hanpiut, in Bichelieu. 
One gresit point, however, must not be overlooked. It i.« not often the rase, that in 
selectinff a great historical personage like Louis XIV. for one of the prinoipal char- 
acters in a play, that the author adheres strictly to the authentic records of the 
habits, life, and disposition of that person. In the preset t instance, nothing has 
been omitted, or aught cxavKerated, and the character of Louis** the Great'* is an 
finely paint«^n by the pen of the renowned scholar and pcet, asit ha* been portrayed 
by that uf the Kreut historians, who were contemporaneous with the king. 

If the pliiy were rcduc d to about two-thirds of its present length and aliffbtly rr- 
arrangerl, it would make a very fair acting drama ; but I nm not hwnre of its evrr 
having been pi-iyed in such a way, or in any other shape than in its entirety, as fitsb 

Sroduced in London, when, although it had the grand support ol the eminent tragt- 
ian, Mr. Macready, the beautiful and acrH)mplished Helen Fa licit (as to whom, sre 
the remarks to the Lady of Lyons), Mr. Vandenhoff. and othfr excellent acton^ it 
failed to prove a success. This w>is the case also in New Tork, upon its produoti(»u 
at the Park Theatre, in 1S37. although it was well mounted and well cast, having 
the great actress. Miss Ellen Tree (afterwards Mrs Charles Ke.in), in the part of the 
Duchess. It was this want of suooesa, which induced the author to turn his atten- 
tion directly to a clos'* study of the principles of dramatic construction, and which 
be mastered with progressively, grand, and perfect results, as the undying repu- 
tation of his subsequent plays, the Lady of Lyons, Uichelicu, and Money will prove. 

J. M. K. 
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BILL FOR PROGnAMMES, 
ACT I. 

ScEKB r.— THE CHATEAU DE LA VALLlfeRE AND CONVENT OF 

THE CARMELITES. 

Mother and Daughter — T%e Evening qf Departure for the Court— Story 
qfa Lover — The Scarf of Beauty 

Scene II — VRMOR i' IN THE CASTLE OF BRAGELONE. 

A Faithful Servant — Tales of Heroism and Daring -JVews qf Louise de 
la Valliere*s Arrival at Court—Anticipations of Marriage— An Ar^ 
morer's Joy, 

Scene III.-- APARTMENT IN THE PALACE OF FONTAINE- 

BLEAU. 
Gossip of the Court — A Wily Courtier — Wit and Cunning beat Sword 
and Spear — TTie King must have a Mistress -It must be Louise. 

Sc NK IV.— GARDENS 0? THE PALACE ILLUMINATED FOR A 

ROYAL FKTE. 
T^e King and his Courtiers— 7Vu Monarch caught by the Maid — Scan- 
dal amongst the Ladies of Honor — Rivalry and Jealousy— The King*s 
Declaration of Love — Tlie Wheel qf Fortune— Royal G\fl to Lovite 
— Envy and Consternat'on.' 

ACT II. 

SoKNB I— GARDENS OF THE PALACE OF FONTAINEPLEAU. 

A Lovcr*s Search— The Tale of Scandal— Louiss t? t!i: King's Favorite 
— The Quarrel and the Duel— The Portrait— Unexpected Interrup- 
tion- A Lover s Appeal—" Fly bi/ore you fall ! Mother! Honor! 
Duty! all,call upon thee ere too late "-She yields ! — Flight qf Louise 
and Brugelone. 

Scene IT.— -THE KING'S CABINET AT FONTAINEBLEAU. 

A Noble Gift to the Wily Courtier ^ Lauzun — The King reveals his Love — 
WciDS of Louise* s Flight — Anger of the Kingt and Orders for Pursuit, 

Scene III —CLOISTERS OF A CONVENT. 

Distress qf Louise— The S'gnal qf Alar m— Arrival qf the Kingand Lau- 
zun— The Lady Abbess or the King— Convent or Court— Appeal qf 
Love, and Departure for the Palace once more. 

ACT III. 

;:^0RNR I.—ANTECHAMBER IN THE PALACE OF THE DUCHESS 

DE T A VALLIERE AT VERSAILLES. 

A Rise in Rank but a Fall from Virtue— Louise now a Duchess— The 
Conspiracy— The Wily Courtier and Maid qf Honor — Woman 
against Woman — Hie Compact to the Death ! 

Scene II.— SALOON IN THE KINO'S PALACE. 

A Royal Gameof Chess— Story of the Death of the Bravest Knight in France* 
Bragelone — Agitation of Louise — T/ic King^s Suspicions — The Quarrel 
— Disgrace Approaching— A Rival Mistress and a False Friend— The 
Trap laid— An Unsuspecting Victim — The Fatal Letter, 
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Scene III.— THE GARDENS OF VERSAILLES. 

A Court Serpent - A False Messenyer—The Star of Louise is Falling — The 
King finds a new Mistress. 

ScEXB IV.— GRAND SALOON IX THE PALACE OF VERSAILLES. 

A Royal Gathering — JecUousy begins the Game — Proposal for a KnigJtthf 
Tournament — The Colors of Louise Refused — Triumph of Madame dt 
Montespan^ and Betragal of Louisa. 

ACT IV. 
Scene I.— THE GARDENS AT VERSAILLES. 

Lauzun lays Plans for Marrying the Duchess — She still Loves t\c King — 
His Victim, not his Mistress. 

Scene II.— PRIVATE APARTMENT IN THE PALACE OF THE 

DUCHESS DE LA VALLlflRE. 

Desolation of Louise— A Mother's Death — Lauzun pleads his Suit — Virtue 
not yet Dead — A Rejected Lover — Arrival of a Holy Friar — Interview 
with the Ducliess — Story of Bragelone's Love and Forgiveness— A Mo- 
ther's last words changed from Curses to Blessings-^ Agony of Louise — 
Arrival of the King — Anger at a Monk's Reproaches — The Warniag 
Voice of the Church — ** Beware, Proud King ! Bcicarc !*'—Louiss Con- 
sents to Wed, 

ACT V. 

Scene I.— THE GARDENS AT VERSAILLES. 

Story of the Flight of the Duchess— Lauzun and the King^s new Mistress — 
Reproaches and Revenge — " You^ve played the Knave and Throton away 
the King,*" 

Scene II.— THE OLD CHATEAU DE LA VALLlflRE AND CON- 
VENT OF THE CARMELITES 

A Last Visit to the Jlomj of Childhood and Virtu. ^— The Disclosure — Brag- 
elonc still Lives !-T!ie PriesCs Vows — T.'ic World is Lost, birt the Con- 
vent and the Monastery remain. 

Scene IIL— EXTERIOR OF THE CONVENT OF THE CARMEL- 
ITES. 
•* Ere the Clock strikes Louise takes the Veil ! " — Lauzun and Madame de 

Montespan — Plot against Plot — Banishment of the new Favorite — A 

Woman^s Curse. 

Scene IV.— INTERIOR OF THE CHAPEL OF THE CONVENT. 

Preparation for Taking the Veil — Arrived of the King— A Last Appeal — 
«* Thy Rival Banis/icd, no other Love but Thee ! " — Too late ! Repent- 
ance Triumphs ! T/ie Life of Sin is Ended! The Passage to the Outer 
World forever Closed— A List Farewell, and Heaven claims the Sacri- 

THE DUCHESS J)E LA VALLIERE. 



IFor Stage Directions see page 68.] 
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PROLOGUE. 

To paint the Past, yet in tlie Past portray 
Sach shapes as seem dim prophets of to-day ; — 
To trace, through all the garish streams of art, 
Nature's deep fountain — woman's silent heart ; — 
On the stirr'd surface of the softened mind 
To leave the print of holier truths behind ; — 
And, while through joy or grief — through calm or strife, 
Bound the wild Passiona on the course of life, 
To share the race— yet point the i»roper goal, 
And make the Affections preachers to the soul ; — 
Such is the aim with which a $;audier age 
Now W008 the brief revival of the stage ; — 
Such is the moral, thouah unseen it flows, 
In Lauznn's wiles and soft La VallOre's woes; 
Such the design our Author b jldly drew, 
And, losinr; boldness, now submits to toit. 

Not new to climes where dreamy fable dwells — 
That magic Prospero of tlie Isle of Spells — 
Now first the wanderer treads, with anxious fear. 
The fairy land whose flowers allured him here. 
Dread is the court our alien pleads before ; 
Tour verdict makes his exile from the shore. 
Tet, e'en if banish'd, let him tliink, in pride. 
He trod the path with no unhallowM guide ; 
Chasing the light, whose face, though veilM and dim, 
Perchance a meteor, seemM a star to him, 
Hoping the ray might rest where Truth appears 
Beneath her native well — your smiles and tears. 

When a wide waste, to Law itself unknown, 
Lay that fair world the Drama calls its own ; 
When all might riot on the mines of Thought, 
And Genius starved amidst the wealth it wrought ; 
He who now ventures on the haunted soil 
For nobler laborers won the rights of toil, 
And his the boast — that Fame now rests in ease 
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Beneath tlie shade of her own laurel-trees. 
Yes, if with all the critic on their brow, 
His clienLs once have grown his judges now, 
And watch, like spirits on the Elysian side, 
Their brother ferried o'er the Stygian tide, 
To where, on souls untried, ausierely sit 
(The triple Minos) — Gallery — Boxes — Pit — 
'Twill soothe to think, howe'er the verdict end, 
In every rival he hath s*»rved a friend. 

But well we know, and, Icnowing, we rejoice. 
The mightiest Critic is the public voice. 
Awed, yet resigned, our novice trusts in you, 
Hard to the practised, gentle to the new. 
Whatever the anxious strife of hope and fear, 
He asks no favor — let the stage be clear. 
If from the life his shapes the poet draws, 
In man^s deep breast lie all the critic'i» laws ; 
If not, in vain the nicely-poised design. 
Vain the cold music of the labor'd line, 
Before our eyes, behold the living rules j— 
The scml has instincts wiser than the schools I 
Yours is the great Tribunal of the Heart, 
And touch'd Emotion makes the test of Art. 
Judges august I — the same in every age. 
While Passions weave the sorcery of the Stage — 

« 

While Nature's sympathies are Art's best laws — 
To yon a stranger has referr'd his cause ; — 
If the soft tale he woos the soul to hear 
Bequeaths the moral, while it claims the tear, 
Each gentler thought to faults in others shown 
He calls in court — a pleader for his own ! 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Ttntf — suntei. On the foreground, L., an old chateau ; heifond 
vineyards and uooda which present through their openuige, views of n 
river, reflecting the sunset. At a distance, a , the turrets of the Convent 
of the Carmelices, 

Madamr aiMf Mad rmoibellb db la VALLiiBS enter from chateau. 

Mdlle. pb la v. 'lis our last eve, my mother ! 

Mmb. i>fi LA v. Tbon regrett'st it, 

My own Louise ! albeit the court invites thee— 

A court beside whose glories, dull and dim 

The pomp of Eastern kings, by poets told ; 

A court 

Mdllr. Dk LA v. In which I shall not ree my mot her I 

Nor those old walls, in which, from every stone,. 

Childhood si>eak8 eloquent of happy years ; 

Nor vines an<l woods, which bade roe love the earth. 

Nor yonder spires, which raised that love to God. \the vesper bell 
tolls) 

The vesper bell ! — my mother, when, once more, 

I hear from those gray towers that holy chime, 

May thy child's heart be still as full of heaven, 

And callous to all thoughts of earth, save those 

Which mirror Eden in the face of Home ! 
Mmb. dk LA V. Do I not know thy soul 7 — through every snare 

My gentle dove shall 'scape with spotless plumes. 

Alone in courts, I have no fear for thee ; 

Some natures take from Innocence the lore 

Experience teaches; and their dehcate Wves, 

Like the soft plant, shut out all wrong, and shrink 

From vice by insUnct, as the wise by knowledge ; 

And such is thine I Mp voice thou wilt not hear. 

But Thought shall whisper where my voice would warn, 
, And Conscience be thy mother and thy guide ! 
Mdllb. db la V. Oh, may I merit all thy care, and most 

Thy present trust ! Thou'lt write to me, my mother, 

And tell me of thypelf ; amidst the court 

My childhood's imases shall rise. Be kind 

To the poor cotters in the wood — alas ! 

They'll miss mp- in the winter ! — and my birds 1— 

Thy hand will feed them ? 



^ 
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Mmb. db la V. And that noblo heart 

That loves thee as my daughter should be loved — 

The gallant Bragelonel* — ^should I hear 

Borne tidings Fame forgets — if In the din 

Of camps I leafn thy image makes bis solace, 

Shall I not write of him f 
Mdlle. de la V. (with indifference). His name will breathe 

Of home and friendship— yes ! 
Mmb. db la V. Of naught beside ? 

Mdllb db la V. Nay, why so pressing ! — let me change the tbeme. 

The king — you have seen him — is he, as ihey say, 

So fair — so stately ] 
Mmb. db la V. Ay, In truth, my daughter, 

A king that wins the a we he roiglit command. 

Splendid in peace, and terrible in war ; 

Wise in council — gentle in the bower. 
Mdll«. dr la v. Strange, that so often through mine early dreams 

A royal vision flitted— a proud form, 

Upon whose brow Nature had written "empire;" 

While, on the lip, — love, smiling, wrapped in sunshine 

The charmed world that was its worshipper — 

A form like that which clothed the gods of old, 

•Lured from Olympus by some mortal maid — 

Youthful it seemed — but with ambrosial youth ; 

And beautiful — but half as beauty were 

A garb too earthly for a thing divine — 

Was is not strange, my mother ? 
Mmb. dr la y. A child's fancy, 

Breathed into life by thy brave father's soul. 

He taught thee, in thy cradle yet, to lisp 

Thy sovereign's name in prayer — and still together, 

In thy first infant cieed, were linked the lessons 

*' To honor God and love the king ; " it was 

A part of that old knightly faith of France 

Which made it half religion to be loyal. 
Mdllb. db la V. It might be so. I have preserved the lesson, 

E>n with too weak a reverence — Yet, 'tis strange ! 

A dream so oft renew'd ! 
Mmb. db la. V. Here comes thy lover ! 

Thou wilt not blame him if his lips repeat 

The question mine have asked ? 

Bnier Bragelonb, b. 2 b. 

Alphonso, welcome ! 
Bbagb. My own Louise I — ah ! dare I call thee so y 

War never seemM so welcome ! since we part, 

Since the soft sunshine of thy smiles must fade 

From these dear scenes, it soothes, at least to think 

I shall not linger on the hauntetl si>ot, 

And feel, forlorn amidst the gloom of absence, 

How dark is all once light^ by thine eyes. (Madamb db la 
Vallierb relire% into the chateau,) 
Mdllb. de la V. Can friendship flatter thus— or wouldst thou train 

My ear betimes to learn the courtier's speech 1 

* The author baa, throughout this play, avafled himself of poetical lieeoae to 
give to the n ime of Bragelone the Italian pronunciation, and to aocent tJbe final e. 
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Brage. Louise! Looise! this is oar partins; hour ; 

Me war demands — and thee the court allures. 

In such an hour, the old romance allow'd 

The maid to soften from her coy reserve, 

And lier true knight, from some kind words, to take 

Hope's talisman to battle — Dear Louise ! 

Say, canst thou love me ? 
Mdllb. db la V. Sir — I — love — roethinks 

It is a word that 

Braob. Sounds upon thy lips 

Like " land " upon the mariner's, and speaks 

Of home and rest after a stormy sea. 

Sweet girl, my youth has pass*d in camps ; and war 

Path somewhat scathed my manhood ere my time. 

Our years are scarce well-mated ; the soft spring 

Is thine, and o'er my summer's waning noon 

Grave autumn creeps. Thou say'st " I flatter !" — well 

Love taught me first the golden words in which 

The honest heart still coins its massive ore. 

But fairer words, from falser lips, will soon 

Make my plain courtship rude. Louise 1 thy sire 

Bethroth'd us in thy cliildhood ; I have watch'd thee 

Bud into virgin May, and in thy youth 

Have seem'd to hoard my owu;!,'^ I think of thee! 

And I am youthful still t The passionate prayer — 

The wild idolatry — the purple light 

Bathing the cold earth from a Hebe's urn ; 

Tea, all the soul's divine excess which youth 

Claims as its own, came back when first I loved thee I 

And yet so well I love, that if thy heart 

Recoil from mine — if but one single wish, 

A shade more timid than the fear which ever 

Blends trembling twilight with the starry hope 

Of maiden dreams, would start thee from our union,— > 

Speak, and my suit is tongueless ! 
Mdllb. DB LA y. Oh, my lord! 

If to believe all France's chivalry 

Boasts not a nobler champion — if to feel 

Proud in your friendship, honor'd in your trust — 

If this be love, and I have known no other, . 

Why then 

Braob. Why then, thou lov'st mel 

Mdlle. de la y. {aside). Shall I say it f 

I feel 'twere to deceive him. Is it love ? 

Love, no, it is not love ! (aloud) My noble lord, 

As yet I know, not all mine own weak heart ; 

I would not pain thee, yet would not betray. . 

Legend and song have often painted love, 

And my heart whispers not the love which should be 

The answer to thine own — thou badst best forget me ! 
Braob. Forget! 

Mdllb. db la y. I am not worthy of thee t 
Bbaob. Hold ! 

My soul is less heroic than I deem'd it 

Perchance my passion asks too much fh>m thine 

And would forestall the fruit ere yet the blossom 

Blushes from out the coy and maiden leaves. 
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No ! let me love ; and say, perchance the time 
May come wbe-i thou wilt bid me not forget thee. 
Absence may plead my cause ; it hath some magic ; 
I fear not contrast with the courtier herd ; 
And thou art not Louise if thou art won 
By a smooth outside and a honeyed tongue. 
No ! when thou seest these hunters after power, 
These shadows, minion'd to the royal sun — 
Proud to the humble, servile to the frreat — 
Perchance thou'lt learn how much one honest heart, 
That never wronged a friend or shunn'd a foe — 
How much the old hereditary knighthood, 
Faithful to God, to glory, and to love. 
Outweighs a universe of cringing courtiers ! 
Louise, I ask no more — I bide my time 1 

Se-e»ter tlAJiAUE db laYallieue from the chateau, 

Mmb. db la y. The twilight darkens. Art thou, now, Alphonso, 
Convinced her heart is such as thou wouldst have it? 

Bbaob. U is a heavenly tablet — but my name 
Good angels have not writ there ! 

Mmb. db la y. Nay, as yet, 

Love wears the mask of friendship ; she must love thee. 

Braob. (haif incredulously). Think'st thou so 1 

Mmb. db la y. Ay, be sure ! 

Bbagb. ril think so toa 

(iuma to MaDBMOISBLLB db la yALLIEBX) 

Bright lady of my heart ! [aside) By Heaveu ! 'tis true ! ^ 

The rose grows richer on her cheek, like hues 

That in the silence of the virgin dawn, 

Predict, in blushes, light that glads the earth. 

Her mother spoke aright — ah, yes, she lores me ! 

(ahud) Bright lady of my heart, farewell ! and yet 

Again farewell ! 
Mdllb. db la y. Honor and health be with you ! 

Mmb. db la y. Nay, my Louise, when warriors wend to battle. 

The maid they serve grows half a warrior, too ; 

And does not blush to bind on mailed bosoms 

The banner of her colors. 
Bbaob. Dare I ask it f 

Mdllb. db la y. A soldier's child could never blush, my lord, 

To belt so brave a breast; — and yet — well, wear It {plaeing het 
teat- f around Braoelonb's hauberk.) 
Bbaob. Ah ! add for thy sake. 
Mdllb. db la y. For the sake of one 

Wlio honors worth, and ne'er since Bayard fell, 

Have banners flaunted o'er a knight more true 

To France and Fame ; 

Braob. And love t 

Mdlls. db la y. Nay, bush, my lord; 

I said not that. 
Bbaob. But France and Fame shall say it ! 

Tes, if thou hear'st men speak of Bragelone. 

If proudest chiefs confess he bore him bravely, 

Come life, come death, his glory shall be thine ; 

And all the light it brrowed from thine eyes. 
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Shall i;il(1 thy name. Ah, scorn not (hen to say, 

" He loTod me well ! " How well ! God shield and bless t!)ec ! 

[Exit Bbaoblohb, r. 2 e. 
Mdllb. db la y. (atide). Most worthy loTe! tohif can I love liim not 1 
Mmb. db la V. Peace to his gallant heart ! when next we meet, 

May I have gained a son — and thoa— — - 
Mdllb.. DB la V. {quickly), Mj mother, 

This nitfht let every thought be glTen to ihe^I 

Beautiful scene, farewell — farewell, my home! 

And thou, gray cooYent, whose inspiring chime 

Measures the hours with prayer, that mom and eve 

Life may asc<*nd the ladder of the angels, 

And climb to heaven I Serene retreats, farewell ! 

And now, my mother — ^no 1 some hours must yet 

Pass ere our parting. 
Mmb. db la V. Cheer thee, my Louise ! 

And let us now within ; the dews are falling— 
Mdllb. db la Y. And I forget how ill thy fhime may bear them. 

Pardon ! — within, within I {ttopping shorty and gmtng fondly on 
Madam u db la Vallibbb) Tour hand, dear mother ! 

[BreMHt into chateau, 

SCfth K n.— jIa cid armory^ of the heavff Frrneh Arehitedure preeediny t/te 
time of Fhmoie the FirH^ in the castle of BRAeBLOVB. Bbbtband, th^ 
armorer t employed in pelishiny « swordy enters, l. 1 B. 

Bbr. Thero now I I think this blade will scarcely shame 
My gallant master's hand ; it wbb the weapon, 
So legends say, with which the old Lord Rodolpb 
Slew, by the postern gate, bis hidy's laMHH I 
Ob, we* re a haughty raoe<^we old Frencli lifdai 
Our honor is unrusted bb our steel. 
And, when provoked, as ruthless 1 

£nter Bbaoblohb, b. 1 e,, withotU sword* 

Braob. Ah, old Bertrand ! 

Why, your brave spirit, 'mid these coats of mail 

Grows young again. So ! this, then, is the sword 

You'd have me wear. God wot ! a tranchant blade t 

Not of the modem fashion. 
Bbr. My good lord, 

Yourself are scarcely of the modem fashion. 

They tell me, that to serve one's king for nothing. 

To deem one's country worthier than one's self. 

To hold one's honor not a phrase to swear by — 

They tell me now, all this is out of fashion. 

Come, take the sword, my lord ; (offering it) you have your father's 

Stout arm and lordly heart ; they're out of fashion. 

And yet you keep the one— come, take the other. 
BcAOB. Why, you turn satirist! (takes the sword,) 
Bbr. Satirist! what is that! 

Braob. Satirists, my friend, are men who speak the truth 

That courts may say, they do not know the fashion ! 

Satire on Vice is Wit's revenge on fools 

That slander Yirtuc. (egamines sword) How now ! look ye, Bertrand ! 

Methinks there is a notch here. 
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Bbb. Ah, my lord.I 

I would not grind it out ; — Hwas here the blade 

Clove through the helmet, e'en to the chin, 

Of that irreverent and most scoundrel Dutchman, 

Who stabb'd you through your hauberk-^joints — what time 

You placed your breast before the king. 
B1.A0B. Hence, ever 

Be it believed, tliat, in his hour of need, 

A king's sole safeguard are his subjects' hearts I 

Ha I ha ! good sword ! that was a famous stroke ! 
• TIiou didst brave deeds that day, thou quaint old senrant, 

Though now — thou'rt not the fashion, (hands back ih$ twortL) 
Bbr. Bless that look, 

And that glad laugh ! ihey bring me back the day 

When first old Bertrand arm'd you for the wars, — 

A fair-face<l stripliu!;; yet, besbrew my heart, 

You spurr'd that field before the bearded chins, 

And saved the gallant Lord La Yalli^re's standard, 

And yet you were a stripling then . 
Bk\ob. La Yallidre I 

The very name goes dancing through my veins. 

Bertrand, look round the armory. Is Ihere naught 

I wore that first campaign 1 Nay, nay ! no matter ! 

I wear the name within me. Hark ye, Bertrand I 

We're not so young as then we were ; when next 

We meet, old friend, we both will end our labors. 

And find some nook, amidst yon antique tropiea. 

Wherein to hang this idle mail. 
Brb. Hnzzal , 

The village dames speak truth — my lord will marry 1 

And I shall nurse, in these old wither'd arms, 

Another boy — for France another hero. 

Hal ha ! lam so happy I 
Bbaob. Good old man ! 

Why this looks like my father's hall — since thus 

My father's servants love me. 
Ber. All must love you ! 

Br AGB. All — let me think so. (bugle without, l.) Hark, the impatient bugle ! 

I hear the neigh of my exultant charger, 

Breathing from far the glorious air of war. 

Give me the sword ! {takes it, and girdles it an.) 

Btiter Servant, l. 1b., toith a letter, which he hands to Braoelovk, emd 

exUs, 

\ Her mother's hand — " Louise, 

Arrived at court, writes sadly, and amidst 
The splendor pines for home," — I knew she would I 
My own Louise ! — " speaks much of the king's goodness ; " 
Goodness to her ! — that thought shall give the king 
A tenfold better soldier ! — '* From thy friend, 
Who trusts ere long to hail thee as her son." 
Her son ! — a blessed name. These lines shall be 
My heart's true shield, av.d ward away each weapon. 
He who shall wed Loui«e has conquer'd Fate, 
And smiles at earthly foes, {bugle without, l.) Again the bugle ( 
Give me your hand, old man. My fiery youth 
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Went not to battle with so blithe a soul 

As now burns in me. So ! she pines fur hrtrae — 

I itnew she would — I knew it ! Farewell, Bertrand ! 

[Exit BKAGEiX>NB, L. ] fi. 

Ebb. Oh! there'll ba merry doings in the Ijall 

When my dear lord returns. A merry weddnig! 
And then — and then— oh, such a merry christeuiog! 
How well I fancy his grave, manly foce 
Brightening upon his first born. 

As he is going ^ re-etUtt- Bragelonb. 

Bbaob. Ho, there ! Bertrand I 

One chars^e I had forgot — Be sure they train 
The woodbine richly round the western wing — 
My mother's old apartment Well, man, well! 
Dv> you not hear me 1 

Bbb. Fom, my lord 1 the woodbine ? 

Bragb. Yes ; see it duly done. I know she loTes it ; 
It clambers round her lattice. I would not 
Have on 3 tiling absent she conld miss. Remember. 

[Exit BUAGELONB, L 1 K. 

BgR. And this is he whom warriors call " the Stem !" 
The dove's heart beats beneath that lion breast. 
Pray Heaven his lady may deserve him ! Oh, 
What news for my good dame !— i' faith, I'm glad 
I WIS the first to learn the secret. So, 
This year a wife — ^next year a boy ! I'll teach 
The younff rogue how his father clove the Dutchman 
Down to the chin 1 (chuckling merrQy} Ha, ha 1 old Bertrand now 
Will be of u*e again on winter nights — 
I know he'll be the picture of his father. \Exit Bbrtrand, l. 1 k. 

SCENE III. — An anUchamher in the Palace of Fontaineblcau. 

Enter Lauzun, l. 1 b , and Gbamkont, r. 1 s. 

L\0. Ah, Count, good day ! Were you at court last night 1 
Gbam. Yes ; and the court has grown the richer by 

A young new beauty. 
Lac. So ! her name ? 

Gram. La Yalli^re. 

La0. Ay, I have heard ! a maid of honor 1 
Gram. Yes. 

The women say she's plain. 
Lau. The women? oh, 

The case it is that's plain — she must be lovely. 
G.tAM. The dear, kind gossips of the court declare * 

The pretty novice hath conceived a fancy— 

A wild, romantic, innocent, strange fancy — 

For our young king; a girlish love, like that 

Told of in fairy tales ; she saw his picture, 

Sigh'd to the canvas, murmur'd to the colors, 

And fell in love with carmine and gamboae. 
L.\u. The simple dreamer ! Well, she saw the kinirl 
Gram. And while she saw him, like a rose, when May 

Breathes o'er its bending bloom, she seem'd to shrink 
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Into her modest self, and a low sigh 

Shook blushes (sweetest rose-leaves !; fri'iu her beaaty. 
Lad. You paiut it well. 
Oram. And ever since that hour 

She bears the smiling malice of her comrades 

With an unconscious and an easy sweetness ; 

Am if alike her virtue and hit greatness 

Made love impossible ; so down the stream 

Of purest thought, her heart glides on to danger. 
Lai7. Did Louis note her 7 — Uas he heard the gossip f 
Oram Neither, melhinks ; his Majesty is cold. 

The art of pomp, and not the art of love. 

Tutors his skill — Augustus more than Ovid. 
'^Ai7. The time will come. The king as yet is young, 

Flush'd with the novelty of sway, and fired 

With the great dream uf cutting Dutchmen's throats ; 

A tiresome dream — the poets call it '* Glory." 
Gbah. So much the better — 'tis one rival less ; 

The handsome king would prove a dangerous suitor. 
Lau. Oh, han<; the danger I He must have a mistress ; 

'Tis an essential to a court ; how many 

Favors, one scarcely likes to ask o king. 

One flatters from a king's inamorata ! 

We courtiers fatten on the royal vices ; 

And, while the king lives chaste, he cheats, he robs me 

Of ninety-nine per cent. ! 
Gram. Ha ! ha I Well, duke, 

We meet to-night You join the revels ? 

Tilt then, adieu. 
Lau. Adieu, dear count. [£xit Grammoxt, l. 1 s. 

Tne king 

Must have a mistress; I must lead that mistiess. 

The times are changed — 'twas by the sword and spear. 

Our fathers bought ambition — vulvar butchers I 

But now our wit's our spear — intriuue our armor ; 

The antechamber is our field of battle ; 

And the best hero is — the cleverest rogue i 

[Exit Lauzun, b. 1 B. 

SCENE IV. — Xight — the garden of the Fontain^hleau, brilliantly iUuminated 
with colored lampt — Fountaipt, vanes, and statues in perspective* — ^ 
pavilion in the background — to the right, the Palace of FontainebleaUy iUu- 
minated. Enter Courtiers, Ladies, etc., l. u. e., and Lauzuii, c. A 
dance. 

Enter Louis, b. u. e., foUoiced hj CouaTisBfl, etc. 

Loms. Fair eve and pleasant revels to you aU I 

Ah, duke — a word with you! (Couktibbs give way.) 

Thou hast seen, my Lauzun, 
The new and fairest flowret of our court, 
This youngest of the graces — sweet La Vallidre, 
BIuHhing beneath the world's admiiins eycsl 
Lau. (aside). So. so ! — he's caught ! {ilond) Your Majesty speakfi 
warmly ; 
Your praise is just — and grateful 

The effect of the Boene should be principally made by jets-d'eau, waterfalls, eto. 
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Louis. Grateful ? 

Lau. Ay. 

Know yoa not, Sire, it is the jest, among 

The pretty prattlers of the royal cliaml^r, 

That this youns DIan of the woods has found 

Endymion in a king — a summer dream, 

Bright, but with vestal fancies I Scarcely loTe, 

But that wild interval of hopes and fears 

Through which the child glides, trembling to the woman ? •' 
Louis. Blest thought I Oh« what a picture of delight 

Your words have painted. 
Lau. While we speak, behold, 

Throu^^h yonder alleys, with her sister planets. 

Tour moonlight beauty gleams. 
Louis. 'Tis she— this shade 

Shall hide us— quick ! (entert on* of the hotqueUy* l. 2 B.) 
Lau. {foUowing him). I trust my creditors 

Will grow the merrier from this night*s adventure. 

Enfer Madsmoisblls ds la Yallierb, b. u. b., and Maids op Honor. 

They advance. 

Fibst Maid. How handsome looks the Duke de Ouiche, to-night I 
Sbcobd Maid. Well, to my taste, the graceful Grammont bears 

The bell from all. 
Third Maid. But, then, that charming Lauzun 

Has so much wit. 
First Maid. And which, of all these gallants, 

May please the fair Valli^re most 1 
Mdllb. db la y. In truth, 

I scarcely mark'd them ; when the kins[ is by. 

Who can have eye, or ear, or thought for others 1 
Fibst Maid. You raise your fancies high ! 
Skcohd Maid. And raise them vainly ! 

The kins disdains all love I 
Mdllb. db la Y. ^ Who spoke of love 7 

The sunflower, gazing on the Lord of Heaven, 

Asks but its sun to shine ! Who spoke of love 1 

And who would wish the briglit and lofty Louis 

To stoop from glory 1 Love should not confound 

So great a Rpirit with the herd of men. 

Who spoke of love— 
First Maid. My 'country fHend, yon talk 

Extremely well ; but some young lord will teach you 

To think of Louis less, and more of love. 
Mdllb db la Y. Nay, e'en the very presence of his greatness 

Exalts the heart from each more low temptation. 

He seems to walk the earth as if to raise 

And purify our wandering thoughts, by fixing 

Thought on himself — and she who thinks on Louis 

Shuts out the world, and scorns the name of love I 
First Maid. Wait till you're tired, (mmmt) But hark ! the music chides 
us 

For waiting this most heavenly night so idly. 

Come, let us Join the dancers ! [Exeunt Maids, l. 2 and 8 b. 

* Bosquet ii a anall arbor or shady rstnat. 



26 THB DUOKIBaS DB LA VAUiI^BB. [aOT L 

Ab La Vallikrb fodow^ the Kino tiealt frmn the ^atquetj and taket her 
handj while Ladsun retires in the oppdiite direction, 

Louis. Sweet La Yalli^re ! 

Mdllb. db la y. Ah ! 

Loins. Nay, fair lady, fly not, ere we welcome 

Her who gives night its beauty ! 
Mdllb. dk la V. Sire, i)ennit me ! 

My comrades wait me. 
Loiris. What ! my loveliest subject 

So soon a rebel f Silent ! Well, be route. 

And teach the world the eloquence of blushes. 

.Mdllb. db la Y. I may not listen 

Louis. What if I had set 

Thyself the example 1 What if / had listenM, 

Veil'd by yon friendly boughs, and dared to dream 

That one blest word which spoke of Louis absent 

Might charm his presence, and make nature music ? 
Mdllb. db la Y. Tou did not, Sire ! you cuuld not ! 
Louis. Could not hear thee ! 

Nor pine for these divine, unwitness'd moments, 

To pray thee, dearest lady, to divorce 

No more the thought of love from him who loves thee. 

And — faithful still to glory — swears thy heart 

Unfolds the fairest world a king can conquer I 

Hear me, Louise. 
Mdllb db la Y. No Sire ; forget those words I 

I am not what their foolish meaninsc spoke me, 

But a poor simple girl, who loves her king. 

And honor more. Forget, and do not scorn me ! 

[Exit Madbmoisbllr db la Yallibbb, l. 2 k. 
Louis. Her modest coyness fires me more than all 

Her half unconscious and most virgin love I 

£nter Coubtibrs, Maids of Honob, Ladibs, Gubbts, etc,, l. c. Lausum 
advaneeif Grammont and Montbbpan etitery b. c. 

Well, would the dancers pause awhile ? 
Lau. E'en pleasure 

Wearies at lasL 
Louis. We*ve but to change its aspect 

And it resumes its freshness. Ere the banquet 

Calls us, my friends, we have prepared a game 

To shame the lottery of this life, wherein 

Each prize is neighbor'd by a thousand blanks. 

Methinks it is the duty of a monarch 

To set the balance right, and bid the wheel 

Shower naught but prises on the hearts he loves. 

What ho, there ! with a merry music, raise 

Fortune, to show how Merit conquers Honors I {mueic.) 

The pavilion at the hack of the ttage opene, and discovers the Temple of For- 
tune superbly iUHininated. Fortune ; at her feetf a wheel of light ; at 
either hand^ a golden vase, over each of which presides a figure — the one 
representing Merits the other Honor, 

Louis. Approach, (air dames and gallants ! Aye, as now, 



i, 
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May Fortune smile upon the frieods of Louis ! {the CouBTrBRfl 
and Ladies ffroup around the vaeee. Frotn the one over which 
Merit yresidee thef draw iota, and receive in return from Honor, 
var tout gifts of jewels, etc.) 

Enter Mademoisellb db la Vallibrb, at the back of the stage, and advan^ 

CCS, L. 

Louis {to Mademoisellb db la Vallibbb;. Nay, if yon smile not on 
me, then Ibe scene 

Hatli lost its charm. 
Mdllb. db la v. Oh, Sire, all eyes are on us ! 
Louis. All eyes should learn where homage should be rendered. 
Mdllb. db la V. 1 pray you, Si re 
Lau. Wilt please your Majesty 

To try your fortune ? 
Louis. Fortune ! Sweet La Valli^re, 

I only seek my fortune in thine eyes, (music. Louis draws, an:t 
receives a diamond bracelet. Ladies crowd round ) 
First Ladt. How beautiful ! 

Second Ladt. Each gem is worth a duchy ! 

Third Ladt. Oh, happy she upon whose arm the king 

Will bind the priceless band ! 
Louis {approaching Mademoiselle db la Vallibrb). Permit me, 

lady ! {dasps the bracelet.) 
Lau. Well done— well play'd ! In that droll game caird Woman, 

Diamonds are always trumps for hearta. 
First Ladt. Her hair's 

Too light ! 
Second Ladt. Her walk is so provincial ! 

Thibd Ladt. D*ye think she paints ? 
Lau. Ha, ha ! What euYious eyes. 

What fawning smiles await the king's new mistress ! 



* ACT II. 

SCENE I.— The gardens of the Fontainebleau. 

Enter Braoblone, l. u. b. 

Bbaob. {advancing). Why did we suffer her to seek the court ? 
It is a soil in which the reptile Slander 
Still coils in slime around the fairest flower. 
Can it be true 1 — Strange rumors pierced ray tent 
Coupling her name with — pah — how foul the Ihouf^ht is ! — 
The maid the king loves ! — Fie ! Til not believe it 1 
I left the camp— sped hither ; if she's lost, 
Why then — down--down, base heart ! wouldst thou snspect her ! 
jT^— who shonldst be her shelter from suspicion ? 
But I may warn, advise, protect, and save her — 
Save — 'tis a fearful word ! 

Enter Laueun, r. u. k. 

Lau. Lord Bragelone ! 



^ 
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Methougbt yoar wanior spirit never breathed 

The air of palaces ! No evil tidings, 

I trust, from Dunkirk ? 
Bkaob. No. The Jteur^de-lU 

Rears her white crest unstain'd. Mine own affairs 

Call me to court. 
Lai7. Affiiirs ? I hate the word ; 

It sounds like debts. 
Bbaob. (a$ide\ This courtier may instruct me. 

(aloifd) Our king — lie bears him well ? 
Lav. Oh, bravely, Marquis ; 

Engaged with this new palace of Versailles. 

It costs some forty millions ! 
Bbaob. Ay, the people 

Groan at the burthen. 
Lau. People — what^s the people f 

I never heard that word at court ! The people ! 
Bbaob. I doubt not, duke. The people like the air, 

Is rarely heard, save when it speaks in thunder. 

I pray you grace for that old fashion'd phrase. 

What is the latest news ? 
Lau. His Majesty 

Dines half an hour before Iiis usual time. 

That's the last news at court ! — ^it makes sensation I 
Bbaob. Is there no weightier news ? I heard at Dunkirk 

How the king loved a— loved a certain maiden — 

The brave La Yalli^re's daughter. 
Lau. How, my lord. 

How can you vegelate in such a place ? 

I fancy the next tidings heard at Duukirk 

Will be that— Adam's dead ! 
Braob. The news is old, then ? 

Lau. News ! newe, indeed ! Why, by this time, our lackeys 

Have worn the gossip threadbare. News ! 
Bbaob. The lady 

(She is a soldier's child) hath not yet bartered 

Her birthright for ambition 1 She rejects him ? 

Speak I— She rejects him 1 
Lau. Humph ! 

Bbaob. Oh. duke, I know 

This courtier air — this most significant silence— 

With which your delicate race are wont to lie 

Away all virtue ! Sliame upon your manhood ! 

Speak out, and say Louise La Valli^re lives 

To prove to courts — that woman can be honest I 
Lau. Marquis, you're warm. 
Bbaob. You dare not speak; I knew it! 
Lau. Dare not 1 

Bbaob. Oh, yes, you dare, with hints and smiles 

To darken fame — to ruin the defenceless, 

Blight with a gesture — wither with a sneer ! 

Did I say '^ dare not ?" — No man dares it better ! 
Lau. My lord, these words must pass noi I 
Bbaoe. Duke, forgive me ! 

I am a rough, stem soldier — tanght from youth 

To brave offence, and by the sword alone 

Maintain the license of my speech. Ob, say — 
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Say bat one word^say this poor mait] is s'lDleas, 

And, for her father's nVe— {her father loTed me !) 

I'll kneel to thee for i>ardon ! 
Lau. Good, my lord, 

I know not your interest in this matter ; 

'Tis said tliat Louis loves the fair La Yalli^re ; 

But what of that — good taste is not a crime ! 

'Tis said La Yalli^re does not hate the king ; 

But what of that — it does but prove her — loyal ! 

I know no more. I trust you're satisfied ; 

If not 

Bbaoe. Thou liest! 

Lku, Nay, then, draw! {theff Jlght — after afe^ 

pastee Lauiun is diaarmed. ) 
Braob. (picking up Lauzuk's eword). There, take 

Thy sword. Alas ! each slanderer wears a weapon 

No honest arm can baffle — ihie is edgeless. (Lauzuk receives aword,] 

[Ezit Bbaoblomb, b. u. b. 
Lac7. Pleasant! This coroes, now, of one's condescending 

To talk with men wlio cannot understand 

The tone of good society. Poor fellow ! [£xit Lauzun, b. d. b. 

£nter Madbmoisellb db la Valli^bb, l. u. b. 

Mdllb. db la Y. {advancing to c ). He loves me, then I He loves me I 
Love I wild word ! 
Did I say love ? Dishonor, shame, and crime 
Dwell on the thought! and yetr-saud yet — he loves me ! 

Re-enter BuAQKLOVK. He pauses, She takes out the Ki^o^B picture. 

Mine eafly dreams were prophets ! (Bbaorlonb advances) Steps! 
The king 7 
BaAOB. No, lady; pardon me — a joint mistake ; 

You sought the king — and 1 Louise Li Yallitire ! 
Mdllb. db la Y. Yon here, my lord ! — ^>ou here! 
Braob. There was a maiden 

Fairer than many fair ; but sweet and humble, 

And good anJ spotless, through the vale of lite 

She walk'd, her modest path with bleasuigs strew'd 

(For all men bless'd her) ; from her crystal name. 

Like the breath i' the mirror, even envy passed : 

I sought that maiden at the court ; none knew her. 

May I ask you — where now Louise La Yallidre ? 
Mdllb. Dk la Y. Cruel — nnjust! Ton were my fittiier's friend. 

Dare you speak thus to me 1 
B&AQB. Dare! dare! 'Tis well ! 

You have learnt your state betimes 

Mdllb. db la Y. My state, my lord 1 

I know not by what riglit you thus assume 

The privilege of insult I 
Bkaob. Ay, reproach I 

The harlot's trick — for shame ! Oil, no, your pardon ! 

You are too high for shame ; and so— farewell ! 
Mdllb. db la Y. My lord ! — my lord, in pity — No — in Justice, 

Leave me not thus ! 
Bbaob. Louise ! 



80 THE DUCHESS DE UL VATJiTERE, [aCT H. 

Mdllb. db la V. Have they belied me ? 

Speak, my good lord ! What crime have 1 committed 1 
Bbaob. No crime — at courts ! 'Tis only Heaven and Honor 

That deem it aught but — most admired good fortune ! 

Many, who Rweep in careless pride before 

The shrinking, spotless, timorous La Valli^re, 

Will now fawn round thee, and with beeided knees 

Implore sweet favor of the kins's kind mistress. 

Ha 1 ha ! this is not crime ! Who calls it crime 1 

Do prudes say '* Crime ?" 0.), bribe them, and they'll swear 

Its name is greatness. Crime, indeed ! — ha, ha ! 
MDLLsi DB LA Y. My heart finds words at length ! 'Tis false ! 
Bbaob. *Tis faUe ! 

Why, speak again ! Say once more it is false — 

'T\9 false — again ^ tis false ! 
Mdllb. db la V. Alas ! Tm wretched ! 

Bbaob. No, lady,, no ! not wretched, if not guilty ! (Madbmoisbli.e i>:< 
LA Valliebe, aftei' walking to and fro in great agination, scjtn 
herself on t/ie bench, l., and covers her face with her hands.) 

{aside) Are these the tokens of remorse? No matter! 

I love.l her well! And love is pride, not love, 

If it forsake e*en guilt amidst its sorrows ! 

{aloud) Louise ! Louise ! Si>eak to thy friend, Louise ! 

Thy father's friend — thine own ! 
Mdllb. db la V. This hated court ! 

Why came I hither 7 Wherefore have I cKised 

My heart against its own most pleading dictates ? 

Why clung to virtue, if tbo brand of vice 

Sear my good name \ 
Bbaob. That, when thou pray^st to Heaven, 

Thy soul may ask for comfort — woi forgiveness ! 
Mdllb. db la V. {rising^ eagerly). A blessed thought ! 

I thank thee ! 
Braob. (c). Thou art innocent I 

Thou hast denied the king 1 
Mdllb. db la V. (l. o ) I have denied him. 

Bbaob. Curst be the lies that wrong'd thee !— doubly curst 

The hard, the icy selfishness of soul. 

That, but to pander lo an hour's caprice. 

Blasted that flower of life — fair fame ! Accurst 

The king who ca.sts his purple o'er his vices ! 
Mdllb. db la Y. Hold ! — thou malign'st thy king ! 
Braob. He spared not thee ! 

Mdllb. db la Y. The king — Heaven bless him! 
Bbaor Wouldst thou madden me ? 

Thou !— tNo— thou lov'st him not 7 — thou hid'st not thy face ! 

Woman, thou tremblest! Lord of Hosts, for this 

Hast thou preserved me from the foeman's sword, 

And tl)rou2h the incarnadined and ra$nng seas 

Of war upheld me — ^made both life and soul 

The sleepless priests to that fair idol — Honor 1 

Was it for (his ? 1 loved thee not, Louise, 

As gallants love 1 Thou wert this life's ideal, 

Breiithing through earth the lovely and the holy, 

And clothins; Poetry in human beauty ! 

When in this gloomy world they spoke of sin, 

I thought of thee, and smiled — for thou wert sinless I 
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And when they told me of some diviner act 

That made our uature noble, my heart wbisper'd — 

" So would ba?e done Louise I" — 'Twas thus I loved thee ! 

To lose thee, I can bear it ; but to lose, 

With thee, all hope, all confl lence of viitue — 

This — thU is hard ! Oh ! I am sick of earth ! (paeet to and fro ) 
Mdllb. db la y. Nay, speak not thus — be gentle with me. Come, 

I am not what thou deem'st me, Bragelone ; 

Woman I am, and weak. Support, i^vise me ! 

Forget the lover, but be still the friend. 

Do not desert me — thou ! 
Braob. {stopping suddenly). Thou lov'st the king ! 

Mdllb. db la V. But I can fly from love. 

Braob. Poor child ! And whither ? 

Mdllb. db la V. {appealingly^ laying her handjtpou his arm). Take me to 

the old castle, to my mother ! 
Braob. The king can reach thee there ! 
Mdllb. db la V. He*ll not attempt it ! 

Alas ! in courts, how quickly men forget 1 
Bragb. Not till their, victim hath surrender'd alM 

Hadst thou but yielded, why thou might'st have lived 

Beside his very threshold, safe, unhe^ed ; 

But thus, with all thy bloom of heart unrifled — 

The fortress stormM, not conquer'd — why man's pride, 

If not man's lust, would shut thee from escape ! 

Art thou in earnest — wouldst thou truly fly 

From gorgeous infamy to tranquil honor, 

God's house alone may shelter thee ! 
Mdllb. dk la V. The convent I 

AlaA ! alas ! to meet those eyes no more ! 

Never to hear that voice I 
Braob. {drparting). Enough ! 

Mdllb. db la Y. Yet, stay ! 

ril see him once ! One last farewell — and then — 

Yes, to the convent ! 
Braob. I have done — and yet. 

Ere I depart, {takes off searf and offers it) take back the scarf thou 
gav'st me. 

Then didst " thou honor worth !*' now, gift and giver 

Alike are worthless. 
Mdllb. db la Y. Worthless ! Didst thou hear me? 

Have I not said that — \ — 
Braob. Thou wouldst see the king ! 

Yice first, and virtue after I O'er the marge 

Of the abyss thou tremblest. One step more, 

And from all heaven the angels shall cry. " Lost .''* 

Thou ask*st that single step ! Wouldst thou be saved 1 

Lose not a moment. Come 1 
Mdllb. db la Y. (m great agony). Beside that tree, 

When stars shone soft, he vowed for aye to love me 1 
BuAGB. Think of thy mother ! At this very hour 

She blesses Heaven that thou wert born — the last 

Fair scion of a proud and stainless race. 

To morrow, and thy shame may cast a shade 

Over a hundred 'scutcheons, and thy mother 

Feel thou wert bora that she might long to die ! 

Cornel 
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Mdllb. db la T. I urn ready — take my hand, {iu ths putt oai her hand, 
her ej/efaiit on the bracelet) Away 1 

T%it is his gift ! And shall I leaYe him thus 1 

Not one kind word to break the ehock of parting— 
Braob. And break a mother*8 heart! 
Mdllb db la V. Be still I Thou'rt roan ! 

Thou canst not feel as woman feels ! — her weakness 

Thou canst not sound. Lonis, Heaven protect thee ! 

May fate look on thee witli La Valli^re's eyes! 

Now ( am ready, sit*. Thou'st seen how weak 

Woman is ever where she loves. Xow, learn. 

Proportioned to that weakness is the strength 

With which slie conquers love I Louis ! Louis ! 

Quick I take me hence ! {dasping his arm and bending down her 
head) 
Bragb. {aside). The heart she wrongs hath saved her ! 

And is that all ! — Tlie shelter for mine age — 

The Hope that was the garner for affeckkm — 

The fair and lovely tree, beoatk whose tbmie 

The wearied soMfer tbevght to rest at last, • 

And walcb life's sun go calm and cloudless down, 

0arfliog the day to sleep — all, all lie shatterM I 

No matter, {aloud) I have saved thy soul from sorrow, 

Whose hideous depth thy vision cannot fathom^ 

Joy ! — I have saved thee ! 
Mdllr. db la y. Ah I when last we parted 

I told thee, of thy love I was not worthy. 

Another shall replace me I 
Braoe. {smiling sadly). Hush ! Another ? 

No ! {replacing scarf) See, 1 wear thy colors still ! Though Hope 

Wanes from the plate, the dial still remains, 

And takes no light from stars I I — /am nothing ! 

But thou — Nay, weep not I Yet these tears are honest ; 

Thou hast not lived to make the Past one blot, 

Which life in vain would '^'^eep away ! Poor maiden I 

I could not cheer thee then. Kow, joy ! — I've saved thee ! 
[Exeunt Madbmoisbllb db la Valliebb and Braoblomb. s. u. b. 

SCENE ll.—T/ie Kino's cabinet at Fontainebleau ;^ Table c, covered wit/t 

papers^ the King seated R. of table^ uniting. 

Enter Lauzun, l. 2 b. 

Louis. Lauznn, I .sent for you. Your zeal has served me, 

And I am grateful. There, this order gives you 

The lands and lordship of De Vesci. 
Lau. {advances^ kneels and reeeites the parchtnent). Sire, * 

How shall I thank your goodness 1 
Louis. Hush I — by silence! 

Lau. {rising, aside), A king's forbidden fruit has pretty windfalls I 
Louis. The beautiful Louise ! I never lov3d 

Till now. 

* To some it may be interestio; to remember that this cabiaet, ia whfadi the most 
powerful of tbe Bourbon kinn is represented as rewarding the minbter of his Treas- 
ure, is the same as that in which is yet shown tbe table upon which Napoleon Bona- 
erte (son of a gentleman of Corsica), signed the abdication of the tlUes and domin- 
iB of Charlemagne I 
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Lau. She yields not yet 1 

Louis. Bat gives refusal 

A voice that puts e'en pamion to the blush 

To own one wisli ro soft a heart denies it I 
Lau. a woman's No ! is but a croolted path 

Unto a woman's Tes ! Your Majesty 

Saw her to-day 7 
Louis. No ! — Orammont undertakes 

To bear, in secret, to her hand, some lines 

That pray a meeting. — I await bis news, (eontinust writifif,) 
Lau. {asidef odvaneing, l. c). V\\ not relate my tilt with Eragelone. 

First, I came off the worst. No man of sense 

Ever confesses that ! And, secondly, 

This most officious, curious, hot-brained Quixote 

Might make him jealous ; Jealous kings are peevish ; 

And, if he fall to questioning the lady, 

She'll learn who told the tale, and spite the teller. 

Oh ! the great use of logic ! {eronet to r.') 
Louis. 'Tis in vain 

[ strive by business to beguile impatience ! 

How my heart beats ! — Well, count 1 

Enter Gsammokt, l. 2 a. 

Oram. Alas, my liege f 

LoDis. Alas I Speak out ! 

Gbam. The court has lost La Valli^re I 

Louis {wtarting up). Ha ! — lost ! 

Gram. She has fled, and none guess whither. 

Louis, {advancing quiddy to c). Fled ! 

I'll not believe it !~Fled I 
Lau. (b. c). What matters. Sire ? 

No spot is sacred fh>m the king ! 
Louis ( panUmaidyy walking to and fro). By Heaven, 

I ff jM a king ! — Not all the arms of Europe 
• Could wrest one jewel from my crown. And she— 

What is my crown to her 1 1 am a king ! 

Who stands between the king and her he loves 

Becomes a traitor — and may find a tryrant 1 

Follow me I [ExU Lofts, l. 1 b. 

Gram. Who e*er heard of Maids of Honor 

Flying firom kings 1 
Lau. Ah, had you been a maid. 

How kind you would have bcheii, you rogue ! — Come on ! 

[Exeunt Lausun and Gbammont, l. 1 b. 

SCENE in.— Sr^ doisUn (xf a Convent— Nighi^Thunder and h'ghtmng, th* 
latter made visibie through the long oriel wmdowe. 

Madbmoisbllb dr la Valli^bb entere, wearily ^ L 2 b. 

Mdllb. db la V. Darkly the night sweeps on. No thought of sleep 
Steals to my heart. What sleep is to the world 
Prayer is to me — life's balm, and griefs oblivion 1 
Yet, e'en before the altar of my God, 
Uuhallow'd fire is raffing throush my veins — 
Heav'n on my lips, but earth within my heart — 
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And while I pray his memory prompts the prayer, 
And all I ask of Heaven is, '* Guard my Louis ! " 
Forget him — that I dare not pray ! I would not, 
£*en if I could, be happy, and forget him ! {thunder) 
Roll on, roll on, dark chariot of the storm, 
Whose wheels are thunder — the rack'd elements 
Can furnish forth no tempest like the war 
Of passion in one weak and erring heart t (the hell toUa we) 
Hark ! to-night's funeral knell ! How through the roar 
Of winds and thunder thrills that single sound, 
Solemnly audible I — the tongne of time, 
In time's most desolate hour— it bids us muse 
On worlds which love can reach not ! Life runs fast 
To its last sands ! To bed, to bed !—to tears 
And wishes for the grave! — to bed, to bedl (% trumpet it heard 
without J L.) 

Two or three Nun6 enter^ l. 2 r., and hurry across the stage. 

First Nun. Mcst strange I 

Second Nun. In such a night, too ! The great gates ^ 

Thai ne'er unclose save to a royal guest, 

Unbarr'd ! (Nuns draw a»ide towards r. 1 e.) 
MoLLB. DB LA V. What fear, what hope, by turns distracts me ! {the 

trumpet sounds again,) 
First Nun. Hark ! in the court, the ring of hoofs ! — the door 

Creaks on the sullen hinge ! 
Lau. {without). Make way — the king I 

Enter Louis and Lauzun, l. 1 e. 

Mdllb. db la V. {rushinj forward). Oh, Louis — oh, beloved! {then paus- 
ing abruptly) No, touch me not ! 

Leave me ! in pity leave me I /Heavenly Father, 

ffly to thee I Protect me from bis arms — 

Protect me from myself ! 
Louis. Oh bliss ! Louise ! 

Enter Abbbsb and Nuns, b. 1 b. 

Abbess. Peace, peace ! What clamor desecrates the shrine 

And solitudes of Qod ? 
Lau. (l. c). Madam, your knee — 

The king ! 
Abbess. The king ! — you mock me, sir ! 

Louis {quitting Mademoiselle db la Valliere). Behold 

if our sovereign, reverend mother ! — We have come 

To thank ycu for your shelter of this lady, 

And to reclaim our cjiarge 
Abbess. My liege, these walls 

Are sacred even from the purple robe 

And sceptred hand. 
Louis. She hath not ta'en the vow ! 

She's free — we claim her ! — she is of our court I 

Woman, — go to I 
Abbess. The maiden. Sire, is free I 

Your royal lips have said it I — She is free I 
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And if this shrine her choice, whoe'er compels her 

Forth from the^refuj^e, doth incur ihe curso 

The Roman Church awards to even kings ! 

Speak, lady— dost thou claim against the court 

The asylum of the cloister ? 
Louis. Darest thou brave as ? 

Lau. {atide to Lonis). Pardon, my Hege I — reflect 1 Let not the world 

Say that the king 

Louts {aside to Lauzun). Can break bis bonds ! — Away ! 

I was a man before I was a king ! {aloudf approaching Mademoi- 

gBLLB DB LA VaLLIERE) 

Lady, we do command your presence ! [lowering kit voice) Swee. ! 

Adored Louise ! — if ever to your ear 

My whispers spoke in music — ^if my life 

Be worth the saving, do not now desert me I 
Mdllb. db la V. Let me not bear him, Heaven '.^Strike all my senses ! 

Make — make me dumb, deaf, blind — but keep me honest ! 
Abbbsb. Sire, you have heard ber answer ! 

Louis {advancing paeaionatelyy paueeSy and then with great dignity). Abbess, 
no! 

This lady was intrusted to our charge — 

A fatherless child ! — The king is now her father ! 

Madam, we would not wrong you ; but we know 

That sometimes most unhallow*d motives wake 

Your zeal for converts ! — This young maid is wealthy, 

And nobly bom ! — Such proselytes may make 

A convenes pride but oft a convent's victims ! 

No more ! — we claim the right the law awards us. 

Free and alone to commune with this maid. 

1 f then her choice go with you — be it so ; 

We are no tyrant! Peace! — retire I 
Abbbsb. My liege ! 

Forgive 

Louis. We do ! Retire I 

[Lauzhx, the Abbess, ete.y withdraw^ a. 1 b. 
Louts (c). We are alone ! 

Mdllb. db la V. Alone 1 — ^No, Qod is present, and the conscience ! 
Louis. Ah ! fear'st thou, then, that heart that would resign 

E'en love itself to guard one pang from thee 1 
Mdllb. db la V. I mmt speak I — Sire, if every drop of blood 

Were in itself a life, I'd shed them all 

For one hour's joy to thee ! But fame and virtue — 

My father's grave — my mother's lonely age — 

These, these — [thunder) I hear their voice! — the flres of Heaven 

Seem to me like the eyes of angels, and 

Warn me against myself ! — Farewell ! 
Louis. Louise, 

I will not hear thee ! What 1 farewell I that word 

Sounds like a knell to all that's worth the living ! 

Farewell ! why, then, farewell all peace to Louis, 

And the poor king is once more but a thing 

Of stale and forms. The Impulse and the passion — 

The blessed air of happy human life— 

The all that made him envy not his subjects. 

Dies in that word! Ah, canst thou— dar'st thou say it? 
Mdllb. !>% la V. Oh, speak not thus I — Speak harshly I thrent, com- 
mand 1^ 



Be all the king ! 
Lotns {kneding\. The king ! he knaeto to thae'! 

Mdllb. db la y. I'm weak !— *be generotw.I My »wo aonllbeleays me; 

But thou bataqr ma notl 
Louis. Nay, hear me, aweaioneL! 

Desert me nol tfaia onoe, and I will swear 

To know no goUtiar wieb—- to oorb my heart-— 

To banish hope from love — and nurse no dnam 

Thy spoflesa lonl itself shall blush to cheriahJ 

Hear me, Looiae -thou loT'at me 1 
Mdllb. dk la V. Xioveihee, Lmhb ! 

Louia. Tbon lor'at me— 4hen eonfide ! Who loTea ln«te ever ! 
Mdllb. db la V. Trust thee! — ah ! dbw^ If 
Louia {riting and eUuping htr in km mrwu). ±f, m deaih ! What ho ! 

Lauzun! I say! 

Jmwbju r^-^iUtrtquktif, tmd mimium , 

Mdllb. db lh. ¥. Ho, no I 

Louis. Not truti nUf dearest ? 

She falls on hit sk&nldtr, Tks AsaaBS ro'enttn folhwed ly Jloirs. 

Abbbsb. Still firm I 

Lau. (l.). No, madam 1 Way there ibrvtlie Jdng I 



ACT ill. 

SCENE l.—An anteehamber in th$ pdhifff of HLknsmm'LA Duimani db la 

Yalli^rb, at Veraailles. 

Enter Lauzun, l. 1 b., and Mabamb db Movvrspait, r. 1 b. 

Lau. Ha ! my fair Mend, weN met — ^how fairs Athene 1 

Mmb iw Moa. Weary with too mnchgayety ! Jlow, t^ll lae I 
Do ffoU ne'er tire of spiendor f Beea this Tonnd 
Of gaudy pompa— ^tbia gkie of glitt'rlng noihixigs— 
Does it ne*ar pall upon you ? To myeyia 
*Tis as the earth would be if torfd with aoarlet, 
Wiihoot one apeit of gvaen. 

Lau. We all feel tboa * 

Until we ave nsed to it. Art baa ^^rown nnf natmn^ 
And if I see green Asids, or ill-dr«M*d people, 
I cry *' How artificial !" Witfa ma, *' Kmtmv " 
Is " Paris and Yoraailles." The word, " a man," 
Means s om e th ing noMe, tfaat one s^s act oonrt 
Woman's the thing HeaTen made for wearing trinkala 
And talkbig aoandal. That's my atate of oatnre ! 
YouMl like it soon ; yon have that temper wMoh 
Makes eoofto Us elenMnt. 

Mmb. db Mon. And how 1— define, air. 

Lau. First, then— but ahall I not etfbnd f 

Mmb. db Moir. 9e candid. 

9*d imow my fanka, te make tbam look like Tlrtaea. 

Lau. First, then, Athene, you^ve an outward frankneaa. 
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D?ceit in you looks boiie8t(T than troth. 

Thougbts, at coort, Uk« faces on the «tasie, 

Require some ro;sne. Yoa rogne your ihou^cbis so weJH, 

That one woold deem ibek.only fitnlt, that nature 

Gave them too bright a bloom 1 
Mmb. db Mon. Proooed I 

Lau. four wH 

Is of the true oourt breecUHt plays witli nothings \ 

Just bright euongh to warm, but uever bim^^ 

Excites the dull, but ne'er oifeuds the raiu. 

You have much enersy ; H looks like -feeling ! 

Your cold ambition seems an easy impulse ; 

Your bead most jibly connterfeiU the heart, 

But never, like the heart, betrays itself I 

Oh I you'll succeed at court — you see I know jron ! 

Not so this new*niade duchess — young La Vallidre. 
Mmk. db Mov. The weak, fond fool ! 
Lau. Yes, weak — s^ thas a heatit ; 

Yet yoM, too, k>Te the kingi 
Mmb. db Mo5. And4ibe .does not ! 

She loves but Louit /«f-[ hot love the Jrwy / 

Pomp, riches, Atate, and power-^bese, who wonld Io«e not { 
Lau. Bravo ! well sai<i ! Oh, you'll snooeed ai^oonrt! 

1 knew it well ! it was for this I-ehoee yoa-^ 

Induced your sapient lord to waste no more 

Your beauty in the shade «^ibr -this prepamd 

The duchess to receive yon io her boson, ^ 

Her dearest friend ; ibr this fanee duly fed 

The king's ear with your praise, and elear'd your way 

To rule a sovereifpi and to ahaiie a throne. 
Mjib. db Moh. I know thou hast been my architect of power ; 

And when the frile is bnili*^ 
Lau. {with a amiie). Could still overthrow it. 

If thou couldst play liie ingrate I 
Mmb. db Mon. |-!-^-nay ! 

Lau. 'Bear me! 

Each must have need of each. Long live the king ! 

Still let his temples adie bene<ith the'Crown. 

But all that kings ean give-^^^Mialth, rank, and power-r- 

Must be for iM*-4be king*s friend nnd^fais fisvorite. 
Mmb. de Mon. But is it^easy to aapplaat the dodiSMs 1 

All love iLa Vjilli^e ! Ser nieek nature shrinks 

E*en from our homage ; and she wears her state 

As if she pray'd the world to pardon gmatoess. 
Lau. And thus destroys herself I ^ coniJ^ Atheiid, 

Vice, to win followers, takes the front of virtue, 

And looks the dull plebeian things etlled sMf«{ 

Torseom, until they blnsh to be unlike her. 

¥Fby is Da Laoann not her friend ? Why plotting 

For a new rival 1 Why f-nBecanse D^ LanzoD 

Wins^not the power he lookM for from her friendship! 

She keeps not old triends^-Huid abe makes no new onet "! 

For who would be a friend to one who deems it 

A erime to ask his Mijesty -a fitvorl 

'* FHemU ** is a phraae at eourt that means ^nwsm^mm / 
If KB. db Mon. Her folly, I eoafess, wonid n«i be^anne, 

Snt graot-her iiults — the king still loves tjie duchess ! 



38 THE DUCHESS DE Ul YAIiLliRE. [aCT IH 

Lav. Since none are by, I'll yenture on a treason, 

And say, the king's a man — and men will change I 

I have his ear, and you shall win his eye. 

'Gkgnst a new face, and an experienced courtier, 

What chance hath this poor, loTlne, simple woman 1 

Besides, she has too much conscience for a king ! 

He likes not to look up, and feel bow low. 

E'en on the throne that overlooks the world, 

His royal greatness dwarfs beside that heart 

That never stoopM to sin, save when it loved him ! 
Mmb. db Moh. You're eloquent, my lord ! 
Lau. Ah ! of such natures 

You and I know but little ! (aside) This must cease, 

Or I shall all disclose my real aims ! 

{aloud) The king is with the duchess 1 
Mmb. db Moh. Yes. 

Lau. As yet 

She doth suspect you not 1 
Mmr. db Mon. Suspect ! — the puppet ! 

No ; but full oft, her head upon my bosom, 

Oalls roe her truest friend — invites me ever 

To amuse the king with my enlivening sallies — 

And still breaks off, in sighing o'er the past, 

To wish her spirit were as blithe as mine, 

And fears her Louis wearies of her sadness. 
Lav. ^ So, the plot ripens — ere the king came hither, 
' I had prepared his royal pride to chafe 

At that sad face, whose honest sorrow wears • 

Reproach unconsciously ! You'll hear the issue ! 

Now then, farewell ! — We understand each other ! 

[EjpU Lauzuv, b. 1 b. 
Mmb. db Mox. And once I loved this man — and still might love him, 

But that I love nmbition I Yes, my steps 

Now need a guide ; but once upon the height, 

And I will have no partner ! Thou, lord duke, 

With all thine insolent air of proud protection, 

Thou shalt wait trembling on my nod, and bind 

Thy fortune to my wheels I man ! — vain man ! 

Well sung the poet — when this power of beauty 

Heaven gave our sex, it gave the only sceptre 

Which makes the wprld a slave ! And I will wield it ! — 

[Exit Madamb de Mortbspan, l. 1 b. 

SCENE II. — The Scene opens and discovers the Kino, and the Ducrkss db 

LA Vallierb at chess. 

Louis (e.). But one move more I 

DacH. DB LA V. (l.). Not so ! I check the king. 

Louia- A vain attempt — the king is too well guarded ! 

There, check again ! Your game is lost ! 
DuoH. DB LA v. As usual, 

B*en from this mimic stage of war you riMe '! 

Ever the victor, {they leave the table and advance.) 
Loins 'Twere a fairer fortune, 

My own Louise, to reconcile the vanquish'd ! 
DuCH. DB LA y. (sadly). My best loved Louis ! 
Louis (o.). Why so s&d a tone 1 



i 



ACT UL] the DUCH£SS I>£ LA VALUKBE. 89 

Nay, Bmile, Louise ! — Love thiuks bimself aggrieved 

If Care casts shadows o'er tlie heart it seeks 

To fill with cloudless sunshine t Smile, Louise ! 

E'en unkind words were kinder than sad looks. 

There — nouf thou gladd'st me ! 
DvcH. DB LA v. (l. c). Yet, e'en thou, methought, 

Didst wear, this morn, a brow on which the lighl . 

Shone less serenely than its wont ! 
Louis. This mom i 

Ay, it is true! — this mom I heard that France 

Hath lost a subject monarchs well might mourn I 

Oh ! little know the world how much a king, 

Whose life is past in purehMing devotion, 

Loses in one who merited all favor 

And scorned to ask the least ! A king, Lonise^ 

Sees but the lackeys of iimnkind. The true 

Lords of our race— the hi»h chifalric hearts — 

Nature's nobility — alas, are proud. 

And stand aloof, lest slaves should say they flatter f 

Of such a mould was he whom France deplores. 
DnoH. DB LA V. Tell me his name, that 1, with thee, may noum him. 
Lonia. A noble name, but a more noble bearer ; 

Not to be made by. but t«i make, a lineage. 

Once, too, at Dunkirk, 'twix me and the foe, 

He thrust his gallant breast, already seamed 

With warrior wounds, and Am blood flow'd for raine« 

Dead-^his just merits all unrecompensed ! 

Obscured, like sun-light, by the suppliant clouds t 

He should have died a marshal I Death did wrong 

To strike so soon ! Alas, brave Brageloiie I 
DacH. DB LA V. {starting). Ha !— did I hear aright, my liege — my Louis ; 

That name — that name f — thou saidst not " Bragelone ?" 
Louis. Such was his name, not often heard at court. 

Thou didst not know him 7 What ! thou art pale ! thou weep'st. 

Thou art ill I Louine, look up ! {supporting her.) 
DucH. LB LA V. {aside). Be still, Conscience I 

I did not slay him I {aloud) Died too soon ! Alas 1 

He should have died with all his hopes unblighted. 

Ere I was — what I am ! 
Louts. What mean these words 1 

DucH. DB LA y. How did death strike him ? What disease 1 
Louis. 1 know not. 

He had retired from service ; and in peace 

Breathed out his soul to some remoter sky ! 

France only guards his fame ! What was he to thee 

That thou shouldst weep for him ? 
DuoH. DB LA y. Hast thou ne^er heard 

We were betrothed in youth ? 
Louis {agitated and aside). Lauzun speaks truth ! 

I'd not her virgin heart — she loved another I 

[aloud) Betrothed ! You mourn him deeply ! 
DucH. DB LA y. Sire, I do 

That broken heart — I was its dream — its idol > 

And with regret is mingled — what repentance 1 
Louis {coldly). Repentance, madam 1 Well, the word is gracious I 
DucH. DB LA y. Pardon I oh, pardon ! But the blow was sudden \ 

How can the heart play courtier with remorse 1 
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LoaiB. Remofte !— assik). Why b6 at once all fawM^ty 

And say you lote aie noi ! 
DucH. DK LA V. Not k>ye yoa. Lonjv f 

Loais. Noi if you feel repentance to have lored ! 
BvGu. DB LA V. Wbat ! thiuk'st thoa, houiBf I sboald leva thee more 

Di«l I lore virtue less, or lees regret it f 
Lovis. I pray you trace wiih these heroic speeches ; 

Tiiey please as in romaoce^in life they weary^ 
DucH. DB Lk v. Lowtydo I deserve this 1 
Logis. Rather,^ ^bk^^ 

Do / deserve the mate reproach of sorrow 1 

Siill less these constant, mA never-soothed eoaiplaSniA^ 

This waiting- woman jargon ot ^*htt virtue." 
DuoH. DK LA v. Sire, this from yoa ! 
Logig Why, oft, ooidd otbera baef thee, 

Woll might they deem Ihee some poor vtUa$(e Phnshe,! 

Whom her false Lobin had deceived, and left^ 

Robb'd of her only dower ! and not the great 

Dachess La VaHi^re, in our reala^ of France, 

Second to none but our anointed race ; 

The enyy of tlie heaaty and the birth 

Of Europe's court — our eity of tlie world ! 

Is it so great disgrace, Louise La Vallidre, 

To wear, unrivaird, in thy breast, the heart 

Of Bourbon's latest^ nor her least of kings % 
DaoH. DB LA y. Stre, when you deigned to love me, I had hopad 

You knew the sunshine of your royal favor 

Had fallen oa a lowly flower. Lei others 

Deem thai the tfpiendor consecrates the sin ! 

I'd love thee with as pure and proud a love^ 

If thou hadst been tlie poorest cavalier 

That ever served a king. Thoa kiiow'st it, Louia 1 
Loins. I would not have it so ! my feme, ray glory. 

The purple and tlie orb, are part of me ^ 

And thou shonldst love them for my sake, and feel 

I were not Louis were I less the king. 

Still weeping ! Fie 1 1 tell thee tears free^ bach 

The very love I still would bear thee V 
DwcH. DB LA V. " Would stUl /"—didst thou say " 8iiU T' 
Louis. Come, lady ! 

Woman, to keep her empire o'er the heart. 

Must learn its nature — ^niould into its bias — 

And rule by never differing from our humors. 
DucH. D8 LA v. I'll seliool my features, teach my lipa to sanle. 

Be all thoa wilt ; b;»t say not '* tiiU,'' dear Louis ! 
Louis. Well, well ! no furih >i- words ; let peace be with us. {erMtea to l.] 

{a$ide) By Heaven, »\w weeps with yet intenser passion I 

It must be that she loved this Brasek)ne, 

And inoams the loftier fate that made her mine I 

{akud) This gallant soldier, madam, your betroibe<l, 

Hath some share in your tears 1 
DuoH. DR DA Vy (a. c). Oh, name him not *, 

My tears aro all unworthy dews to fall 

Upon a tomb so hoiH>red I 
Luuia. Gram m^ pntience ! 

These scenes are very tedious, fair La Yall»e"p. 
In truth, we kings have, in the eouncil-cbanibery 



Enough to mukB uft twMFfdl — ia tb* bow«f 

We woald hare liyeli«r sulegeoto to di««4i mi^ 
DucH. DB LA v. Agpw forgive me ! I am sick at heart ; 

I pray your pardon ; — tliMa aad Btwa, bft^* Bat^r^d& 

The muflie of yov presence, and have made me 

Fit bat for soliiaABw I |N»y yoa^ Sire^ 

Let me retire ;. «id wlieo an^MO I greet yo«, 

I'll wear the mien yoa*d have me ! 
LoniB. Be it so ! 

Let me no moM dUilUfb you from your thoughts ; 

They most be sad. 80 bcav e at id year belrollktA 1 

Your grief becomes yoa ! 
Ddch. db xa V. Tout ibrgiva bm, Louis 1 

We do not pBvi vBlundljr ? 
Louis. Fair om^ bo I 

[£xii La ValmiUii^ i^ b. 

She was my first lore^ tmd mf floB d ee t . Wim ! 

Alas, the word must oome-'I kve ber yel» 

But love wanes gUmmertog to tbai twiiigh4 ■ ■■tfiiod^hip ( 

Grant tbaO she Btiver loved this Brafelone ; 

Still, tears and sigbs make Jip 4nll HUfsrliideB 

In pftSiMMi'a sbort-Kved drama I Sbe is good» 

Gentle, and meelc— -aod 1 do tbiak sba bmi bw, 

(A truth BO kuig ia snca of !)^Bat io iBO»^ 

1 have begun to feel tiba boars ate loo^ 

Pass*d in her presenoe ! Wh«L I bolly soBSht^ 

Coldly 1 weary ofL I'll seek Do L aa aaa ; 

1 like bis wit— I almoai like bia knavery ; 

It never uakea as yawn, like bigb-flowii firtaeaw 

Thirst, bttogor, res^^tbeee are the waata of pfamyki ; 

A courtier's wants aro UtlsSi place, and gold ; 

But a poor king, wbo baa tbeso waats so 8ated» 

Has only oao waai leA^^-to bo aaiBsad \ {MotHi Looia» a d. 

Re-enter the DucHaaa bb a a TALbiauA 

Ddch. dr la V. Loais * dear Louis t C^one ! alas f and left me 
Half in displeasure— I was wronsi, methinks, 
To — no 1 — I was not wrong to /re^ remorse, 
But wrong to give it utterance \ 

Enter Map A MB ixB HoxTBBPAy,. q. l. 

Mmb. db Mon. ( M i n Hf rctmd, iken odvemeiMg)^ Wba( ! tloDe, 

Fair friend 7 i thoBftbt tbo king-^—- 
DocH DB LA Y. Qaa gone» la angtr ; 

Cold, and in aagfr. 
Mmi. DB MoN. What, with thee^ dear la^y ^ 

On the smooth sarlbco of that aagei laeeluiess 

I should have thought no angry breath could linger. 

But men and kiof^ aj ro ■ ■ 
DocH. DB LA y. Hash ! I was to blame. 

The kiivfl's all goodness. Shall I write to him f 

Letters have not our looks — and, oh, oae look \ 

How many hardest hearts one look bath woo, 

A life coQsiiDied in words had woo'd in vain ! 
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Mmb. ok Moh. To-night there is high rerel at the court , 

There yoa may meet yoar truant king. 
DnoH. DB LA y. To-night ! 

An age ! How many hours to-night 1 
Mmb. db Mon. You know 

My nflSce makes my home the royal palace ; 

I serve tlje queen, and tlius shall see your Louis 

£re the sun set. 
DucH. DB LA v. You I — ^happy y<m ! 

Mmb. db Mon. Perchance 

(The king is ever gracious to your friends, 

And knows me of the nearest), I might whisper, 

Though with less sweet a tone, your messase to bim, 

And be your dove, and bear you back the olive t 
DucH. DB LA y. My kind Athend I 
Mmb. db Mon. Nay, 'tis yours the kindness, 

To wear my love bo near your heart. But, tell me, 

Since you accept my heraldy, the cause 

Of strife between you in this court of love. 
DucH. DB LA y. Alas ! 1 know not, save that I offended I 

The wherefore boots the heart that loves to know ? 
Mmb. db Mon. Not much, I own, the poor defendant — woman, • 

But much the advocate ; I need the brief. 
DrcH. D8 LA y. Methinks his kingly nature chafes to see 

It cannot rule the conscience as the heart ; 

But tell him, ever henceforth I will keep 

Sad thoughts for lonely hours— Athene, tell him, 

That if he smile once more upon Louise, 

The smile shall never pass from that it shines on ; 

S.iy — but I'll write myself. ($iU down to table and wrttei,) 
Mmb. db Moh. {aside). What need of schemes — 

Lauzun's keen wit — Athene's plotting spirit 7 

She weaves herself the web that shall ensnare her ! 
DncH. db la y. {riseif adcaneea and t^ives letter). There; back these feeble 
words with all thy beauty, 

Thy conquering eyes, and thy bewitching smile. 

Sure never suit can fail with such a pleader ! 

And now a little while to holier sadness. 

And thine accusing memory, Bragelone ! 
Mmb. db Mon. Whom speak you of ? — the hero of the Fronde 1 

Who seem'd the last of the old Norman race, 

And half preserved tu this degenerated age 

The lordly shape the ancient Bayards wore ! 
DucH. DB LA y. You praise him well I He was my father's friend. 

And should have been his son. We were affianced. 

And — but no more ! Ah ! cruel, cruel Louis ! 

You moum*d for him — how much more cause have / .' 
Mmb db Mon. {quickly). What I he is dead 1 your grief the king 
resented ? 

Knew he your troth had thus been plighted ? 
DuCH. DB LA y. Yes ; 

And still he seem'd to deem it sin to mourn him ! 
Mmb. db Mon. (aside). A clue— another clue — that I will follow, 

Until it lead me to the throne ! (ahud) Well, cheer thee ; 

Trust your true friend ; rely on my persuasion. 

Methinks I never task'd its powers till now. 

Farewell, and fear not ! Oh ! I'll plead your cause, 



ACT m.] THB DUCHESS DS Ul VALLliBB. 43 

As if myself the client, [atide) Thoa art sentenced i 

[ExU Madame ds Mohtbspak, r. d. 
DucH. DB LA V. Tis a sweet solace still to have a friend — 
A friend in woman ! .Oh, to what a reed 
We bind our destinies, when man we love ! 
Peace, honor, conscience lost — if I lose him, 
What have 1 left 1 How sinks my heart within me I 
I'll to my chamber ; there the day of tears 
Lends night its smile ! And Ftn the thing they envy ! 

[Exit Duchess db la Valubrb, l, d. 

SCENE III.— T^ garden$ of Ver$aiiUt. 

Lauzuv, Qbammont, and Courtibrb enter j u 1 b 

Lau. 'Tis now the hoar in which our royal naster 

Honors the ground of his rejoicing gardens 

By his illustrious footsteps — there, my lords, 

That is the true style-courtier ! 
Gram. Out upon you ! 

Your phrase would suit some little German prince, 

Of fifteen hundred quarterings and five acres, 

And not the world's great Louis I 'Tis the hour 

When Phoebus shriaks abash 'd, and all the stars 

Envy the day that it beholds the king 1 

Enter Loais, b. 1 b. 

Louis. My lords, 

Pray you be cover*d. Hark ye, dear De Lauznn. 

[Exeunt the Courtibbs, r. 2 b., a« the Kino takes Lauzun aside. 

The fair De Montespan 1 
Lau. Is worth the loving ; 

And, by mine honor, while we speak she comes ! 

A happy fortune. Sire, may I withdraw 1 [-^^'^ h. 2 r. 

Enter Madame db Moktbspan, r. 1 b. Salutes the Eixo and passes on. 

Louis. Fair madam, we had hoped you with you brought 

Some bright excuse to grace our cheerles«i presence 

With a less short-lived light ! 7ou dawn upon us 

Only to make us more regret your setting. 
Mm 8. DB MoN. Sire, if I dared, I would most gladly hail 

A few short moments to arrest your presence, 

And rid me of a soft, yet painful duty. 
Louis. *Tis the flr«t time, be sure, so sweet a voice 

E'er craved a sanction for delighting silence. 

Speak on, we pray thee ! 
Mmb. db Mov. Gracioufl Sire, the duchess, 

Whom you have lately left, she fears, in anger. 

Besought me to present this letter to you. 
Louis [takes the letter, and aside). She blushes while she speaks I 'Tis 
passing strange, 

I ne'er remark'd those darkly-dreaming eyes, 

That melt in their own light ! {reads^ and careletdy puts up the Ut- 
ter) It scarcely suits 

Her dignity, and ours, to choose a witness 
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To what hath ebaDced between ua. She i» gped, 

But her yontJi, spent in seine old country cabtle, 

Knows not the delicale spirit of a court. 
Mmb. db Mo2f. She bade me back her sulL Alas ! my lie^s^ 

Who can succeed, if fair La Valliftre fiail 1 
Louis. Slie bade thee !.— she was prudent I Were / woman. 

And Io¥edf Td not have chosen. su«h. a herald. 
Mmb. db Mon. Love varies ia its colors with all tempers ; 

The ducliess is too proud to fear a rival) 

Too beaatifui to fiiid one. May I take 

Some word of comfort back to cheer her sadness, 

Made doubly deep by thoughts, of your displeasBre, 

And grief for a dear fKend t 
Louis. Ay, t^af* the sadaessil 

Mmb. db Mon. He was a gallant lord, this Bragelone, 

And her betrothed. Perchance in youth she loved )um. 

Era the great sun had quenched the morning star ! 
Loo IS. She loved him — think*st.thoiL so 1 
Mmb. de Moh. {diuimtdating). Indeed I ka4»w nol ; 

But 1 have heard her eloquent in praise. 

And seen her lost in woe. You wUl forgjrve her I 
Louis. Forgive her — there's no cause ! 
Mmb. db Mon. ]lirow,.bIesayott, Sire, 

For that one word. My task ia done. ^ 
Lonis. Already % 

Mmk. db Mon. What can I more ? Oh, let me hasten back ! 

What rapture must be hers who caa but fill 

An atom of the heart of godlike Lonis ! , 

How mnch more the whole soul ! — To lose thy love 

Must be, not giief, bat some sobliiae despair, 

Like that the Roman felt who lost a world ! 
Louis {atide\. By Heaven, she fires me !—«. brave,, royal spirit,, 

Wortny to love a king ! 
Mmb. db Mon. ' To know tiiee hers> 

What pride— what glory I Though all earth cried " Shame !'* 

Earth could not still the trumpet at her heart. 

That, with ita swelling and exultant voice. 

Told her the earth was but the slave of Louis, 

And the the partner ! And 0, hour ef dread ! 

When (for the hour must coooe)^ some fairer form 

Shall win thee from her — ^still, methinka^ 'twooldbe 

A boast to far posterity to point 

To all the trophies piled about thy throne, 

And say — '* He loved ma once I" — 0, sire, your pardoa ; 

I am too bold. 
Louis. (a)k%de). Why, this were love, indeed^ 

Could we but hope to win H. Aiul such h>ve 

Would weave the laurel in its \^reaths of myrtle. 

Caloud) Beantifid lady! while thou speak'st I dream 

What love should be-— and feel where love ia u/9i I 

Thou com^st the suitor, to remain the judge ; 

And I could kneel to thee for hope and oAercy. 
Mmr. db Mon. Ah, no— «h, no — she is ray friend. And if 

She loves not as I love — I mean, I might love — 
. Still she believet she loves thee. Tempt me not. 

Who could resist thee ! Sire, farewell I 

[Exit MiDAMB db Mostb&van, a. 1 e. 
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Looif; Her voice 

Is hash'd ; bat still its qoeeD-Iike music lingers 
In my rapt ears. I dreamt Louise bad loved me ; 
She who felt Io?e disgrace ! Before tlie true. 
How the t*me eoutiterfek grows pale and lifeless. 
By the sad broiv ef yen deyout La Valli^rv 
I fe<*l a man, and feiur siyself a culprit ! 
But this high spirit wakes ia luiDe the sense 
Of what it l^— I MM that Louis whom 
The world has called " The Great!" — and i»ber pride 
Mirror mine own. Ibis Jaded life assumes 
The Best, the youtb^ tbe glory of txcUement ! 
To-night we meet again — sp«ed £sst, datJl hours ! 

[ExU Loins, B. 1 B. 

BCENCf tV.-^&rOfKf taloon m the Tdae€ of VtrmHtteti-^m the hadtgremnd the 
euH$ of apartmemtt it eeen in perspective — the Qvbbn, Ditohbss db la 
Tallibbb, and Mapame db Hovtbsfam are discovered together with 
CouBTiBBS, Ladibs, etc, 

FiBST CouB. {approaching the Duchbss db la YalliSrb, as she is adpone- 
ing). Madam, your goodness is to France a proverb ! 

If I might dare request, this slight memorial 

You would convey to our most gracious master ? 

The rank of colonel in the royaf guard 

Is just now vacant. True, I have not served ; 

But i do trust my valor is well-known ; 

I've killed' three noted swordsmen in a duel — 

And for the rest, a word from ycm were more 

Tlian all the laureli Holland gave to otliers. 
DucH. DB LA y. My lord, forgive mc I I might iH-deserve 

Tbe friendship of a monarch, if, forgetting 

That honors are the attributes of merit ; 

And they who sell the service of the public 

For the false coin, soft smiles and houey'd words 

Forged in the antechambers of a palace^ 

Defraud a people to degrade a king f 

If you have merits^ let them plead fbr you ; 

Nor ask in whispers what you claim for justice, (^retires (otvard^ l.). 

Mmb. db Mon. {advancing a , to Couktibr, as the Duchbss db la Val- 

libbb turns away). Give me the paper. Hush I the king 

shall see it I {tahes the paper, places it in her bosotn and retires 

towards 8% Music,) 

Enter the King, c, with Gbammout, Lavbitw, and other Coubtiebs. He 
pauses b$ the j[^ubbji, and accosts her respectfully in duntb show. 

Gbam. (l., aside}* Witb what a stately and sublime decorum 

His majesty throws grandeur o'er bis foH>les; 

He not disguises vice ; but makes vice kingly — 

Most gorgeous of all sensoalists I 
Lav. {aside). How different 

His royal rival in the chase of pleasure, 

The spendthrift, sauDteriu^ Second Charles of England t 
Gbam. (a*idc). Aye, Jove to Comus ! 
Lau. {aside). Silence ! Jove approaches ! 
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The crowd breaks up into groups ; the Kino passes shvoly from each till he 
joins the DaoHBSS db la Vallibrb ; the Coubtibrs retire. 

Louts. Why, this is well. I thank yoa. 

DucH. DB LA v. And forgive me 1 

Loais. Foi'sive yoa I Yoa mistake me ; wound^ feeling 

Is not displeasure. Let this pass, Louise. 

Your lovely friend has a .most heavenly smile ! 
DucH. DE LA v. And a warm heart. In truth, my liege, Vm glad 

You see her with my eyes. 
Louis. You have no friend 

Whose face it glads me more to look upon, (aside^ and gazing on 
Madamk db Momtespav) 

What thrilling eyes I (aloud) My thanks are due to her 

For, with the oil of her mellifluous voice, 

SmootbiDij: the waves the passing hreeze had ruffled, (crosses ^o r , 
Joins Madamb dr Montrspan, and leads her through ilc 
crowd tt the back of the stage, where they enter into conversation, 
and afterwards she shows him the paper.) 
Lau. (advances to the DucnBSS). Your grace resolves do more to be 
content 

£clipsin<{ others. You eclipse yourself. 
DucH. DB LA v. I thought you were a friend, and not a flatterer. 
Lau. Friendship would lose its dearest privilege 

If friendship were forbidden to admire ! 

Why, e'en the king admires your grace's friend — 

Told me to-day she was the loveliest lady 

The court could boast. Nay, see how, while they speak, 

He gazes on her. How his breathing fans 

The locks that shade the roses of her cheek ! 
DucH. DB la v. Ha I (aside) Nay, be still, my heart 
Lau. It is but friendship ; 

But it looks wondrous warm ! 
DucH. DB LA v. (aside). He cannot mean it ! 

And yet — and yet — he lingers on her hand — 

He whispers ! 
Lau. How the gossips gaze and smile ! 

There'll be much scandal. 
Ducn. DK LA V. Liuzun — what — ihou thinkst not — 

No, no, thou canst not think 

Lau. That courts know treachery, 

That women are ambitious or men false ; 

I will not think it. Pshaw I 
Ducn DB LA V. (aside). My brain swims round ! 

Louis, of late, hath been so changed. How fair 

She looks to-night — and oh, she has not fallen I 

(aloud) He comes — he nears us — he has left her. Fie ! 

My foolish fancies wronged him 1 
Lau. (aside). The spell wo iks. 

Mmb. db Mon. (as the Kikq quits her^ to FrRgr Courtibr, giv-vg him 

back the paper). My lord, your suit is granted. 
First Cour. Blessings, madame ! (the other Courtiers come rottnd htm.) 
Second Cour. Her influence must be great. I know three dukes 

Most pressing for the post. 
Third Cour. A risinsr sun, 

Worthier of worship than that cold La Valli^re. 

The king as well, methinks, might have no mistress, 
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As one by whom no courtier grew. the richer, (the Couktikrs 
proup round Madamb Db Montbspan ) 
Louis {advaneing). My lords, you do remember the brifthi lists 

Which, in the place termed thenceforth '* 2%* Carrousri,"' * 

We sometime held ? — a knightly tournament, 

That broufi^ht us back to the age of the First Francis ! 
Lau. Of all your glorious festivals, the greatest ! 

Who but remembers 1 
Ducu. DB LA y. (aside). Then he wore my colors. 

How kind to bring back to my yearning heart 

That golden spring-time of our early lores ? 
Louis. Next week we will reyive the heroic pageant. 

Proud plumes shall wave, and level I'd spears be shivered ; 

Ourself will take the lists, and do defy 

The chivalry of our renowned France, 

In honor of that lady of our court 

For whom we wear the colors, and the motto 

Which suits her best—'' Most bright where all are brilliant r 
Gbam. Oh, a most kingly notion I 
Louis. Ere we part. 

Let each knight choose his colors and his lady. 

Ourself have set the example, (the Couhtibrs mingle with the 
Ladibs, efe., many Ladies give their colore,) 
DucH. DB LA y. {timidly). Oh, my Louis ! 

I read thy heart ; thou hast chosen this device 

To learn thy poor La yallidre to be proud. 

Nay, turn not from ray blessings. Once before 

You wore ray colors, though I gave them noL 

To-night I give them ! — Louis loves me still ! (takes one of the 
knots from her breast ^ and presents it,) 
Louis. Lady, the noblest hearts in France would beat 

More high beneath your badge. Alas ! my service 

Is Tow'd already here, (turning to Madamb db Montbspan, and 
placing a knot of her colors over his order of Saint Esprit, ) 
DucH DB LA y. How! How ! {the Kino converses apart with Madamb 

DE Montbspan.) 
Lau. (aside^ to the Duchess db la yALLi^Rs). Be calm, your grace; a 
thousand eyes 

Are on you. Give the envious crowd no triumph. 

Ah I had my fortune won so soft a heart 

I would have 

DuoH. LB LA y. (aside^ to Lauzun). Peace! — away' Betray'd! Un- 
done ! (sinks almost exhausted^ but Lauzuv eatehes and sup- 
ports her,) 

I _^ 

* The Place, du Carrotud was so named from a splendid festival given by Lonis. 
On the second day, deroted to knightly games, the king^ who appeared in the char- 
acter of jRojf^, carried off foar prizes. All the crown jewelBwere prodigaliaed 6n 
his arau and the trappings of his hone. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE h — The furitm at VtrwUlm, 

SttUr I^kvzvM, K. 1 a. 

Lau. So far, so prosperous. From the breast of LoiliBi 
The blooming love R bore eo long a eamiaer 
Falls like a fruit o-er-ripe ; aod, in the court, 
And o'er the king, -this glittering Montesptn 
Queens it without a riiraT--«iwe6 adl foee, 
And therefore makes all frioods. Slate, office, honens, 
Reflect her smile, or fade before faer frown. 
So far, so well ! Enoagb for Montespan. 
Poor Lauzun now — I loTe this ftur La Valli^re, 
As well, at least, as woman-s worth the loving •; 
And if the jewel has one triflhig flaw, 
The gold 'tis ^et in will redeem the blemlah. 
The king's no niggard lorer ; and her wealth 
Is vast. I have the total in my tablets — 
( Besides eslatee in Picardy and Provence:) 
I'm very poor — ^my creditors very pFessing. 
Vye robb'd the duchess of a foithlese lover, 
To give myself a wife, and her a husband. 
Wedlock's a holy thing—- and wealth a good onel 

JEnter Louis, x. 1 B., andermte* iowardt «., M^hOtt tjfMikmt^, 

Louis. The day is long — \ have not «oen Athene. 

Pleasure is never wtagnaitt in her pre«tence ^ 

But erery breeae of woman's changeful skies 

Bippiles the «tream, and freshens e'en the snnSbine. 
Lau. (l. c.^. 'Tis eaid, your Majesty, " that eontraat^s^weet,'* 

And sheyoQ speak of well-contrasts -another, 

Whom once 

Louns (r. c ). I loved ; and atlH detrootly ho«)r. 

This poor La Valliere ! — could we will afTeetion, 

I would iwve never ohanged. And even now 

I feel Athend has bitt <ihaniiM my senses, 

And my void heart still murmurs for LoUTse-I 

I would we could be frieridfl, siiioe now not lovors, 

Nor dare be happy while I know her wretched. 
Lau. Wearies she still your Majesty with prayers. 

Tender laments, and passionate reproaches 1 
Louxa. Her love outlives its hopes 
XrAi7. .An irksome tatk 

To witness tears we cannot kiss away. 

And with cold friendship freeze the ears of love I 
Louis. Most irksome and most bootless I 
Lau. Haply, Sire, 

In one so pure, the charm of wedded life 

Might lull keen griefs to rest, and curb the love 

Thou fliest from to the friendship that thou seekest ? 
Louis. I've thought of this. The Duke de Lon^ueville loves her, 
' And hath besought before her feet to lay 

His princely fortunes. 
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Lau. (9tit(»(fy). Ha 1 — mA elie— 

Loins. Rejects him. 

Lau. Sire, if lovers sun, <moe set, beqneslbs a twiKght, 

'Twould only hover o^er sonie form whom dnmce 

Had link'd with Loai8~«ome one (though unworthy) 

Whose presence took a charm from biigfator tbongiits 

That knit it with the past. 
Louis. ^^i Yr^w vow, dake Y— 

Thou speak'si not of thyeelf 1 
LiTT. 1 dare not, Sire I 

Loujs. Ha, ha ! — poor Lauzun — \v}iat ! the soft La Valli^ro 

Trsmfer her sorrowing heart to thee ! Hm, ha I 
Lau. My name is not less noble than l>e LoBgueville'a ; 

My glory greater, since the world has said 

Louis esteems me more. 
Louis. Btteems I — Vt^—^wmn ! 

And thon dost think that she, who sbmiik irotn lofe, 

Lest love were Tice, wouM wed the wildest kird 

That ever laughed at Tirtve t (^rofsat.) 
Lau. Sire, yoa wrong me, 

Or else yon (pffrden-mef) oondemn yourself. 

Is it too mach for one the king calls fHenA 

To aspire to one the king has eatf'd— . 
Louis (l. c, »harpiy). Sir, bold t 

I nerer so maligned that hapless lady 

As to give h9r the title ortly 'd«e 

To sach as Montespan, who glories in it — 

The latt my mistreat ; but the first my fhttim ; 

A nice distinction, taugtht'DOt in yo«r logic, 

Wbidb, bat jast now, confosed esteem and faror. 

Go to I we kingR are not the dopes yom deem us. {crouet,) 
Lau. (atide). So high 1 Til win La Vallidre to avenoe me, 

And humble this imperial vanity. 

{lAfmA') Sire, I Offend 1 Permit me to retire. 

And moam your anger ; nor presume to guess 

Whence came the cause. And, since it seems youryii 

Made me aspire too high, in that I lored 

Where you, Sire, made lore uoble, and half dfewn'd 

Might ^— nay, vm not — wholly there disdain'd — 
Louis. How, duke 1 
Lau. I do renmmce at onco 

Tlie han^fa^ Vision. Sire, permit my absence. 
Louis. Lanzim, thou hintest that, were suit iltow'd tbee. 

La Vaili^re might not scorn it — ^is it so 7 
Lau. I crave your pardon. Sire. 
Louis. Host f ask twiee t 

Lau. I do believe, then, fihv, wRb time and pot^noa, 

The duchess might be won to— no^ r^eet me ! 
Louis. Go, then, and 'prove thy fortune. We permit tbee. 

And, if thou prosperest, why then love's a riddle. 

And woman is— <no matter t Go, my lord ! 

We did not mean to wound tbee. So, forget H 1 

Woo when thou wilt— *end wear what thou eanet min. 
Lau. My sracious liese, Lausun commMide him to thee ; 

And if one word, be merit not, nMy wound bim. 

He'll thnk of favors words osmneifur eancel. 

Memory shati raed-dne to his present pain. 
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God save you, Sire — {aside) to be the dupe I deem you ! 

[Bcii Lauzux, l. 1 E. 
Louis. I love her not; and yet methinks, am jealous ! 
Lauzun is wise and witty— knows the sex ; 
What if she do 1 No I 1 will not believe it. 
And what is she to me ? — a friend — a friend ! i 

And I would have her wed. 'Twere best for both— 
A balm for conscience — an excuse for change ! 
*Twere best — I marvel much if she'll accept him I 

[Exit Louis, r. 1 k. 

SCENE II. — Aprivaie apartmetU in the Faiaeeof the Ducnsss db la Yal- 
LIBRE. The DucHBSS discovtred seated, B. 

PucH. DB LA y. He loves me, then, no longer ! All the words 

Earth knows shape but one thought — " He loves no longer T* 

Where shall I turn 7 My mother — ray poor mother I 

Sleeps the long sleep ! *Tis better so I Her life 

Ran to its lees. 1 will not mourn for her. 

But it is hard to be alone on earth ! 

ThiH love, for which I gave so much, is dead, 

Save in my heart ; and love, surviving love, 

Changes its nature, and becomes despair 1 

Ah, me ! — ah me ! how hateful is this world ! 

Enter Qbntlbmav of the Chambbr, l. d. 

Gent. The Duke de Lauzun t 

DucH. DB la v. (rising) . News, sweet news of Louis! 

a Exit Gentleman, l. d. 

Enter Lauzun, l. d. 

Lau. Dare I disturb your thoughts ? 

DucH. DE LA V. My lord, you're welcome ! 

Came you from court to-day 1 (thet/ advance,) 
Lau. (l. c). I left the king 

But just now, in the gardens. 
DucH. DB LA V. (eagerly), W»»11 I 

Lau. He bore him 

With his accustom'd health ! 
DucH. Ds LA V. Proceed, 

Lau Dear lady, 

I havQ no more to tell. 
DucH. DB LA y. (aside). Alas I {aloud) No message ! 
Lau. We did converse, 'tis true, upon a subject 

Most dear to one of us. Your grace divines it P 
DucH. DB LA V. (joyfuUy). Was it of me he spoke 1 
Lau. Of you 

/spoke, and he replied. I praised your beauty — 
DucH. DB LA V. FoM prEised ! 

Lau. Your form, your face — that wealth of mind 

Which play'd you not the miser and conceal'd it, 

Would buy up all the coins that pass for wit. 

The king, assenting, wish'd he might behold you 

As happy — as your virtues should have made you. 
DucH. DB LA y. 'Twas said in mockery I 
Lau. Lady, no ! — ^in kindBess. 
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Nay, more (he added), would you yet your will 

Mould to his wish 

DucB. DB LA V. Hit wish ! — the lightest I 

La0. Ah ! ^ 

You kuow not how my heart throbs while you speak 1 

Be not so rash to promise ; or, at least, 

Be faithful to perform ! 
Ddch. DB la V. You speak in riddles. 

Lau. Of your lone state and beautiful affections, 

Form'd to make Home an Eden, our good king, 

Tenderly mindful, fain would see you link 

Your lot to one whose love might be your shelter. 

He spake, and all my long-conceal'd emotions 

Qush'd into words, and I confess'd— lady," 

Hear me confess once more — how well I love thee ! 

DucH. DB DA V. You dared ? — and A^— the king 

Lau. Upon me smiled, 

And bade me prosper. 
Ddch. db la V. Ah ! {tretnbles, and covers her face with hands.) 

Lau, Nay, nay, look up ! 

The heart that could forsake a love like thine 

Doth not deserve regret. Look up, dear lady 1 
DuoH. DB LA y. He bade thee prosper I 
Lau. Pardon ! My wild hope 

Outran discretion. 
DucH. DB LA y. Louis bade thee prosper 1 

Lau. Ah, if this thankless — this remorseless love 

Thou couldst forget ! Oh, give me but thy friendship, 

And take respect, faith, worship, all, in Lauzun ! 
DucH. DB LA y. Consign me to another ! Well, 'tis well ! 

Earth^s latest tie is broker-earth's hopes are over ! 
Lau. Speak to me, sweet Louise ! 
DucB. DB LA y. So, thou art he 

To whom this shatter'd heart should be surrendered 1 

And thoa, the high-born, glittering, scornful Lauzun 

Wouldst take the cast-off leman of a king. 

Nor think thyself disgraced ! Fie ! — ^fle I thoa*rt shameless ! 
{erof9eSf in an agony of grief.) 
Lau. (a. c). You were betray'd by love, and not by sin, 

Nor low ambition. Your disgrace is honor 

By the false side of dames the world calls spotless. 
Ducn. DB LA y. (L. c). Go, sir, nor make me scorn you. If Tve err*d, 

I know, at least, the majesty of virtue, 

And feel — what you forget. 
Lau. Yet hear me, madame I 

DucH. DB LA y. Go, go ! You are the king's friend — you were mine ; 

I would not hare you thus debased — refused 

By one at once the fallen and forsaken ! 

Hit friend shall not be shamed so ! 

[Exit the Duchess db la yALLiBRB, b. d. 
Lau. ( paa$ing hit hattd over his eyes), I do swear 

These eyes are moist! And he who own'd this gem 

Casts it away, and cries " divine " to tinsel 1 

So falls my hope I My fortunes call me back 

To surer schemes. Before that ray of goodness 

How many plots shrunk, blinded, into shadow ! 

Lauznn forgot himself, and dreamt of yirtne I [Exit Lausuk, l. o. 
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Gbntlbman op the Chamber enters, d. r,,/oUowed hy Braoelonb m a 

Franeisean friar, 

Obnt. The duchess gone I I fear me that, to-day, 

You are too late for audience, reyerend father. 
Brags, (c). Audience! — a royal phrase ! — it suits the duchess. 

Go, son ; announce me. 
Gbht. . By what name, my father 1 

Braob. Fve done with names. Announce a nameless monk, 

Whose prayers have risen o'er some graves she honors. 
Qbht. {aiide). My lady is too lavish of her bounty 

To these proud shavelings ; yet, methinks, this friar 

Hath less of priest than warrior in his bearing. 

He awes me with his stem and thrilling voice, 

His stately gesture, and imperious eye. 

And yet, I swear, he comes for alms ! — the varlet ! 

Why should I heed him 1 
Braob. Didst thou hear ? Begone ! 

[Exit Gentleman, ii. d. 

Yes, she will know me not My lealest soldier, 

One who had march 'd, bare-breasted, on the steel, 

If I had bid him cast away the treasure 

Of the o'er-valued life; the nurse that rear*d me. 

Or mine dwn mother, in these shroudlike robes. 

And in the immature and rapid age 

Which, from my numbed and withering heart, hath crept 

Unto my features, now might gaze upon me, 

And pass the stranger by. Why should she know me. 

If they who loved me know not 1 Hark ! I hear her : 

That silver footfall !— still it hath to me 

Its own peculiar and most spiritual music, 

Trembling along the pulses of the air, 

And dying on the heart that makes its echo I 

*Tis she I How lovely yet I 

Re-enter the Duchess db la Valliebb. 

Ditch, db la V. {bending). Your blessing, father. 

Braob. Let courts and courtiers bless the favor'd duchess : 

Courts bless the proud ; Heaven's ministers, the humble. 
Ditch, db la V. {aside). He taunts roe, this poor friar ! (aUmd) Well, in] 
father, 

I have obey'd your summons. Do you seek 

Masses for souls departed ? — or the debt 

The wealthy owe the poor 1 — say on ! 
Beaob. {aside). Her heart 

Is not yet harden'd ! (aloud) Daughter, such a mission 

Were sweeter than the task which urged me hither: 

You had a lover once — a plain, bold soldier ; 

He loved you well ! 
DucH. DB LA V. Ah, Heaven ! 

Braob. And you forsook him. 

Your choice was natural — some might call it noble ! 

And this blunt soldier pardoird the de^ertion^ 

But sunk at what his folly term'd dishonor, 
DucH. db la V. father, spare me ! — if dishonor were. 

It rested but with me. 
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Braob. So deemed the world, 

But not that foolish soldier ! — be had learn'd 

To blend his thoaghts, his fame, himself ^ with thee ; 

Tbou wert a purer, a diviner self ; 

He loyed thee as a warrior worships glory ; 

He loyed thee as a Roman honored virtue ; 

He loved thee as thy sex adore ambition ; 

And when Pollution breathed upon his idol, 

It blasted glory, virtue, and ambition, 

Fill'd up each crevice in the world of thought. 

And poison'd earth with thy contagious shame I 
DucH. DB LA V. Spare roe ! in mercy, spare me I 
BuAOB. This poor fool, 

This shadow, living only on thy lischt, 

When thou wert darkened, could but choose to die. 

He left the wars ; — no fame, since thine was dim ; 

He left his land ; — what home without Louise 1 

It broke — that stubborn, stern, unbending heart- 
It broke ! and, breaking, its last sigh — forgave thee I 
DucH. DB LA V. And I live on ! 
Braob. One eve, methinks, he told me, 

Thy hand arou'id his hauberk wound a scarf ; 

And thy voice bade him " Wear it for the sake 

Of one who honor'd wortli I " Were those the words 1 
Ducn. DB LA v.. They were. Alas! alas I 
Bbagb. He wore it, lady, 

Till memory ceased. It was to him the token 

Of a sweet dream ; and, from his quiet grave, 

He sends it now to thee, i produces faded scarf from beneath his 
robe) Its hues are faded. 
DucH. DB LA V. Give it me ! — let me bathe it with my tears ! 

Memorial of my guilt — 
Braob. (m a soft and tender accent). And his forgiveness ! 
DucH. DB LA v. That tone ! ha I while thou speakest, in thy voice. 

And in thy presence, there is something kindred 

To him we jointly mourn ; thou art 

Braob. His brother ; 

Of whom, perchance, in ancient years he told thee ; 

Who, early wearied of this garish world, 

Fled to the convent shade, and found repose. 
DncH. DR LA y. [approaching). Ay, is it so ? — thou'rt Bragelone*s brother ? 

W hy, then, thou art what he would be, if living — 

A friend to one most friendless I 
Bhaob. Friendless — Ah, 

Thou hast learnt, betimes, the truth, that man's wild passion 

Makes but its sport of virtue, peace, affection ; 

And breaks the plaything when the game is done 1 
Friendless 1 — I pity thee I 
DucH. DB LA y. {dasping him^ appenlingly). Oh I holy father, 

Stay with me ! — succor me ! — reprove, but guide me ; 
Teach me to wean my thoughts from earth to heaven, 
And be what Qod ordain'd His chosen priests^ 
F«>es to our sin, but friends to our despair. 
Braob. Daughter, a heavenly and a welcome duty, 
But one most rigid and austere ; there is 
No composition with our debts of sin. 
God claims thy soul ; and, lo I his creature there I 
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Thy choice must be between them — God or man, 

Virtue or guilt ; a Louis or 

Ddoh. lk la v. a Louid ! 

Not mine the poor atonement of the choice ; 

I nm, myself, the Abandoned One ! 
Braob. I know it ; 

Therefore my mission and my ministry. 

When lie who loved thee died, he bade roe wait 

The season when the sicklied blight of chancre 

Creeps o'er the bloom of Passion, when the way 

Is half prepared by sorrow to repentance, 

And seek you then — he trusted not in vain ; 

Perchance an idle hope, but it consoled him. 
Ddoh. db la V. No, no ! — not idle — in my happiest hours, 

When the world smiled, a void was in this heart 

The world could never fill ; thy brother knew me I 
Braob. I do believe thee, daughter. Hear me yet ; 

My mission is not ended. When thy mother 

Lay on the bed of death (she went before 

The sterner heart the same blow broke more slowly) — 

As thus she lay, around the swimming walls 

Her dim eyes wander'd, searching through tlie shadows, 

As if the spirit, half-redeem'd from clay, 

Could force its will to shape, and, from the darkness. 

Body a daughter's image — (nay, be still !) 

Thou wert not there — alas I thy shame had murder'd 

Even the blessed sadness of that duty ! 

But o'er that pillow watch'd a sleepless eye. 

And by that conch moved one untiring step. 

And o'er that suffering rose a ceaseless prayer ; 

And still thy mother's voice, when'er it call'd 

Upon a daughter — found a son ! 
DtrCH, DE LA V, (overcome with emotion, she buries her face in her hamh and 
sinks upon her knees before him), 0, Heaven ! 

Have mercy on me ! 
Braob. Coldly through the lattice 

Qleam'd the slow dawn, and from their latest sleep, 

Woke the sad eyes it was not thine to close ! 

And the thin hairs — grown gray, but not by Time — 

Of that lone watcher — while upon her heart 

GushM all the memories of the mighty wrecks 

Thy guilt had made of what were once the shrines 

For Honor, Peace, and God ! — that aged woman 

(She was a hero's wife) upraised her voice 

To curse her child ! 
DucH. DE LA V. Go on I — ^be kind, and kill me ! 

Braob. Then he, whom thoughts of what he was to tlue 

Had made her »on, arrested on her lips 

The awful doom, and, from the earlier past. 

Invoked a tender spell — a holier image ! 

Painted thy gentle, soft, obedient childhood — 

Thy guileless youth, lone state, and strong temptation ; 

Thy very sin the overflow of thoughts 

From wells whose source was innocence ; and thus 

Sought, with the sunshine of thy maiden spnng. 

To melt the Ice that lay upon her heart, 

Till all the mother flowed again ! 
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BocH. DB LA v. And she ! 

Braoc. Spoke only once again ! — she died— and hleu^d thee 

DuoH. DB LA y. (vehetMntly, springing up). No more ! I eon no more I — 

my heart is breakiiiu ! [rushet off, n. d.) 
Braob. The angel hath not left her ! — if the plumes 

Have lost tlie whiteness of their younger glory, 

The wings have still the instinct of the skies, 

And yet shall bear her up ! 
Louis (withoul, l ). We need you not, sir ; 

Ourself will seek the duchess ! 
Braok. \,take8 the ttage l.). The kind's voice ! 

How my flesh creeps ! — my foe, and her destroyer ! 

The ruthless, heartless — (Ai« hand seeks rapidly and meehanicaUy for 
his sword-hilt) Why, why !— where*s my sword 1 

0, Lord ! I do forget myself to dotage ; 
. The soldier, now, is a poor helpless monk, 

That hath not even curses. Satan, hence ! 

Get thee behind me, Tempter ! — there, I'm calm, {crosses to r.) 

Enter Louis, c. d., and advatteing, 

Louis. I can no more hold parley with impatience. 

But loDg to learn how Laiizun's courtship prospers. 

She is not here. At prayers, perhaps. The duchess 

Hath grown devout, (observing Braoblorb) A friar ! — Save you, 
father ! 
Braob. I thank thee, son. 

Louis {c.i aside). He knows me not. {aloud) Well, monU, 

Are you her grace's almoner ? 
Bragb. Sire, no ! {the Kino starts.) 

Louis. So short, yet know us 1 
Braob. (advances to r. c.)* Sire, I do. You are 

The man 

Loins, {indignantly) . How, priest! — the num! 

Bbaob. The word offends you ? 

The king, who raised a maiden to a duchess. 

That maiden's father was a gallant subject ; 

Kingly reward — you made his daughter duchess. 

That maiden's mother was a stainless matron ; 

Her heart you broke, though mother to a duchess ! 

That maiden was affianced from her youth 

To one who served you well — nay, saved your life ; 

HisWfe you robb'd of all that gave life value ; 

And yet — ^you made his fair betroth'd a duchess ! 

You are that king. The *vorld proclaims you " Great ; " 

A million warriors bled to buy your laurels ; 

A million peasants starved to build Versailles : 

Your pet>ple famish ; but your court is splendid ! 

Priests from the pulpit bless your glorious reign ; 

Poets have sung you greater than Augustus ; 

And paintera place<i ynu on immortal canvas, 

Limn'd as the Jove whose thunders awe the world ; 

But to the humble servant of Heaven 

You are the king who has betray'd his trust — 

Bessar'd a nation but to blo.nt a court, 

Seen in men's lives the pastime to ambition. 

Looked but on virtue as the toy for vice ; 
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And, for the first tiine, ft-om a subject's lipA, 

Now learns the name he leaves to Time aud Qod ! 
LooiB. Add to tlie bead-roll of that king's offences, 

That when a foul-moath'd monk assumed the rebel, 

The monster- king forguTo him. Hast thou done 1 
Bbaob. Your changing huPS belie your royal mien ; 

111 the high monarch veils the trembling man ! 
Louis. Well, you are privileged ! It ne'er was said 

The Fourteenth Louis, ia his proudest hour, 

B >w'd not his sceptre to the Church's crozler. 
Bbaob. Alas I the Church ! 'Tis true, this garb of sf>rge 

Dares speech that daunts the ermine, and walks ft'ee 

Where stout hearts tremble in the triple mail. 

But wherefore 7 — Lies the virtue in the robe. 

Which the moth eats 1 or in these senseless beads ? 

Or in the name of Priest 1 The Pharisees 

H^d priests that gave their Saviour to the cross I 

No! we have high immunity and sanction. 

That Truth may teach humanity to Power, 

Qlide through the dungeon pierce the armed throng, 

Awaken Luxury on her Sybarite couch, 

A:id, startling souls that slumber on a throne, 

Bow kings before that priest of priests— the Conscibncb! {tk$jf 
crotB.) 
L.iois (a. c. — a»ide). An awful man ! — unlike the reverend crew 

Who praise my royal virtues in the pulpit, 

And — ask for bishoprics when church is over ! 
Bbaob. (l. c.)* This makes us sacred. The profane are they 

Honoring the herald while they scorn the mission. 

The king who serves the Church, yet clings to Mammon ; 

Who fears the pastor, but forgets the flock ; 

Who bows before the monitor, and yet 

Will ne'er forego the sin, may sink, when aze 

Palsie^i the lust and deadens the temptation, 

To the priest-ridden, not repenfant, dotard, — 

For pious hopes hail superstitious terrors, 

An 1 seek some sleek Iscariot of the Cfwrch, 

To sell salvation for the thirty pieces ! 
Louis {aside). He speaks as one inspired ! 
Bkaqb. {crosses). A,yr&ke\ — awake! 

Great though thou art, awake thee from the dream 

That earth was made for kings— mankind for slaughter — 

Woman for lust — the people for the palace ! 

Dark warnings have gone forth ; alons the air 

Lingers the crash of the first Charles's throne ! 

Behold the young, the fair, the hauahty king ! 

The kneeling courtiers, and the fiattering priests ; 

Lo ! where the palace rose, behold the scafi()ld — 

The crowd — the axe — the headsman — and the victim ! 

Lord of the silver lilies, canst thou tell 

If the same fate await not thy descendant ! 

If some meek son of thine imperial line 

May make no brother to yon headless spectre ! 

And when the sage who saddens o'er the end 

Tracks back the causes, tremble, lest he find 

The seeds, thy wars, thy pomp, and thy profusion 

Sow'd in a heartless court and breadless ]>eople, 
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Grew to the tree ft-om which men shaped the 8caffold>— 

And the long glare of thy funeral glories 

Light unborn monarcbs to a ghastly grave ! 

Beware, proud king I the Present cries aloud, (mov^ tip ike ttage 

whiUt aptakmg) 
A prophet to the future ! Wake ! — beware ! 

[EtUJi^komLOUK c. D 
Louis. {yn$(uily). Gone ! Most iIl-oinen*d voice and fearful shape ! 
Scarce seeni'd it of the earth ; a thing Uiat breathed 
But to fulfill some dark and dire behest ; 
To appal us, and to ranish.— The quick blood 
Halts in my veins. Oh ! never till this hour 
Heard I the voice that awed the soul of Louis, 
Or met one brow that did not quail before 
My kingly gaze ! ( p<ui$tg to and fro) And this uomitred monk ! 
I'm glad that none were by. — U was a dream ; 
So let its memory like a dream depart. 
I am no tyrant — nay, I love my people. 
My wars were made but for the fame of France ; 
My pomp! why, tush ! — what king can play the hermit 1 
My conscience smites me not ; end but last eve 
I did confess, and was absolved I A bigot ; 
And half, methinks, a heretic ! I wish 
The Jesidts had the probing of his doctrines. 
Well, well, 'tis o'er !— -What ho, there ! 

Enter Qbhtlbman of the Chambbr, l. d. 

Wine ! iTpprise 
Once more the duchess of our presence— Stay I 
Yon monk, what doth he here 1 
Qbnt. I know not, Sire, 

Nor saw him till this day. 
Louis. Strange ! — Wine t 

[ExH Gbntlbmav, a. d. 

Re-mter the Duchbss db la Vallibrb. 

(o.) Well, madam. 

We've tarried long your coming, snd meanwhile 
Have found your proxy in a madman monk, 
Whom, for the future, we would pray you spare us. 

Re-enter Gnbtlbuait, tnth goUet of wine oh eaiver, the Kino drmke. T 

Gkntlbman, b. d. 

So, so ! the draught restores us. Fair La Valli^re, 

Make not yon holy man your confessor ; 

Ton*] I find small comfort in his lectures. 
DocH. dblaV. (r. o). Sire, 

His meaning is more kjndly than his manner. 

I pray you, pardon him. 
Louis. Ay, ay t No more ; 

Let's think of him no more. You had, this mom, 

A courtlier visitant, methinks — De Lauzun 1 
DucH. DB LA v. Yes, Sire. 

Louis. A smooth and gallant gentleman. 
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You're silent. SileDce is assent ! 'tis well I 
Bitch, db la Y. (oiide), Down, my full heart ! (aUmd) The duke declares 
your wish 
Is that — that I should bind this broken heart 

And — no I I cannot speak ! (with great and mdden energy) You 
unah me wed^ Sire f 
Louis. 'Twere best that you should wed ; and yet, De Lauzun 

Is scarce the happiest choice. — But as thou wilt 
Duca, DB LA Y. " 'Twere best that I should wed V* — ^thou saidst it, 
Louis ; 

Say it once more ! 
Louis. In honesty, I think so. 

Ddcu. db la Y. My choice is made, then — I obey the flat, 

And will become a bride ! 
Louis. The duke has sped ! 

I trust he loyes thyself, and nut thy dower. 
DucH DB LA Y. The duke ! what, Imst thou read so ill this soul 

That thou couldst deem thus meanly of that book 

Whose every page was bared to thee 1 A bitter 

Lot has been mine — and this sums up the measure. 

Go, Louis ! go ! — All glorious as thou art — 

Earth^s A^amemnon — the great king of men — 

Thou wert not worthy of this woman's heart t 
Lours (aside). Her passion moves me ! (aloud) Then your choice has 
fallen 

Upon a nobler bridegroom ? 
DucH. DB LA Y. Sire, it hath ! 

Louis. May I demand that choice. 
Dues. DB LA Y. Too soon thou'lt learn it. 

Not yet! Ah, me! 
Louis. Nay, sigh not, my sweet duchess. 

Speak not sadly. IVhat though lovo hath past, 

Friendship remains ; and still my fondest hope 

Is to behold thee happy. Come ! — thy hand ; 

Let us be friends ! We are so ! 
DucH. DB LA Y. Friends ! — no more ! 

So it hath come to this ! I am contented ! 

Yes — we are friends ! 
Louis. And when your choice is made, 

You will permit your friend to hail your bridals'? 
Ducu. DB LA Y. Ay, when my choice is made ! 
Louis. This poor de Lauzun \ 

Hath then no chance ? I'm glad of it, and thus 

Seal our new bond of friendship on your hand, (kisses her hand) 

Adieu ! — and Heaven protect you ! [Exit Louis, l. d. 

BucH Ds LA Y. (gazing after himY Heaven hath heard thee ; 

And in this last most cruel, but most gracious 

Proof of thy coldness, breaks the lingering chain 

That boimd my soul to earth. 

* Re-enter Bragbloxb, c. d. 

§ 

0, holy father ! 
Brother to him whose grave ray guilt prepared, 
Witness my firm resolve, support my struggles. 
And auide me back to Yirtue through Repentance 1 
Bbaob. Pause, ere thou dost decide. 
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DucH. DE LA y. I>e paused too long, 

And now, impatient of this weary load, 
Sigh for repose. 
Braob. 0, Heayen, receive her baclc ! 

Through the wide earth, the sorrowing dove hath flown, 
And found no haven ; weary though her wing 
And sullied with the dust of lengthened travail, 
Now let her flee away and be at rest! 
The peace that man has broken — Thou restore, 
IVhose holiest name is Fathbu ! [wft music ) 
DucB. DB LA V. {tinka oti her kneeM, raising her hands in prater whilst elasp' 
ing BuA0BL0NB*8 left /land, he standing with uplifted focs^ 
and his right hand raised pointing upwards). 

Hear us, Heaven I 



ACT V. 

SC£N£ l.-'The Gardens at Versailles, 

Enter Madamb db Montkrpan, Gbammont, l. 1 b., and Coubtibrb, b. 1 s. 

» 

Mmb. db Mon. So she has fled from court — the saintly duchess; 

A convent's grate must shield tiiis timorous virtue. 

Methinks they're not so many to assail it I 

IVell, trust me, one short moon of fast and penance 

Will bring us back the recreant novice 

Oram. And 

End the eventful comedy by marriage. 

Lauzun against the world were even odds ; 

But Lauzun with the world — what saint can stand it 1 
Mmb. db Mob. {aside). Lauzun! — the traitor! What! to give my rival 

The triumph to reject the lawful love 

Of him whose lawless passion flrst betray'd me ! 
Gram. Talk of the devil ! Humph — yon know the proverb. 

Enter Lauzun, r. 1 b. 
• 
Lau. Qood day, my friends. Your pardon, madame ; I 

Thought 'twas the sun that blinded me. {aeide) Athend, 

Pray you, a word. 
Mmb. db Mon. (ahud, and turning away disdainfully). We are not at lei- 
sure, duke. 
Lau. Ha ! {aside) Nay, Athene, spare your friend these graces. 

Forget your state one moment ; have you ask'd 

The king the office that you undertook 

To make my own 1 My creditors are urgent. 
Mmb. db Mon. {aloud). No, my lord duke, I have not ask'd the king! 

1 grieve to hear your fortunes are so broken, 

And that your honor'd and august device. 

To mend them by your marriage, faiPd. 
Oram [aside). She hits him 

Hard on the hip. Ha, ha ! — the poor De Lai\zun ! 
Lau. Sir! — Nay, I'm calm 1 
Mm«. db Mon Pray, may we dare to ask 

How long you've love:l the duchess ? 
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Lai7. Ever since 

You were her friend and confidante. 
Mmb. db Mon. You're bitter. 

Perchance yon deem your love a thing to boast of. 
Lau. To boast of ? — Yes ! Tis something e'en to love 

The only woman Louis ever honored ! 
Mmb. db Mon. (laying Jur hand on Laubun's ann). Insolent ! Yon shall 
rue this ! If I speak 

Your name to Louis, coupled with a favor, 

The suit shall be your banishment ! 

[Exit Madamb db Montbbpav, e. 1 b. 
First Coub. Let*s follow. 

Ha ! ha !-^Dear duke, your ^ame, I fear, is lost ! 

You've play'd the knave, and thrown away the king. 
CouETiBBB. Ha ! ha ! — Adieu I [Exeunt, a. 1 b. 

Lau. Ha ! ha ! — The devil take you ! 

So, she would ruin me ! Fore-arm'd — fore-warn*d ! 

I have the king*s ear yet, and know some secrets 

That could destroy her I Since La Valli^re's flight, 

Louis grows sad and thoughtful, and looks cold 

Ou her vain rival, who too coarsely shows 

The world the stuff court ladies' hearts are made of. 

She will undo herself— and I will help her. 

Weave on thy web, false Montespan, weave on ; 

The bigger spider shall devour the Kmaller. 

The war's declared — ^'lis clear that one must fall ; — 

I'll be polite — ^the lady to the wall ! [Extt Lauzun, l. 1 b. 

SCENE W.— Sunset— tht old Chateau of La Valiiere—ihe Convent of the 
Cartnelitet at a distance — same aeene ae that with which the play opens. 

Enter the Duchbsb db la Valli^bb and Brxq^lose from the Chateau. 

Ddch. db la V. Once more, ere yet I take farewell of earth, 

I see mine old, familiar, maiden home! 

All how unchanged ! — The same, the hour, the scene, 

The very season of the year ! — the stillness 

Of the smooth wave — the stillness of the trees, 

Where the winds sleep like dreams ! and, oh 1 the calm 

Of the blue heavens around yon holy spires. 

Pointing, like gospel truths, through calm and storm. 

To man's great home ! 
Bbagb. (aside). Oh I how the years recede 1 

Upon this spot I spoke to her of love. 

And dreamt of bliss for earth ! {the vesper heU tolls.) 
DucH. DR LA y. Hark ! the deep sound, 

That seems a voice from some invisible spirit. 

Claiming the world for God. — When last I heard it 

Hallow this air, here stood my mother, living ; 

And I — was then a mother's pride ! — ^and yonder 

Came thy brave brother in his glittering mail ; 

And — ah ! these thoughts are bitter! — were he living. 

How would he scorn them ! 
Braob. {who hashes greatly agitated). No! — ah, no ! — thou wrong'st him ! 
DucD. DE LA V. Yet, were he living, could I but receive 

From his own lips my pardon, and his blessing, 

My soul would deem one dark memorial 'rased 
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Out of the pase most blisler'd with its tears ! 
Braob. TbeD have tbj wish ! aud in these wrecks of man 

Worn to decay, and rent by many a storm, 

Survey the worm the world callM Braselone. 
Ditch, db la V. Avaunt ! — avaunt ! — I dream ! — the dead retora'd 

To earth to mock me ! — No I this hand is warm ! 

I have one murther less upon my soul. 

I thank thee, Heaven ! — {ncoofu.) 
Braob. {supporting her). The blow strikes home ; and yet 

What is my life to her ? Louise !— She moves not I 

She does not breathe ; how still she sleeps ' I saw her 

Sleep in her mother's arms, and then, in sleep 

She smiled. There't no nnUe now ! — |>oor child ! {kming her) One 
kiss! 

It is A brother's kiss — it has no guilt ; 

Kind Heaven, it has no guilt. — I have survived 

All earthlier thoughts ; her crime, my vows, efbced them. 

A brother*s kiss! — Away ! Tni human still ; 

I thought 1 had been stronger ; God forgive me ! 

Awake, Louise ! — awake ! She breathes once more ; 

The spell is broke ; the marble warms to life 1 

And I — freeze back to stone .' 
DuOH. DB LA V. {reviving), I heard a voice 

That cried " Louise !" — Speak, speak ! — my sense is dfm, 

And strusrales darkly with a blessed ray 

That shot from heaven. — My shame hath not destroyed thee ! 
Bbaob. No ! — life might yet serve thee ! — and 1 lived on, 

Dead to all else. 1 took the vows, and then, 

Ere yet I laid me down, and bade the Past 

Fade like a ghost before the dawn of heaven, 

One sacred task was left. — Iflove was dust. 

Love, like ourselves, hath an immortal soul, 

That doth survive whatever it takes from clay ; 

And that — the holier i>art of love became 

A thing to watch thy steps — a guardian spirit 

To hover round, disguised, unknown, undream'd of, 

To soothe the sorrow, to redeem the sin, 

And lead thy soul to peace ! 
DucH. DB LA y. bright revenge ! 

Love strong as death, and nobler far than woman's ! 
Bbaob. ^o peace — ah, let me deem so ! — the mule cloister, 

The spoken ritual, and the solemn veil, 

Are naught themselves — the Huguenot abjures 

The monkish cell, but breathes, perchance the prayer 

That speeds as quick to the Eternal Throne ! 

In our own souls must be the solitude ; 

In our own thoughts the sanctity ! — 'Tis then 

The feeling that our vows have built the wall 

Passion can storm not, nor temptation sap, 

Qives calm its charter, roots out wild regret, 

And makes the heart the world-disdaining cloister. 

Thie — thie is peace I but pause I if in thy breast 

Linger the wish of earth. Alas ! all oaths 

Are vain, if nature shudders to record them — 

The subtle spirit 'scapes the sealed vessel ! 

The false devotion is the true despair I 
DvcH. DB LA v. Fear not ! — 1 feel 'tis not the walls of stone, 
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Told beads, nor murmured hymns, that bind the heart, 

Or exorcise the world ; thespelPs the thought 

That where most weak weVe bantsh'd the temptation, 

And reconciled, what earth would still diride, 

The human memories and the Immortal conscience. 
Braob. Doubt fadcH before thine accents. On the day 

That gives thee to the veil we'll meet once more. 

Let mine be man's last blessing in this world. 

Oh ! tell me then, thou'rt happier than thou hast been ; 

And when we part, Til seek some hermit cell 

Beside the walls that compass thee, and prayer, 

Mornins^ and night, shall join our souls in heaven. 
DocH. DR LA V. Tes, generous spirit! think not that my future 

Shall be repining as the past. Th<iu livest, 

And conscience smiles again. The shatter'd bark 

Olides to its haven. Joy ! the land is near ! 

[Exit into the chateau, dropping her gUtve at she goes, 
Bbaob. So, it is past ! — the secret is disclosed I 

The band she did reject on earth has led her 

To holier ties. I have not lived in vain ! 

Yet who had dream'd, when through the ranks of war 

Went the loud shout of " France and Bragelone !" 

That the monk's cowl would close on all my laurels 1 

A never-heard philosopher is life! 

Our happiest hours are sleep's — and sleep proclaims, 

Did we but listen to its warning voice. 

That rett is earth's elixir. Why, then, pine 

That, ere our years grow feverish with their toil. 

Too weary-worn to find the rest they sigh for, 

We learn betimes the moral of repose t 

I will lie down, and sleep away this world. 

The pause of care, the slumber of tired passion. 

Why. why defer till night is well-nigh spent ? 

Whei the brief sun that gilt the landscape sets, 

When o'er the music on the leaves of life 

Chill silence falls, and every fluttering hope 

That voiced the world with song has gone to rest, 

Then let thy soul, from the poor laborer, learn 

" Sleep's sweetest taken soonest I" {at he moves awayy his eyefalit 
upon the glove ; lie taket it up) 

And this hath toucliM her hand — it were a comfort 

To hoard a single relic ! {kisses the glove, and then suddenly th/mr^ 
it away) No ! — 'Tis sinful ! [Exit Bragelone into clMteatt. 

SCENE III.— 27/^ exterior of the Gothic Convent of Hie Carmelites —TIu 
toindou's illumined — Miisic heard from within. Enter Courtiekf. 
Ladirb, Pkiests, etc. r. 1 e.. and l. 1 s , and pass through the door oj 
the chapel, in the centre of th^^ building. 

Enter Lauzun, l. 1 e., Grammont, r. 1 e. 



i 



Lau. Where hast thou left the king ? 
(}bam. Not one league hence. 

Lau. Ero the clock strikes, La Valli^re takes the veil. 
Gram. Great Heaven ! — so soon I — and Louis sent me on 

To learn how thou hadst prosper'd with the duchess. 

He is so sanguine — this imperious king. 
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Who never heard a " No " from living lips ! 

How did she take his letter 1 
Lau. In sad silence ; 

Then mused a little while, and some few tears 

Stole down her cheeks, as, with a trembling hand, 

She gave me back the scroll. 
Qbax. You mean her answer. 

Lad. No ; the king's letter. '* Tell him that I thank him ; '* 

(Such were her words ; ) *' but thai my choice is made ; 

And e'en this last assurance of his love 

I dare not keep ; 'tis only when I pray, 

That I may think of him. This is my answer." 
Gram. No more 7 — no written word 1 
Lau. . None, Qrammont. TheD 

She rose and left me ; and I heard the bell 

Calling the world to see a woman scorn it. 
Oeak. The king will never brook it. He will grasp her 

Back from this yawning tomb of living souU. 

The news came on him with such sudden shock ; 

The long noviciate thus abridged ! and she-^ 

Ever so waxen to his wayward will ! — 

She cannot yet be marble. 
Lau. WrongM affection 

Makes many a Niobe from tears. Haste, Orammont, 

Back to the king, and bid him fly to save, 

Or nerve his heart to lose, her. I will follow, — 

My second charge fulflll'd. 
GBABt. And what is that ? 

Lau. Revenge and justice! — Go I [Exit Ouammo.nt, r. 1 ■. 

(looking through the doors) I hear her laugh — 

I catch the glitter of her festive robe ! 

Athend comes to triumph — and to tremble ! 

Maoajcb de MoHTXSPAir mid Couktibrs enters l. 1b. The Courtiers 

go into the convent. 

Mkb. db Mon. ifltide). Now for the crowning cup of sparkling fortune ! 

A rarer pearl than Egypt's queen dissolved 

1 have immersed in that delicious draught, 

A woman^s triumph o'er a fairer rival I (ae the turns to enter the 
convent she perceives Lauzum) 

What ! you here, duke I 
Lau. Ay, madame ; I've not yet 

To thank you for — my banishment I 
Mmb. db Mon. The Ides 

Of March are come — not over I 
Lau. Are they not 1 

For some they may be I Tou are here to witness 

Mmr. db Mon. My triumph I 

Lau. And to take a, friend's condolence. 

I bear this letter from the king I ( produces letter.) 
Mkb. db Mon. {taking it). The king I {reads the letter) 

** We do not blame you ; blame belongs to love. 

And love had naun[ht with you." — What I what ! I tremble t 

'* The Duke de Lauzun, of these lines the bearer. 

Confirms their purport : from our royal court 

We do excuse your presence." Banish'd, duke ? 
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Is that the word ?— What, banish'il I • 
Lau. Hush ! — yoa mar 

The holy silence of the place. .'Tia ti iie ; 

You read aright. Our gracious king permits you 

To quit Versa! lies. Versailles is not the world. 
Mme. db Mon. Perdition ! — banish'd ! 
Lai7. You can take the veil 

Meanwhile, eiyoy your triumph ! 
Mkb. DB Mon. Triumph! — Ah! 

She triumphs o*er me to the last. My soul 

Finds hell on earth — and hers makes earth a heaven I 
Lau. Hist ! — will you walk within ? 
Mmb. db Mon. 0, hateful world ! 

What I — hath it come to this 1 
Lau. You spoil your triumph ! 

Mmb. db Moh Lauzun, I thank thee — thank thee— thank — and curse 

thee. [Exit Madamb db Montrbpan, r. 1 b. 

Lau. {looking after her^ with a subdued laugh) ^ Ha, ha I— the broken heart 
can know no pan.9[ 

Like that which racks the bad heart when its sting 

Poisons itself. Now, then, away to Louis. 

The bell still tolls ; there's time. This soft La Vallidre I 

The only thins that ever bafHed Lauzun, 

And felt not his revenge ! — revenee, poor soul ! 

Revenge upon a dove ! — she shall be saved 

From the pale mummies of yon Memphian vault, 

Or the great Louis will be less than man — 

Or that fond sinner will be more than woman. 

[JExit LAUBtnr, a. 1 b. 

SCENE W.^The interior of the Chapel of the Carmdite CorwenL On the 
foreground^ Courtirrs, Ladirb, etc, {all kneeling except the qfieiaU), At 
the back of the stage the altar ^ only partially eeen through the surrounding 
throng. Kneeling at the altar the Duchbbs db la VATiLiBRE, attended 
by the Ladt Abbfsb and 8i8tbr8, etc. The qfficials pass to and fro, 
twinging tlte censers — 77^0 stage darkened — Lights suspended along the 
aisle, and taper» by the altar. As the scene opens, eoletnfi mueie, to idhick 
it ehaunted the following 

HYMN: 

Come from the world, O weary soaL 
For ran the race and near the goal I 
Flee from the net. O lonely dove. 
Thy neet is built the clouds above 1 
Turn, wild and worn with panting fear, 
And slake thy thirst, thou wounded deer, 
In Jordan's holy springs 1 

Arise ! O fearful soul, srise 1 
For broke the chain and calm the skies I 
Aa moth fly upwards to the star, 
The light allures thee from afar. 
Though earth is lost, and space is wide, 
The smile of Qod shall be thy guide. 
And Faith and Hope thy wings I 

jii the Mynm ende^ Bbaoblonb enters, L. u. B., and stemde apart in the hack- 
ground. All rise. 

First Covr. Throe minutes more, and earth has lost La Valli^re I 
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Second Coua. So young ! — so fair I 

Third Cour. 'Twas whisper'd that the king 

Would save her yet I 
First Cour. What ! snatch her from the altar 1 

He durst not, man ! s 

£nter Loins, Qrammoitt, and LkUEnv, R. 1 B. 

Loins. Hold ! we forbid the rites 1 

Ali faU hack r. and l. At the Kiva advaneea hastily up th$ oit/e, Braob- 
LONB advaneen and placet kinuelf before him. 

Back, monk ! revere the presence of the king I 
Braob. And thou the palace of the Kmg of kings ! 
Louis. Dotard ! we claim our subject. 
Braob. She hath pass'd 

The limit of your realm. Ye priests of Heaven, 

Complete your solemn task ! — The church's curse 

Hangs on the air. Descendant of Saint Louis, 

Move — and tlie avalanche fails 1 

The Duohbss db la Valli^rb, dreteed in (he bridal and gorgeous attire 
assumed before the taking of the veil, descends from the altar, and 
advances, 

DuoH. DB LA y. No, holy friend I 

I need it not ; my soul is my protector. 

Nay, thou mayst trust me. 
Bragb. {after a pause). Thou art right — I trust thee I 
Louis {leading the Duohbss db la Vallibrb to the front of the stage). Thou 
, hast not ta'en the veil 7 — E'en Time had mercy. 

Thou art saved 1 — ^thou art saved ! — to love — to life I 
Duch. db la v. (o.). Ah, Sire f 

Louis (l. c). Call me not Sire I — forget that dreary time 

When thou wert duchess, and myself the king. 

Fly back, fly back, to those delicions hours 

When / was but thy lover and thy Louis I 

And thou my dream— my bird — my fairy flower— 

My violet, shrinking in the modest shade 

Until transplanted to this breast — to haunt 

The common air with odors ! Oh, Louise ! 

Hear me ! — the fickle lust of change allured me, 

The pride thy virtues wounded arm'd against thee, 

Until I dream'd I loved thyself no longer ; 

But now this dread resolve, this awe of parting. 

Re-binds rae to thee— bares my soul before me — 

Dispels the lying mists that veil*d thine image, 

And tells rae that I never loved but thee ! 
DuoH. DB LA y. I am not then despised I — thou lov'st me stiU I 

And when I pray for thee, my heart may feel 

That it hath nothing to forgive ! 
Louis. Louise I 

Thou dost renounce this gloomy purpose ? 
DuoH. DB LA y. Never I 

It is not gloomy ! — think'st thou it is gloom 

To feel that, as my soul becomes more pure, 
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Heaven will more kindly listen to the prayers 

That rise for thee ?— is that thouj^ht ffloonij my Louis 1 
Louis. Oli ! 9lay me not with tenderness ! Return I 

And if thy conscience starile at my love, 

Be still my friend — my angel 1 
Ducu. DE LA V. I a II weak, 

But in the knowledge of my weakness, strong ! 

I could not breatlie the air that's sweet with thee, 

Nor cease to love ! — in flight my only safety ; 

And were that flight not made by solemn vows 

Eternal, it were bootless ; for the wings 

Of my wild soul know but two bournes to speed to— 

Louis and heaven ! And, oh I in heaven at last 

My sou), unsinning, may unite with Louis ! 
Louis. I do implore thee ! 
DucH. DB LA V. No ; thou canst not tempt me I 

My heart already is the nun. 
Louis. Thou know'st not 

I have dismiss'd thy rival fh>m the court. 

Return ! — though mine no niore, at least thy Louis 

Shall know no second love I 
DucH. DB LA V. What I wilt thou, Louis, 

Renounce for me eternally my rival, 

And live alone for 

Louis. Thee ! Louise, I swear it ! 

Ducu. DB LA V. {raising her artne to heaven). Father ! at length, I dare 
to hope for pardon. 

For now remorse may prove itself sincere ! 

Bear witness, Heaven ! 1 never loved this man 

So well as now ! and never seemM his love 

Built on so sure a rock I Upon thine altar 

I lay the offering. I revoke the |)ast ; 

For Louis, heaven was left — and now I leave 

Louis, when tenfold more beloved, fur heaven I 

Ah ! pray with me! Be this our latest token — 

This memory of sweet moments — sweet, though sinless 1 

Ah I pray with me ! that I may hive till death 

The thought — " we pray'd together for forgiveness !" 
Louis. Oh ! wherefore never knew I till this hour 

The treasure I shall lose ! I dare not call thee 

Back from the heaven where thou art half already ! 

Thy soul demands celestial destinies. 

And stoops no more to earth. Be thine the peace, 

And mine the penance ! Yet these awful walls, 

The rigid laws of this severest order, 

Yon spectral shapes, this human sepulchre — 

And thou, the soft, the delicate, the highborn. 

The adored delight of Europe's mightiest king — 

Thou canst not bear it ! 
DucH. DB LA V. I have borne much worse— 

Thtf change and thy desertion ! — Let it pass ! 

There is no terror in the things without ; 

Our souls alone the palace or the prison ; 

And the one thought that I have fled from sin 

Will fill the cell with images more glorious, 

And haunt its silence with a mightier music. 

Than ever throng'd illumined halls, or broke 
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From harps by mortal siruuju^ ! 
LouiH. 1 will not hoar ihe«? ! 

I itannot orave these thoii^htn. Thy angel Yoice 

But tellR ma what a Hun of heavpuly beaaty 

Glides from the oarth, and leaves my houI to darkness. 

This is mt/ work I — HwaH I for whom that soul 

Forsook its native element ; for me, 

Sorrow consumed thy youth, af»d conscience gnawed 

That patient, tender, nnreproachful heart. 

And now this crowns the whole ! the priest — the altar— 

The sacriflce — the victim ! Touch me not ! 

8(>eak not' I am unmann'd enough already. 

I — I — I choke ! These tears — let them s|>eak for me. 

aVoM? .' woM' thy hand — farewell ! farewell, foreyer ! 

[£xtt Louis, R. 1 B. 
DucH. DE LA V. Be llrTu. my heart, be firm! {^ofter a paune, turning to 
Bragklonk, who advances^ c, with a dight atnile) 

'Tis i)a8t ! we*To conquer'd I 

Tht DurnKSS re-tmeendstke aitar, Bbaorlonb leith hoadbentdoum uxUktng 
pari of the way by her side, then pousing^ l. — the crowd elote around and 
shut her out; during which she puts on the convent drees. Mueie, 

CHORUS. 

Hark ! to the nuptial trnin are open'd wide 
The Eternal Uatea. Uoaanna to the bride ! 

Grax. She has ta*en the veil — the last dread^rite is done. 
Abi:b8B (from the altar). Sister Louise I before the eternal grate 

Becomes thy barrier from the living world, 

It is allow'd thee once more to l)ehold 

The face of men, nnd bid farewell to friendship. 
Bra IE. (aside). Wliy do I shuddei- 7 why shrinks back my being 

From our last gazo. like Nature from the Grave 1 

One moment, and one look, and o*er her image 

Thick darkness falls, till Death, that morning star, 

Heralds immortal day. I hear her steps 

Treading the mournful silence ; o'er my soul 

Pauses the freezing time. Lord, support me I 

One effort more — one etfort' — Wake, my soul ! 

'Tis thy last trial ; wilt thou play the craven \ {irosses towards l.) 

The crowd give way ; the Duchess db la Vallierr, iw the habit of the 
Carmelite nuns, passer doitn thr steps of the altar ^ led by the Abbess. As 
she pauses to address those whom she recognizes %n the crowds the chorus 
ehaunts : — 

BiBtrr, l<»ok and speak thy last, 
Fiom the world tbou*rt (lyingfaat; 
While tiin'well ti» liti* thou'rt ^ving, 
Dead already to the living. 

DuoH. DB LA V. [coming to the front of the stage, sees Lauzun, r.). LauzuD I 
thou serv'st a kin'j. wliate er his fanlt. 
Who merits all thy homa<ie ; honor — love him. 
His gh)ry needs no friendship ; but in sickness 
Or sorrow kmgs need love. Be faithful, LauEun I 
And, tar from thy loud world, cue lowly voice 
Shall not forget thee. 
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Bbagb. (c. l. — (uide). All the strife is husb'd ! 

My heart's wild sea lies mute ! 
DncH. DB LA V. {approaching Bbaoblone, and kneding to kirn). Now! 
friend au^l father, 

Bless the poor nun ! 
BaAOB. As Duchess of La Valli^re 

Thou wert not happy ; as the Carmelite Sister, 

Say — art thou happy 1 
DucH. DK LA V. Yes ! 

Braob. {layinff his hand on her head). Father, bless her I 

CHORUS. 

Hark ! in heavBn ia mirth I 

Jubilate I 
GMef leaves guilt on eaztli 1 

Jubilate I 
Joy for Bin forgiven 1 

Jubilate ! 
Come, O Bride of Heaven ! 

Jubilate 1 

( Curtain falls siowlp. ) 
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